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THE FAIR PENITENT, 

Produced at the Lincolos-inn Fields Theatre in 
1703, M fftyled by Doctor Johnson one of the 
most pleasing tragedies on the stage. That it 
should have maintained its place in public fovoar 
for more than a centary, and that century cele- 
brated for the variation of its taste, is a sufficient 
corroboration of the Doctor's opinion. Although 
the diction is truly described by a late author to 
be " exquisitely harmonious," the original copy 
teemed with exceptionable exuberances, which are 
here expunged. 



PROLOGUE. 

Long ha* tiie fate of kings and empires been 

Tbe common bas'ness of the tragic soene. 

As if misfortone made the throne her seat. 

And none conld be onhappj but the great. 

Dearly, 'tis true, eaoh bojs the erown he wears. 

And many are the mighty iiionarcb*s cares : 

By foreign foes and home-bred tactions prest. 

Few are the joys he knows, and short his hoars of rest 

Stories like these with wonder we may hear ; ^ 

Bot far remote, and in a higher sphere. V 

We ne'er can pity what we ne'er can share : 3 

Like distant battles of tbe Pole and Swede, ^ 

Which fmgal citizens o'er ooffee read, ^ 

CSareless for who shoald fail or who sacoeed. 3 

Therefore an humbler theme oar author chose, 

A melancholy tale of private woes : 

'No princes here lost royalty bemoan. 

But you shall meet with sorrows like your own : 

Here see imperious luve his rassals treat 

As hardly as ambition does the great; 

See how soooeeding passions rage by toms, f 

Uow fierce the yooth with joy and rapture burns, > 

And how to death, for beauty lost, he mourns. j 

Let nd nice taste the poet's arts arraign, 
If some frail yicious characters he feign : 
Who writes shoald still let nature be iiis care, ^ *} 
Mix shades with lights, and not paint all things fair, > 
But show you men ana women as they are. 3 

With deference to the fair, be bade me say, 
Few to perfection ever found the way : 
Many in many parts are known t'exoel. 
But ^twere too hard for one to act all well : 
Whom juBtly life wouldr through eaoh scene commend. 
The maid, the wife, the mistress, and the friend : 
This age, 'tis true, nas one great instance seen. 
And heay'n, in jostioe, made that one a queen. 



DRAMATIS PERSONA. 

Am arigmaUy acted m lJncoln*»-inn Fields, 1703. 

ScioUo Mr.BowmftO. 

AUamorU Mr. Verbniggen. 

Horatio Mr. BelterioD. 

Lothario Mr. Powell. 

Botsano Mr. Bail j. 

CaliOa Mrs. Barry. 

Lavinia Mrs. Braoegirdle. 

iMciUa Mrs.Prinoe. 



DrwrfLaue, IBIS. ComiU 0«nl«m 1799. 

ScioUo Mr. Pope. Mr. Pope. 

AUamont Mr. Wallack. Bfr. Branton. 

Horatio Mr. Rae. Mr. Bellertoii. 

Lothario Mr. Bllislon. Mr. H.Johnstone. 

Rotgano Mr. Crooke. Mr. ClaremonL 

Calista Bfiis Walstoin. Mrs. SL lieger. 

Laoinia MtssBojoe. Miss Chapman. 

LucUla Miss Cooke. Miss Cox. 

ServoHtt to ScioUo, 4^. 

5C£NE— ScioLTo's Palace and the Garden, with tome 
Part of the Street near it, in Gbmoa. 



ACrr THE HRST. 




SCENE I. A Garden beUmging to Sciolto's Palace, 
Enter Altamont and Hobatio. 
AU. Let this auspioioiw day bo ewer sacred. 
No monrniDg, no misfortwiea Hpr*? ?" 'i; . 
Let it be marked for tnimipbs wd rejoicings , 

^i^TtiTwr^Lr^^^^^ 
^^"ijj^Tes^^jftisr^nT;^^^^ 

Are jJ^in^d to i»bed their kindest inOnen^e on thee ; 

Scioilo's noble hand, that rats d thee fi«^ 

Half dead and drooping o'er thy father s grave. 

Completes its bounty, and restor^ thy na«^ 

To that high rank and lustre whidh il boasted. 

Before ungrateful Genoa had foiyot 

Thi meril^'of thy «o^'^^^^^CnX^^^^d 

Before that country, wbich he long h»d ««^ <* 

In watchful councils and in winter <*^P»' .,„.-» 

Had ««t off his while age to want wd wretobedness. 

A^Id ^de their court to factions by his ruin. 



8 THE FAIR PENITENT. ACT 1. 

Alt. Ob, mat Sciolto ! Oh, mj more tfaan father ! 
Let me not live, bat at thj verT name 
Mj eairer heart springs up, and leaps with joy. 

When I forget the vast, vast debt I owe thee 

Forget! (bat 'tis impossibre)lh6n let me 
Forget the use and privilege of reason. 
Be driven from the Commerce of mankind. 
To wander in the desert among brutes. 
To be the scorn of earth, and curse of heav'n! 

Hot, So open, so unbounded was his goodness. 
It reached even me, because I was thy friend. 
When that great man I lov'd, thjr noble father, - 
Bequeathed thy gentle sister to mj arms. 
His last dear pledge and legacy of friendship, 
That happj tie made me Soiolto's son ; 
He caird us his, and with a parent's fondness. 
Indulged us in his wealth, bless'd us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, and sweeten'd love itself. 

Alt, By heaven, he found my fortunes so abandon'd. 
That nothing but a miracle could raise 'em : 
My Other's bountv, and the state's ingratitude, 
Had stripp'd him bare, nor left him e'en a grave. 
Undone myself, and sinking with his ruin, 
I had no wealth to bring, nothing to succour him. 
But fruitless tears. 

Hor. Yet what thou conldst thon didst, 
And didst it like a son : when his hard creditors, 
Urg'd and assisted by Lothario's father 
(Foe to thy house, and rival of their greatness). 
By sentence of the cruel law forbade 
His Tcnerable corpse to rest in earth, 
Thftu gav'st thyself a ransom for his bones ; 
Heav'n, who beheld the pious act, approv'd it. 
And bade Sciolto's bounty be its proxy. 
To bless thy filial virtue with abundance. 

Alt. But see, he conies, the author of my happiness. 
The man who sav'd my life from deadly sorrow. 
Who bids my days beUest with peace and plenty. 
And satisfies my soul with lore and beaoty. 
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Enter Sciolto ; he runs to Altamont, and emhracet 
him. 

Sei. Joy to thee, Altamoot! Joj to mjielf ( 
Joy to thu faapt»j mora. Unit uaket tbee mine; 
Tut kindly f^naU wJiat nmtare had deny'd ne. 
And nukes me intber of a aon like thee. 

Alt, My father! Oh, let me onlade my breut, 
Poor oat the folneie of my aoal before voo ; 
Show erVr tender, ey'ry grateful thoo^t, 
This wonoroos (roodness stirs. Bot 'Us impossible, 
And ottemhoe all is vile ; since I can only 
Swear yon rei||;n here, bat never tell how pnooh. 

Scu O, noble yonth ! I swear, since first I knew tbee» 
Er'n from that day of sorrow when I saw thee 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial tears. 
The mooraer and redeemer of thy father, 
I set thee down and seal'd thee for my own : 
Thon art my son, er*!! near me as Gafista. 
Horatio and Liaviaia too are mine; [Embracet Hor. 
All are my children, and shall share my heart 
Bot wherefore waste we thus this happy day ? 
The laughing minotes summon thee to ioy. 
And with new ^easures coart thee as they pass ; 
Thy waiting bnde ev'n chides thee for delaying. 
And swears thou com'st not with a bridegroonrs haste. 

AU, Oh! ooald I hope there was one thooght of AlU- 
One kind remembrance in Galista's breast, [mont, 

Tlie winds, with all their wings, woald be too slow 
To bear me to her feet For, oh, my fiOher ! 
Amidat (he stream of joy that bears me on, ^ 
Blest as I am^ and hoaoar'd in yoor friendship. 
There is one pain that hangs upon my heart. 

&». What means ra^r "on? 

AU, When, at yoor intercession. 
Last night, GalisU yielded to my happiness, 
Just ere we parted, as I seal'd my vows 
With rapiore on her lips, I found her cold. 
As a desid lover's statue on his tomb ; 
A riling storm of passion shook her breast* 
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Her eves a pileoas show'r of tears let fall. 

And then the righ'd as if her heart were breaking. 

With all the tend'rest eloquence of love 

I begf'd to be a sharer in ber grief: 

But she, with looks averse, and eyes that fnne me, 

SadljT repW*d» her sorrows were oer own» 

Nor in a nther^s power to dispose of. 

Sci. Away ! it is the coz'nage of their sex ; 
One of the common arts they practise on us : 
To sigh and weep then when their hearts beat high 
With expectation of the coming ioy. 
Thou hast in camps and fi^tins nelds been bred, 
Unknowing in the subtleties of women ; 
The virgin bride, who swoons with deadly fear, 
To see the end ot all ber wishes near, 
When blushing from the light and public eyes, 
To the kind covert of the night she flies. 
With equal fires to meet tbe bridegroom moves, 
MelU in his arms, and with a loose she loves. lExeunt. 

Enter Lothario and Rossano. 

Lath. The father, and the husband ! 

Ros. Let them pass. 
They saw us not 

Loth. I care not if they did ; 
Ere long I mean to meet 'em face to face. 
And gall 'em with my triumph o'er Calista. 

Rot. You lov'd her once. 

Loth. I lik'd her, would have marry'd ber. 
But that it pleas'd her father to refuse me. 
To make this honourable fool her husband ; 
For which, if I forget him, may the shame 
I mean to brand his name with, stick on mine. 

Rot. She, gentle soul, was kinder than her fother. 

Loth, Siie was, and oft in private gave me hearing ; 
Till, by long list'ning to the soothing tale, 
At length her easv heart was wholly mine. 

Rot* I've heard yon oft describe her haughty, ioao- 
■ - lent, 

1 with high disdain: it moves mj wonder. 
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That virtoe thus defendod, should be yielded 
A prey to loose desires. 

Loth. Hear then I'll tell thee : 
Onoe iiv a lone and secret hour of night. 
When er'ry eye was clos'd, and the pale moon 
And stars alone shone oonsoioos of the thefU 
Hot with the Toacan grape, and high in blood, 
Haply I stole nnheeded to her chamber. 

Ros. That minute sore was lucky. 

Lath. Oh, 'twas great! 
I found the fond, believing, loTe-sick maid. 
Loose, nnattir'd, warm, tender, fall of wishes ; 
Fierceness and pride, the guardians of her honour. 
Were charm'd to rest, and love alone was waking. 
Within her rising bosom all was calm, 
As peaceful seas that know no storms, and only 
Are gentlv lifted up and down by tides. 
1 snatch*d the^glonous, golden opportunity. 
And with prevailing, youthful anioar pressed her; 
Till, with short sighs, and murmuring reluclanoe. 
The yielding fair one gave me perfect happiness. 
Ev'n all the live-long night we pass'd in biiss. 
In ecstasies too fierce to last for ever ; 
At length the morn and cold indiff'rence came; 
When, fully sated with the luscious banquet, 
I hastily took leave, and left the nymph 
To think on what was past, and sigh alone. 

Ros. Yon saw her soon ibgain? 

Loth. Too soon 1 saw her : 
For, oh! that meeting was not like the former: 
I found my heart no more beat high with transport, 
No more l sigh'd and languished for enjoyment; 
Twas past,' and reason took her turn to reign. 
While ev'ry weakness fell before her throne. 

Ro§. What of the lady? 

Loth. With uneasy fondness 
She bung upon me, wept, and sigh'd, and swore 
She was undone; talk'd of a priest and marriage; 
Of flying witli me from her father's pow'r ; 
Uall'd ev'ry saint and blessed angel down. 
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To witness for ber that she was m j wife. 
I started at that name. 

Ros. What answer made ^OD? 

Loth. None ; bnt pretending sodden pain and illness, 
Escap'd the persecution. Two nights since, 
Bj message nrg'd and frequent importonitj, 
Again I saw her. Straight with tfsars and si^is. 
With swelliog breasts, with swooning and distraction. 
With all the subtleties and powerful arU 
Of wilful wdtaan laboring for her purpose. 
Again she told the same dull, nauseous tale. 
Unmov'd, I begg'd her spare th' ungrateful subject. 
Since I resolv'd, that lore and peace of mind 
Might flourish ionff inviolate betwixt us. 
Never to load it with the marriage chain : 
That I would still retain her in my heart, 
Mj ever gentle mistress and mj^ friend ; 
But for those other names of wife and husband, 
They only meant ill nature, cares, and quarrels. 

Uo$. How bore she this reply P 

Loth, At first her rage was dumb, and wanted 
words; 
Bnt when the storm found way, 'twas wild and loud : 
Mad as the priestess of the Delphio god. 
Enthusiastic passion swell'd her breast. 
Enlarged her voice, and ruffled all her form. 
Proud, and disdainful of the love I proffer'd. 
She callM me villain! monster! base betrayer! 
At last, in very bitterness of soul. 
With deadly imprecations on herself. 
She vow'd severely ne'er to see me more ; 
Then bid me flv that minute : I obey*d. 
And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leisure. 

Rot. She 1ms relented since, else why this message, 
To meet the keeper of her secrets |iere 
This morning? 

Loth, See the person whom you nam'd. 

Enter Lucxlla. 
*^eil, my ambassadress, what must we treat of? 
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Come joa to momoe ip^ar and proad defianoe, 
Or does tiie peaoofal olire grace joar message? 
Is joar &ir mistress calmer ? Does she soften? 
And mast we love a^n ? Perhaps she means 
To treat in janctnre with her new allj. 
And make lier fansband party to th' aji^reement. 

Luc, Is this well done, mj lord ? Have yoa pot off 
All sense of human nature ? Keep a little, 
A little pity, to'distinguish manhood. 
Liest otber men, thoog^ crael, shoold disclaim yon. 
And jodge yon to be nomber'd with the brates. 

LotKl see thon'st leam'd to rail. 

Jjuc, IVe leam'd to weep : 
That lesson my sad mistress often gi^es me: 
By day she seeks some melancholy shade, 
To hide her sorrows from the prying world ; 
At night she watches all the long, long hoars, 
And Ostens to the winds and beating rain. 
With sighs as load, and tears that &11 as ftst 
Then ever and anon she wrings her hands. 
And cries, false, false Lothario! 

Lath. Oh, no more ! 
I swear thoo'lt spoil thy pretty face with crying. 
And tlioa hast beaaty tnat may make thy fortnne : 
Some keeping cardinal shall dote open thee, 
And barter his chorch treasaro for thy freshness. , 

Luc, What! shall I sell my innocence and yonth. 
For wealth or titles, to perfidioas man? 
To man, who makes his mirth of oar andoing! 
The base, profess'd betra;fer of oar sex ! 
Let me grow old in all misfortunes else. 
Rather uan know the sorrows of Galista ! 

Loth, Does she send thee to chide in her behalf? 
I swear thou dost it with so good a grace, 
That I could almost love thee for thy frowning. 

Luc, Read there, my lord, there, in her own sad lines, 

IGiving a Letter. 
Wlucfa best can tell the story of her woes, 
That grief of heart which year unkiudness gives her. 

Loth, [Readi] Yourcrueiiy — Obedience to my father 
<— ^o« my hanato AUamont, 
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By heav'n, 'ti« well ! suoh ever be llie gifts 
Willi which 1 greel the man whom my soal hftle«. 

lAside. 
Bat to go on 

with heart hommr too faithless 

weakness UHnorrow~'—4ast trouble lost Calista. 

Women, I see, can change m well as men. 

She wntes me here, forsaiken as 1 am. 

That I shoald bind mj brows with moarnfol willow, . 

For she has giv'n her hand to Altamont : 

Yet tell the fair inconstant 

Luc. How, mj lord ! 

Loth, Nay, no more angry words: aar to Oslista, 
The homblest of her slaves shall wsiVher pleasure ^ 
If she can leave her happT husband's arms. 
To think upon so lost a thing as I am. 

Luc. Alas! for pity, come with gentler looks: 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph ; 
And though you love her not, yet swear you do ; 
So shall (ussembling once be Tirtuons in you. 

Loth, Ha! who comes here? 

Luc. The bridegroom's friend, Horatio. 
He must not see us here. To-morrow early 
Be at the garden gate. 

Loth, Bear to my love 
My kindest thouj^hts, and swear I will not fail her. 

iLothario puttvng up the Letter hastily, drops it as he 
,^ goes out. Exeunt Lothario and Rossano one Way, 
Lucilla another. 

Enter Horatio. 
Hor. Sure 'tis the very error of m;^ eyes; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario; 
He seemM conferring with CaKsta's woman : 
At my approach they started and retir'd. 
What business could be have liere, and with her? 
I know he bears the noble Altamont 
Profess'd and dewlly hale— What paper's this? 

ITaking up the Letter- 
Ha! To Lothario !--'8dealh I CaUsta's name I 

[Open« it and reads. 
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Your erueUy hat at length dttermmed me ; and 1 have 
retoiv'd thit mommg to yield a iptxfect obedience to my 
father, and to eioe my hand to AltemoDt, m tpite of' my 
weakneu for the falte Lothario. 1 could almoit vfith 1 
had that heart and that hnumr- to bettow with it, which 
you have robbed me of: — ^ 

DuDBfttion! to the W M t 
But, oh! I fear, could i retritoe 'an, i thouid again be 
undione by the too faithUu, yet ioo lovely LotharioC 
Thu i» the Uut weeifMCU of my jten, and Uhmorrow shall 
be the last m which 1 wiU tndulge my eyes, Laoilla 
shall pondmetyou, if you are kind enough to let me see 
you; it shall be the last trouble you shallmeet withfrom 
the lost Calxsta. 

The loat, indeed ! for thoa art gone as far 
As there can be perdition. Fire and solphur ! 
Hell is the sole avenger of sooh crimes. 
Ofaf that the min were bot all thj own t 
Thoa wilt eVn make thy father corse his age : 
At sight of this black soroil, the gentle Altamont 
(For, oh ! I know his heart is set open thee) 
Shall droop and hang his discontented head^ 
like merit scom'd by insolent authority. 
And never grace the public with his ▼irtnes.'— 
What if I nve this paper to her iather.^ 
It follows uat his justice dooms her dead. 
And breaks his heart with sorrow; hard return 
For all the good his hand hasjieap'd «^ os! 
Hold, lei me take a moment's though t 

Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. My lord! 
IVnst me it joys my heart that 1 have fonnd you. 
Inmnring wherefore 3 
Before my brother's 11 
Tlmy told me yqn had felt some sodden illness. 



Inmnring wherefore you bad left the company. 
Before my brother's nnptial rites were ended, 



Hot. It were oiyost-~No, let me spare my friend. 
Look op the fatal secret in my breast. 
Nor tell him that which will undo his quiet. 

Lav. What neiM my lord? 
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Hot. Ha! laid'it thoo, laj LtviDia? 

Loo. Alas! jpoa know not what joa make me avffer. 
Whenoe is that sicfa ? And wherefore are jonr ejes 
Severely nds'd to BeaWni* The siok man thas, 
Acknowledging the sommons of his fate, 
lifts op his feeble hands and eyes for meroy, 
And with confusion thinks opon his exit. 

Hor. Oh, no! thoo hast mistook my siokness quite; 
These pangs are of the soul. Would 1 had met 
Sharpest convulsions, spotted pestilence, 
Or any other deadly foe to life, 
Rather than heave beneath this load of thought ! 

Lav, Alas ! what is it i Wherefore turn yon from me .* 
Why did yon falsely call me your Lavinia, 
Apd swear I was Horatio's better half. 
Since now you mourn unkindly bv yourself, 
And rob me of my partnership of*^ sadness? 

ffor. Seek not to know what I would hide from all. 
But most from thee. I never knew a pleasure. 
Aught that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 
But straight I ran to bless thee with the tidings. 
And laid up all mv luuppiness with thee : 
But wherefore, wheretore should I give thee pain? 
Then spare me, I conjure thee; ask no further; 
Allow my melancholy thoughts this privilege, 
And let 'em brood in secret o'er their sorrowsv 

Lav. It is enough ; chide not, and all is well f 
Fomve me if i saw you sad, Horatio, 
And ask'd to weep out part of your misfortmies 
isstoki ' 



I wo'not press to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my lov'd lord, yet you must grant me this. 
Forget your cares for this one happy day. 
Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altamont ; 
For his dear sake, let penoe be in your looks. 
Ev'n now- the joodnd bridegroom waits your wishes. 
He thinks the priest has but half bless'd his marriage. 
Till his friend nails Um with the sound of joy. 

Hor, Oh, never, never, never! Thou art innocent: 
Simplicitv from ill, pure native truth, 
Aud candour of the mind, adorn thee ever ; 
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Bat there are siicb, siiefa fiilM ones, in the worid, 
Twoold 611 thy gentle sonl with wild unaenMnt 
To bear their, ttwy told. 

Lav, Fali0 ones, my lord ! 

Hot, Fktally fair they are, and in their Mniles 
The graoeB» little loTes, and yonng desires inhabit; 
Bnt all that gaie npon 'en arelindoiie; 
For they are false, Inxnrioas in their appetites. 
And all the beav'n they hope for is Tanety : 
One lover to another still sncoeeds. 
Another, and another after that, 
And the last fool is welcome as the former; 
Till having lov'd his hoar ont, he gives place. 
And miogles with the herd tliat went betbrb him. 

Lav, Om there be snob, and have they peace of mind? 
Have tlidj, in all the series of tlieir changing, 
One happy hour ? If women are snch things, 
How was I fonn'd so different from my sex? 
My little heart is satisfy'd with you ^ 
Yon take op all her room as in a ootlage 
Which harboors some benighted princely stranger, 
Wliere the good man, prond of his hospitality, 
Yields all his homely dwelling to his goest. 
And hardly keeps a corner for himself. 

Hor. Oh, were they all like thee, men would adore *em. 
And all tlie business of their lives be loving; 
The nuptial band should be tlie pledge of peace, 
And ail domestic cares and quarrels cease ! 
The world should learn to love by virtuous rules. 
And marriage be no more the jest of fools. [Exeunt, 



ACT TH£ SECOND. 




SCENE I. A UalL 
Enter Calista and Lucilla. 

Cat, Be dumb for ever, gilent as the grave, 
Nor let tlij food, officious love dlslurb 
Mj solemn sadness with the soond of joy. 
If thon wilt sooth me, tell some dismal tale 
Of pining discontent, and black despair; 
For, oh! Fre rone aronnd through all mj thoughts. 
But all are incUgnation, love, or shame, 
And mj dear peace of mind is lost for ever. 

Lmc, Why do you follow still that wand'ring fire. 
That has misled your weary steps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a wilderness of woe. 
That false Lothario? Turn from the deceiver; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 
Sighs at your feet, and woos vou to be happy. 

Cal, Away ! I think not or him. My sad soul 
Has form'd a dismal, melancholy scene, 
Such a retreat as I would wish to find ; 
An nnfineqiiented vale, overgrown with trees 



T 
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MoMj tnd o]d, within wluMe lonesome shade 
RaTeni and birds ill-omen'd only dwell: 
No sonnd to break the silence, bat a brook 
That hobbling winds among the weeds: no mark 
Of any haman shape that had been there, 
Unless a skeleton of some poor wretch. 
Who had long since, like me, by love undone, 
Soaght that sad place out to despair and die in. 

LMC* Alas, for pity ! 

CaJL. There I fain woald hide me 
From the base world, from malice, and from shame \ 
For 'tis the solemn counsel of my sool 
Never to live with public loss of honoor: 
Tis fixM to die, ratner than bear the insolence 
Of each affected she that tells my story. 
And blesses her sood stars that she is virtuous. 
To be a tale for fools! Scorn'd by the women. 
And pitj'd bv the men! Oh, insupportable! 

Iak, Oh, hear me, hear your ever faitlifnl creature! 
Bv all the ^ood I wish, by all the ill 
My trembling heart forebodes, let me entreat you 
Never to see this faithless man again ; 
Let me forbid his coming. 

CaL On thy life 
I charge tliee no: my {Junius drives me on; 
I must, I will behold him once again: 
Perhaps it is the crisis of mv fate. 
And this one interview shall end my cares. 
My lab'ring heart, that swells with indignation. 
Heaves to discharge the burden ; that once done, 
The busy thing shall rest within its oell^ 
And never beat again. 

Lw:, Trust not to that: 
Race is the shortest passion of our souls: 
Lake narrow brooks that rise with sudden show'rs. 
It swells in haste, and falls again as soon ; 
Still as it ebbs the softer thoop^hts flow in, 
And the deceiver, love, supplies its place. 

Cai. I have been wron^d enough to arm my temper 
Against the smooth delusion ; but, alas! 
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(Chide not mj weakneM, gentle ni4id, bat pity nie) 
A woman's softness ban^ about me still ; 
Then let me blush, and tell thee all raj folJj. 
I swear I oduld not see the dear betrayer 
Kneel at mj feet and sigh to be forgiv'n, 
But my relenting heart would pardon all, 
And quite forget 'twas he that nad undone me. 

lExU Lucilla, 
Ha! Altamont! Calista, now be wary, 
And guard thy soul's excesses with dissembling : 
Nor let this hostile husband's eyes explore 
The warring passions and tumultuous thoughts 
That rage within thee, and deform thy reason. 

Enter Altamont. 

AU. Be gone, my cares, I give you to the winds. 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont j 
Galista is the mistress of the year; 
She crowns the seasons with auspicious beauty, 
^ And bids ev'n all my hours be good and joyful. 

CaL If I were ever mistress of such happiness. 
Oh ! wherefore did I play th' unthrifty fool, 
And, wasting all on others, leave myself 
Without one thought of joy to give me comfort? 

AU. Ob, mighty love! Shall that fair face profane 
This thy great festival with frowns and sadness? 
I swear it sha'not be, for I will woo thee 
With ^ighs so moving, with so warm a transport. 
That tbon shalt catch the gentle flame from me. 
And kindle into joy. 

CaL I tell thee, Altamont, 
Snch hearts as ours were never pair'd above : 
111 suited to each other: join'd, not match'd ; 
Some sullen influence, a roe to both. 
Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the frame and temper of our minds. 
How very much we difler. Bv'n this day. 
That fills thee with such ecstacy and transport. 
To me brings nothing that should make nie bless it, 
Or think it better than the day befon. 
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Or anj other in the coarse of time. 

That aoU took its torn, and was forgotteo. 

Alt. If to behold thee as mj-pledge of happiness. 
To know none fair, none excellent, bat thee; 
If still to love thee with onwear^M oonstanoy, 
Throagh ev'ry season, evVj change of life. 
Be wo^th the least retarn of grateful love. 
Oh, then let my Galista bless this day. 
And set it down for happy. 

Cal, lis the day 
In whieb my father gaye my hand to Altamont; 
Ai snob, I will remember it for erer. 

Enter ScioLTOy Horatio, and Lavinia. 
Set. Let mirth go on, let pleasure know no pause. 
Bat fill ap evVy minute of tnis day. 
Tis yoars, my children, sacred to yoor loves ; 
The glorious son himself for yon looks gay ; 
He shines for Altamont and for Galista. 
Let there be masic, let the master touch 
The sprightly string and softly-breathing flute. 
Till harmony rouse ev'r? gentle jpassion; 
Teach the cold maid to lose her rears in love. 
And the fierce youth to langoish at her feet. 
Begin : er'n age itself is oheer'd with music ; 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our yoolb. 
Galls back past joys, and warms as into transport. 

[JMttfic. 
Take care mj gates be open, bid all welcome ; 
All who rejoice with me torday are friends : 
Ltet each indulge his genius, oaoh be glad, 
Jocond, and free, and swell the feast wi^h mirth ; 
The sprightly bowl shall cheerfully go round. 
None shall he grave, nor too severely wise ; 
Iiosses and disappointments, cares and poverty. 
The rich man's insolence, and great man's scorn. 
In wine shall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too soon to think and to be wretched. 
Oh grant, ye pow*rs, that I may see these happy, 

[Potntfng to AUamont and Cttiuto. 
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Completely blest, aad I have life enougli ! 
And leave tjie rest indiffereDtl v to fate. [EteunU 

Hot, What if, wbile all are here intent on revelling, 
I privately went forth, and song^ht Lothario ? 
Thb letter may be forg'd ! perbps the vantonnev 
Of hif vain yonth, to stain a lady's iiune ; 
Perhaps his malioe to disturb my friend. 
Oh, no! my heart forebodes it most be troe. 
Methoughty ev'n now, I marked the starts of goilt 
That shook her soal ; though damn'd dissimamtion 
Soreen'd her dark thooghtSy and set to publio view 
A specions face of inhooenoe and beanty. 
With sach smooth looks and many a jrenUe word. 
The first &ir she begaii'd her easy lora ; 
Tqo blind with love and beanty to beware. 
He fell nnthinkbg in the fatal snare ; 
Nor ooold believe that snob a heav'niy face 
Had bargained with the devil, to damn her wretched 
race. [£xtt. 

SCENE II. The Garden of Sciolto's Palace, 

Enter Lothario and Rossano. 
Loth. To tell thee then the purport of my thooghts ; 
Hie loss of this fond paper would not give me 
A moment of disquiet, were it not 
. My instrument of vengeance on this Altamont; 
Therefore I mean to wait some opportunity' 
Of speaking with the maid we saw this morning. 
Ros. I wish you, sir, to think noon the danger 
Of being seen; to-day their frienos are round 'em; 
And any eye that lights by chance on you. 
Shall put your life and safety to the hazard. lExeimU 

Enter Horatio. 
ff(9r. Still I must doubt some mystery of mischief. 
Some artifice beneath. Lothario's father! 
I know him well ; he was sagacious, cunning. 
Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful ooubmIs, 
^^t of a cold, nnaotive hand in war ; 
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Yet, with tliew coward's Tiitaes, he undid 
Ml mumj^odiagf yUmat, honest friend. 
IKu son, if ftme mistakes not, is more hot. 
More open and onartfal — ^ 

Re-^wter Ijothario and Rossano. 
Ha J he's here ! ^Seeing him. 

Loth. Damnation! He afcain! — This second time 
To-day he has cross'd me lilte m j e? il genios. 

Hot. I sought yon, sir. 

Lath. Tis well then I am foand. 

Hot. Tis well yon are. The man who wrongs my 
friend 
To tlie earth's utmost rerge I would pursne. 
No piece, though e'er so holy, should protect him ; 
No shape that artful fear e'er form'd should hide him. 
Till he fidr answer made, and did me justice. 

Lath. Hal dost thou know me? that 1 am Ijothario f 
As great a name as this proud citjr boasts of. 
Who is this mighty man, then, this Horatio, 
That I should baselr hide me from his anger. 
JLest he should chide me for his friend's displeasure? 

Hot. The brave, 'tis true, do never shun the light; 
Jnst are their thoughts, and open are their tempers, 
Still are they found in the fiur face of day. 
And heav'n and men are jod[|^ of their actions. 

Loth. Such let 'em be of mine ; there's not a purpose 
Which my soul e'er-fram'd, or my hand acted. 
But I could well have bid the world look on. 
And what i once durst do, have dar'd to justify. 

Hot. Where was this open boldness, this free spirit, 
When but this very mormng I sorpris'd thee. 
In base^ dishonest privacy, oonsnltine 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch, 
To sell her lady's secrets, stain her honour. 
And, with a forg'd contrivance, blast her rirtue? — 
At sight of me thou fled'st. 

Loth. Ha! fled from thee? 

Hot. Thou fled'st, and guilt was on thee like a thief, 
A pilferer, desory'd in scnne dark corner, 
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Who there had lodg*d, with miflchievoiii intent, 
To rob and ravage at tlie hoar of rest* 
And do a midni^t murder on the deepen. 

Loth, Slave! villain! 

[Offen to draw; Rotipno holds him. 

Rot, Hold, my lord! think where yon are, 
Think how onsafe and hurtfnl to your honour 
It were to urge a qnarrel in thia plaoe, 
And shock the peaoefol city with a broil. 

Loth, Then, since thou dost provoke my vengeance, 
know 
I would not, for this cityfs wealth, for all> 
Which the sea wafts to our Ligurian shore. 
Bat that the joys I reap'd with that fond wanton. 
The wife of Altamont, should be as public 
As is the noon-day sun, air, earth, or water. 
Or any common benefit of nature. 
Think'st thou I meant the shame should be oonceal'd ? 
Oh, no ! by hell and vengeanoe, all 1 wanted 
Was some fit messenger to bear the news 
To the dull doating husband : now I have found him. 
And thou art he. 

Hot. I hold thee base enough 
To break through law, and spurn at sacred order^ 
And do a brutal injury like this. 
Yet mark me well, young lord ; I think Calisia 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of soul. 
To be the prey of such a thing as thou art. 
'Twas base and noor, unworthy of a man. 
To forge a scroll so villanous and loose, 



And mark it with a noble lady's name: 
lliese are the mean dishonest arts of cowards. 
Who, bred at home in idleness and riot. 
Ransack for mbtresaes th' unwholesome slaws. 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 

Loth, Think'st thou I forg'd the letter? Think so still. 
Till the broad shame come staring in thy fiuw, 
And boys shall hoot the cuckold as he passes. 

Hor. Away ! no wmnan ocrald desoend so low: 
A skipping, dancing, worthless tribe you are; 
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Fit ool Y for yoorselFefl, joa Jierd together ; 

And when the oircliog glaas warms joar Tasn iietrl«, 

Yoa talk of beaoties that yon nerer ^w, 

And laacj raptures that jrou never knew. 

Lath. Bat that I do not hold it worth my leisure, 
I ooald prodoee such damniog proof—— 

Hot. 'tis iaise ! 
You blast the fiur with lies, because they scorn yoo. 
Hate yon like ugp, like ugliness and impotence: 
Rather than make you blest, they would die virgins. 
And stop the prop^;ation of mankind. 

Loth. It is the onrse of fools to be secure. 
And that be thine and Altamont's. Dream on; 
Nor think upon my vetogeance till thou feePst it. 

Hor, Hold, sir^ another word, and then farewell. 
Thoaeh I think greatly of Calista's virtue, 
And hold it far Myond thy power to hurt ; 
Yety as she shares the honour of my AlUmont, 
That treasure of a soldier, bought with blood, 
And kept at life's expense, I must not have 
(Mark me, young sir) her very name proian'd. 



(Mark 
Learn 



to restrain the licence of yonr speech; 
• Whc 



Tis held you are too lavish. When you are met 
Among yonr set of fools, talk of your dress. 
Of dice, of whores, of horses, and yourselves; 
'TIS safer, and becomes your understandings. 

Lath. What if we pass beyond this solemn order. 
And, in defiance of the stern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer tfaoughtSj let laughter loose. 
And use his sacred friendship for our mirth? . 

Hot. Tis well, sir, you are pleasant 

Lath, By the joys 
Which my soul yet has unoontrol'd pursu*d, 
I would not torn aside from my least pleasure, 
Thonsfa all thy force were arm'd to bar my way ; 
But liKe the birds, great nature's happy commoners. 
That haunt in wofkU, in meads, and Aow'ry gardens. 
Rifle the sweets and taste the choicest fruits. 
Yet scorn to ask the lordly owner's leave. 

JUor. What Uberljr has vain presumpluous youth. 
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That thoQ shoaldst dare proToke me nnoliastis'd? 
Bat henoefortb. bar, I warn thee, shun mj walks. 
If in the bounds of this forbidden place 
Again thooVt found, oxpeot a pnnisfament, 
Such as great souls, impatient of an injury, 
Bxaot from those who wrong 'em much, ev'n death ; 
Or something worse : an injur'd husband's yengeance 
Shall print a thousand wounds, tear thj fine form. 
And scatter thee to all the winds of hear'n. 

Loth. Is then my way in Genoa prescrib'd 
By a dependent on the wretched Aitamont, 
A talking sir, that brawls for him in taverns, 
And Touches for his ▼aloor's reputation ? 

Hor, Away ! thy speech is fouler than thy manners. 

Loth. Or, if there be a name more file, his parasite ; 
A beggar's parasite! 

Hor, Now learn humanity, 

lOfen to strike him; Rottano inttrfoses. 
Since brutes and boys are only taught with blows. 

Loth. Damnation ! [They draw. 

Bos. Hold, this goes no further here. 

Lot&. Oh, Rosstno! 
Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 

Ros, Soiolto's serTanU, sir, ha^e U'en th' alarm; 
You'll be oppress'd by numbers. Be adris'd. 
Or I must force you hence. 

Loth. This wo'not brook delay ; 
West of the town a mile, among the rocks. 
Two hours ere noon, to-morrow, I expect thee. 
Thy single hand to mine. 

Hor. I'll meet thee there. 

Loth. To-morrow, oh, my better stars! to-morrow 
Bxert your influence ; shine strongiT for me; 
'TIS not a common conquest I would gain, ^ 
Since lore as well as arms must gf^ce mT tnnmph. 

[£reuRt Lotharto and Rossano. 

Hor. Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! ha ! ere that 

He sees GalisU! Oh, unthinking fool 

What if I urs'd her with the crime and danger? 
If any spark from heair'n remain unqvenoh'a 
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Witliiii her broMt, mr brealh perhaps may wake iL 
Could I bat prosper tnere, I would not doabt 
Mt combat witb that loud yain-fiflorioqs boaster. 
Were joo, ye fiur, bot oaotioas whom ye trost, 
IXd yoQ but think how seldom fools are just 
So many of your sex would not in Tain 
Of broken tows, and fiuthless men, complani: 
Of all the various wretches love has made, 
How few have been by men of sense betra^'d? 
Gonvinc'd by reason, they yoor pow'r confess, '^ 

Pleas*d to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bless; > 

Andy oonsoioas (tf your worth/ban neror love you less. 3 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCSNS I. An Apartment in Sciolto's Palace. 
Enter Sctolto atid Calista. 

Set, Now, bj my life, mj honour, 'Uh too muoii ! 
Have I not mark'd ibee, wajward m Ibou art, 
Pervente and sullen all this day of joy P 
When every heart was cheer'd, and^ mirth went round. 
Sorrow, displeasure, and repining anguish 
Sat on thy brow. 

Col. Is then the task of duty half performed? 
Has not your daughter given herself to Altamont, 
Yielded the native freedom of her will 
To an imperious husband's lordly rule, 
To gratify a father's stem command ? 

Set. Dost thou complain ? 

Co/. For pity do not frown then. 
If in despite of all my vow'd obedience, 
A sigh breaks out, or a tear falls by chance : 
For, oh! that sorrow which has drawn your anger. 
Is the sad native of Calista's breast. 

Set. Now by the sacred dust of that dear saint 
That was thy mother; by her wondrous goodness. 
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Her soft, her tender, most oonpljing sweetness, 

I swear, some sullen thoujifht that shans the \igkif 

Lorks nndemeath thai sadness in tby yisaji^e. 

Bot mark me well; thoogh by yon heaven I love ihee 

As much. I think, as a fond parent can ; 

Yet shooldst thoa (which the pow'rs above forbid) 

E'er stain the honour of thy name with inJamy, 

I'll cast thee off, as one whose impious hands 

Had rent asunder nature's nearest ties. 

Which once divided, never join again. 

To-day I've made a noble youth thy husband ; 

Consider well his worth ; reward his love ; 

Be willing to be happy, and thou art so. [£ni» 

Cal. Ho^ hard is the condition of oor sex, 
Throngfa ev'ry state of life the slaves of man I 
In all the dear delightfnl days of yonth 
A rigid fiither dictates to oor wills. 
And deals out pleasure with a soanty hand. 
To his, the tynnt husband's reign succeeds; 
Frond with opinion of superior reason. 
He holds domestic bns'ness and devotion 
All we are capable to know, and shuts us. 
Like cloister'd idiots, from the world's acquaintance. 
And all the joys of freedom. Wherefore are we 
Born with hi|^h soQls,'bot to assert ourselves. 
Shake off this vile obedience tliev exact, 
And claim an equal empire o'er the world ? 

IShe tits down. 
Enter Horatio. 

Hot. She's liere! yet, oh! my tongue is at a loss. 
Teach me, some pow'r, that happy art of speech. 
To dress my purpose op in gracious words; 
Such as may softly steal upon her soul. 
And never waken the tempestuous passions. 
By heav'n she weeps (——Forgive me, fair Calista, 

[She starts up. 
If I presume on privilege of friendship. 
To jmn my grief to yours, and mourn the evils 
That hurt yoor peace, and quench those eyes in tear% 

CaL To steal unlook'd for, on my private sorrow. 
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Speaks not tbe man of honoiir, nor the friend, 



iut rather means the spy. 

Hor. Unkindly said! 
For, oh! as sure as yon aocase me falsely, 
I come to prove myself OalisU's friend. |mont ! 

Col. Yon are my husband's friend, the friend of Alia- 

Hor, Are yon not one? Are yon not join'ii by hea^'n. 
Each interwoven with the ether's later 
Then who can nve his friendship but to one? 
Who can be AUamont's and not CalisU's? 

CaL Poroe, and the wills of onr imperions rnlers. 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain ; 
But minds will still look back to their own choice. 

Hor. When souls that should aeree to will the same, . 
To have one common object for their wishes. 
Look different ways, regardless of each other, 
Think what a train of wretchedness ensues : 
Love shall be banish'd from the genial bed, 
The night shall all be lonely and unquiet, 
And ev'ry day shall be a day of cares. 

Cal. Then all the boasted office of thy fnendship. 
Was but to tdl GalisU what a wretch she is. 
Alas I what needeth that? 

Hor, Oh! rather say, 
I came to tell her how she might be happy; 
To sooth the secret anguish of her soul ; 
To comfort that fair mourner, that forlorn one. 
And teach her steps to know tbe paths of peace. 

Cal. Say, thou, to whom this paradise is known, 
Where lies the blissful region ? Mark my way to it ; 
For. oh ! 'tis sure, I long to be at rest. 

Hor. Then— to be good is to be happy— Angels 
Are happier than mankind, because th^'re better. 
Guilt is the source of sorrow; 'tis the nend, 
Th* avenging fiend, that follows us behind 
With whips and stings. The blest know none .of this. 
But rest in everlasting peace oT mind. 
And find the height of all their heav'n is goodness. 

Cal. And what bold parasite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Caliste's name wilh guilt? 
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Hor. Nose shoold ; bat 'tis a basj, talkior world. 
That with lioeiitioiM breath blows like the wmd. 
As freely on the palace as the cottage. 

Col. What mystic riddle larks beneath thy words. 
Which thoa wooldst seem unwilling to express. 
As if it meant disbononr to my virtoe? 
Away with this ambiguous shuffling phrase, 
And let thy oracle be anderstood. 

Hor. Lothario I 

CaL Ha! what wooldst thoo mean by him ? 

Hor, Lothario and CaKsta! ^Thos they join 

Two names, which heav'n decreed should never meet. 

Hence have the talkers of this populous city 

A shameful tale to tell, for public sport. 

Of an unhappy beauty, a fidse fair one» 

Who plighted to a noble youth her fiiith, 

When she had giv'n her lionour to a wretch. 

Cal, Death and confusion! Have I liv*d to this? 
Hius to be treated with unmanly insolence ! 
To be the sport of a loose ruffian's tongue ! 
Thus to be ns'd ! thus! like the vilest creature, 
That ever was a slave to vice and infamy. 

Hor. By honour and fair truth, you wron^ me much ; 
For, on my soul, nothing but strong necessity 
Gould ur^ my tongue to this ungrateful office. 
I came with strong reluctance, as if death 
Had stood across my way to save your honour. 
Yours and Sciolto's, yours and A]tamont*s ; 
Uke one who ventures through a burning pile. 
To save his tender wife, with all her brood 
Of little fondlings, from the dreadful ruin. 

CaL Is this tlw famous friend of Altamont. 
For noble worth and deeds of arms renown'd? 
Is this the tale-bearine officious fellow. 
That watches for intefluienoe from eyes; 
This wrelohed Argus or a jealous husband, 
That fills his easy ears with monstrous tales. 
And makes him toss, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody revenge on his defenceless wife. 
Who guiltless dies, because her fool ran mad? 

Hor, Alas! this rage is vain; for if your fiime 
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Or peace be worth yoar care» joo ramt be calm. 
And listen to the meang are left to aare 'em. 
Tis now the locky minute of your fate. 
Bj me your geninf speakg, by me it warns you. 
Never to see that curs'd Lothario more ; 
Unless you mean to be despis'd« be shunn'd 
By all our virtuous maids and noble matrons ; 
Unless yon have devoted this rare beauty 
To infamy* diseases, prostitution 

CaL Ensbonoor blast thee, base, nnmanner'd sla^e! 
That dar'sl forj^t my birth, and sacred sex. 
And shock roe with the rndfe, unhallow*d sound! 

H(yr. Here kneel, and in the awful face of hea^'n 
Breatlie out a solemn vow, never to see, 
Nor think, if possible, on him that ruin'd thee ; 
Or, by my Altamont's dear life, I swear. 
This paper ; nay, you must not fly— This W^i*'. 

This guilty paper shall divulge your shame. ^ance 

Cat. What mean'stthou by that paper? What cootri- 
Hast thou been forging to deceive my father ; 
To turn his heart against his wrelclied daughter; 
That Altamont and tliou may share his wealth ? 
A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The weakness of my sex. Oh, for a sword, 

To urge my vengeance on the villain's hand 
That forg*d thescroll ! 

Har. Behold ! Can this be forg'd ? 
See where CalisU's name— [Showing the Letter near. 

CaL To atoms Ihus,^ \Tearing it. 

Thus let me tear the vile, detested falsehood. 
The wicked, lying evidence of shame. 

Hot. Confusion! 

CaL Henceforth, thou oiBcious fool, 
Meddlano more, nor dare, ev*n on thy life. 
To breathe aft accent that may touch my virtue. 
I am myself the guardian of my honour, 
And will not bear so insolent a monitor. 

Enter Altamont. 
Alt. Where is my life, my love, my charming brid^. 
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Joy of ray heart, and pl«More of my eyes ? 
Disordered! — and in tears! — HonUiftjoo ! 
My friend is in amaase — What can iflftean ? 
Tell me, Galista, who has done thee wrong* 
That my swift sword may find oat the offender. 
And do thee ample jostioe. 

Cal, Torn to him. 

AU, Horatio! 

CaL To that insolent. 

AU.Mjftwndl 
Could he io this? Have I not found him just. 
Honest as truth itself? and oonld he break 
The sanctity of friendship? Gould he wound 
The heart of Altamont in his Calisto? 

Cal. I thought what justioe f should find from thee! 
Go fawn upon him» listen to his tale. 
Thou art perhaps confederate in his miscliief. 
And wilt believe the legend, if he tells it. 

Alt. Oh, impious! what presumptuous wretch shall dare 
To offisr at an injury like that? 
Priesthood, nor age, nor cowardice itself. 
Shall save him from the fury of ray vengeance. 

CaL The man who dar^d to do it was Horatio ; 
Thy darling friend; 'twas Altamont's Horatio. 
But mark me well; while thy divided heart. 
Dotes on a villain that has wronged me thus. 
No force shall drag me to thy hated bed. 
Nor can my cruel lather's pow'r do more 
Than shut me in a cloister: there, well pleas'd, 
Reluioas hardships will I learn to bear. 
To mat and freese at midnight hours of pray'r : ^ 
Nor think it hard, within, a lonelj cell, 
With melancholy, speechless saints to dwell; 
But bless the day I to that refuge ran, 
Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant, man. 

TExit. 

AU. She's gone; and as she went, ten thousand firen 
Shot from her angry eyes ; as if she meant 
Too well to keep the cruel vow she made. 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me, 
c 
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What meuM this wild oonfarion in thy looks; 

As if thoa wert at variuio* with thjam. 

Madness and rentn combating with thee, 

And thoa wert doubtful whieh should get the better? 

Hor. 1 would be dunb for ever ; but thy fate 
Has otherwise decreed it. Thou hast seen 
That idol of thv soul, that fair CalisU ', 
Thou hast beheld her tears. 

Alt. I have s^en her weep ; 
I have seen that loveljr one, that dear Galista, 
Complaining, in the bitterness of sorrow. 
That then, m? friend Horatio, thou hast wrong'd her. 

Hor. That I have wron^d her ! Had her eyes been fed 
From that rich stream whioh warms her heart, and nuio* 
For evVy falling tear a drop of blood, [beHd 

It had not been too muck; for she has ruin'd thee, 
Ev*n thee, my Ajtamont. She has undone thee. 

Alt. Dost thou join ruin with Galista's name? 
What is so fiur, so exquisitely good? 
Is she not more than painting can express. 
Or youthful poets fancy when they love? 
Does she not oome, like wisdom, or good fortune, 
Replete with blessings, giving wealth and honour P 

linr, it had been better thou hadst liv'd a beggar. 
And fed on scraps at great men's surly doors, 
Than to have matoh*d with one so fidse, so fatal. 

Alt. It is too much for friendship to allow thee. 
Because I tamely bore the wrong thou didst her. 
Thou dost avow the barb'rous, brutal part, 
And urge the injury er'n to my face. 

Hor. I see she has got possession of thy heart. 
She has charmed thee, like a siren, to her bed. 
With looks of love, and with enchanting sounds : 
Too late the rocks and qoioksands will appear, 
When thou art wrecked upon the faithless shore, 
Then vainly wish thou hadst not left thy friend. 
To follow her delusion. 

AU. If thy friendship 
Does churlishly deny mjf love a room, 
It is not worth my keeping; I disclaim it 

Uor. Canst thou so sooaforget what Tve been to theef 
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I thar'd the tuk of natora with thy iktber, 

And form'd with cue thy unexperienc'd yoath 

To Turtae and to arms. 

Thy noble fiUher, oh, thou Iteht yoang^ man! 

Woold he hai^e as'd me thus? One fortone fed oi; 

For his was erer mine, mine his, and both 

Together flourish'd, and together feil. 

He caird me friend, like thee : woold he hare left me 

Thus for a woman, and a Tile one, tooP 

AU, Tbon canst not, darst not mean it! Spe«k again, 
8aTt who is vile; but dare not name Calista. 

nor, I had net spoke at first, anless oompelt'd. 
And foro*d to dear myself; bat since thus urg'd 
I most avow, I do not know a filer. 

AU. Thoo wert my Other's friend ; he lov'd thee well ; 
A kind of yenerable mark of him 
Hangs^round thee, and protects thee from my f engeanoe. 
I cannot, dare not lift my sword against thee. 
But henceforth never let me see tl^ more. [Going out, 

Hor. 1 love thee still, angrateful as thou art. 
And most and will preserve ibee fronMishonoor, 
Ev'n in despite of tbee. [Holdt him, 

AU* Let go my arm. • 

Hot, If honour be thy care, if thoa wouldst live 
Without the name of credulous, wittol husband. 
Avoid th^ bride, shun her detested bed. 
The joys it yields are dash*d with, poison 

Ah. Offf 
To arge me but a minute more is fatal. 

Hot. She is polluted, stain'd 

AtJt, Madness and raging ! 
But hence 

Hor. Dishonoor'd by the man yon. hate— 

AU. I pr'ythee lo<Me me yet, for Ihy own sake. 
If life be worth thy keeping 

Hot. By Lothano. 

AU. Perdition take thee, villain, for the falsehood ! 

\Sirike» him. 
Now, nothing but thy life can make atonement. 

H<yr. A blow ! tbou liast os'd me well [Drawi. 

AU. This to thy heart—* 
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Hot. Yet h0ld-.j^ll>y: bM^'a liii hAai^» in liis face ! . 
Spite of IB Y wrongs, my heMrt ram o'er with tenderness. 
And I ooald nitber die myself tbsn hart him. 

4Jtt. Defend- thyself ^ for by naoh-wroB§fd lore, 
I swear, the poor evasion shall not save tlwe. 

Hor. Yet bold— thoa know'st I dare. ITheyJight, 

Enter Lavinia, who runt between their Swords, - 

Lav. My brother, my Horatio! Is it possible? 
Oh, turn yoor orael swords upon Lavinia. 
If voo must quench yoor impious rage in blood. 
Behold, my heart sbaH give you all her store. 
To save those dearer streams that flow from yours. 

AU. 'TIS welt thou bast found a safeguard ; none but 
No pow'r on eiurtb^Oonld save tbeefrom my fury, [this, 

Har, Safety from tbee! ... 
Away, vain boy! Hast thou forgot the rev'renoe 
Dae to my arm, .thy first, thy great example. 
Which pointed .out thy way^ to noble daring. 
And' sbQw'd.tbee what it was to be a man ? 

Lav, WhatbiA?,meddlin«rfiend,whatfoe to goodness, 
jCk>nld kindle sucn a discord f . [gratitude. 

Her. Ask'st thou what made us foes? Twas base in- 
Twas such a sin to friendship, as lieav'n's meroy^ 
That strjves with man's untoward, monstrous wickedness. 
Unwearied with forgiving, scarce could pardon. 
He who was all to me, ohild» brother, friend. 
With barbVous, bloody malice, sought my lUe. * 

AU. Thou art my sister, and I would not make thee 
The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed; 
llierefore tbv husband's life is safe: but warn him, 
JVo more to know this hospitable root 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's bounty. 
We must not meet; 'tis dan^rous. Farewell. 

[if e u going, Lavinia holds h im. 

Loo. Stay, AJtamont, my brother, stay ; 

AU. It cannot, sha'not tie— jou must not hold me. 

Lao. Look kindly, then. 

AU. Bach minute that I stey, 
Is a new injury to feir Calista. 
From thy ialse friendship, to her arms I'll Ay ; 
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Tfien owD, the j^g^ wbioh on her charms attend. 
Have more than paid me for my faithless friend. 

IBreaks from Loinnta, and exit. 

Hot. Oh, raise thee, mj Lavinia, from the earth. 
It is too moch ; this tide of flowing grief, 
This wondi'Ous waste of tears, too much to give 
To an nngratefal friend, and cruel brother. 

Lav. Is there not cause for weeping P Oh, Horatio! 
A broilier and a husband were my treasure, 
Twas all the little wealth that poor LAvinia^ 
SaT'd from the shipwreck of her &ther's fortunet. 
One half is lost already. If thou leav'st me, . 
If thoa shooldst prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom shall I find to pity mv distress. 
To have compassion. on a helpless wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched head? 

Hor. Why dost thou wound me with thy soflTcompiain- 
Thoogb Altamont be false, wid use me hardly, [ings ? 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forsaken ; for I'll keep thee 
Next to my heart, mv certain pledge of happiness. 

Lav. Then vou win love me still, cherish m»ever. 
And hide me from misfortune in your bosom P 

Hor. But for the love I owe the good Soioltog^ 
From Genpa, from falsehood and inconstancy, 
To some more honest, distant clime I'd go. 
Nor woald I be beholden to my counti'v, 
For aught but thee, the partner of my flight. 

Ltov. And I would follow thee ; forsake, for thee, 
My conntrj, brother, friends, ev'n all I have. 
Though mine's a tittle all, yet were it more. 
And better ftr, it should be left for thee. 
And all that I would keep should be Horatio. 
So, when a merchant sees his vessel lost, 4k 

Though richly freighted from a foreign coast, 
Gladly, for life, the treasure he would gire. 
And only wishes to escape, and live : 
Gold and his gains no more employ his mind ; *) 

Bat, driving^ o'er the billows with the vr'mA, [bind. > 
Cleaves to •ne faithful plank, and leaves the rest be- 3 

lExeunt, 



ACT THE FOURTIJ 




SCENE I. A Garden. 
jLfOTHARio and Calispa discovered. 

Loth. Weep not, my fiur ; bat let the god of lore 
LAuglftsiii thy eves, and revel in thy heart. 
Kindle again his torch, and hold it high. 
To li^ht OS to new joys. Nor let a thought 
Of discord, or disquiet ^t, molest thee ; 
Bot to a long oblif ion give thy cares. 
And. let us melt the present hoar in bliss. 

CaL Seek not to sooth me with thy false endearments^ 
To charm me with thy softness: 'tis in vain : 
Thoo canst no more betray, nor I be roin'd. 
The hours of folly and of fond delight, 
Aie wasted all, and fled ; thoM that remain 
Are doom'd to weeping, anguish, and repentance. 
I come to charge thee with a long account 
Of all the sorrows I have known already, 
And all I have to come ; thou hast undone Did. 

Lotk, Unjost Calista! dost thou call it ruin 
To love as we have done; to melt, to languish, 
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To wisk for somewhftt exquinteW bappy. 
And then be blest ev'n to that wish's height? 
To die .with joy, and straifj^t to live again ; 
Speechless to gaxe, and with taranltuoas transport— 

CaL Oh, let me hear no more ; I cannot bear it; 
Tis deadly to remenibranoe. Let that night. 
That goiltj night, be blotted from the year ; 
For 'twas the night that gare me np to shame. 
To jorrow, to the false Lothario. 

Loth, Hear this, ye poWrs! mark, how the fair 
deoeiyer 
Sadly complains of Tiolated tmth ; 
She calls me fiilse, ev'n she, the faithless she, 
Whom day and night, whom heay'n and earth, have heard 
Sighing t«.Tow, and tenderly protest, 
Ten thousand times, she woald be only mine; 
And yet, behold, she has giv'n herself away. 
Fled from my arms, and wedded to another, 
Ev'n to the man whom most I hate on earth. — 

CaL Art thoo so base to upbraid me with a orime« 
Which nothing bat thy cruelty conld oaose? 
If indignation ra§[ing in my sool, 
For thy anmanly insolence and soora, 
Urg'd me to do a deed of desperation. 
And woand myself to be reveng'd on thee. 
Think whom 1 should devote to death and hell. 
Whom corse as m^ undoer, but Lothario ; 
Hadst thon been just, not all Soiolto's powV, 
Not all tlie vows and pray'rs of sighing AlUmont, 
C^ald have prevaird, or won me to forsake thee. 

Lath, How have I failed in jostioe, or in love? 
Boms not m 5 flame as brightly as at first ^ 
Bv'n now my heart beaU high, I languish for thee. 
My transports are as fierce, as strong my wishes. 
As if thon ne*er hadst bless'd me with thy beauty. 

Col. How didst thon dare to think that I woold lif« 
A slave to base desires and bmUl pleasures. 
To be a wretched wanton for thy leisure, 
To toy and waste an hour of idle time with? 
My ,sool disdains thee for. so mean a thought. 
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Loth. The driying storm ofjMMioB will hme waj, 
And 1 mott. jield Imore it. Wert tboo calm, 
liove, the poor criminal wliom thon bast doom'd. 
Has Tet a thoosand tender things to plead, 
To onarm tbj rage, and mitigate his mto. 

Enter Altamont behind. 

Alt. Ha! do I live and wake? [Aside. 

CaL Hadst thou been troe, bow happy had I been ! 
Not Altamont, bnt thoo, hadst been mj lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I happiness with thee? 
It is for thee» for thee, that I am oars'd ; 
For thee my secret soul each hour arrainis me. 
Calls me to answer for m? nrtne stain'o. 
My honoar lost to thee: for thee it haunts me 
With stem Sciolto vowing vengeance on me, 
With Altamont complaining for his wrongs 

Alt. Behold him here— ICamingJiinioard. 

CaL Ah! (Starting, 

Alt. The wretch! whom thon hast made. 
Corses and sorrows hast thon heap'd opon him. 
And vengeance is the only good tnafft left. [Drovni^. 

Loth, Thon hast ta'en me somewhat unawares, 'Us 
true: 
But love and war take toms, like day and night. 
And little preparation serves my turn, 
Eaual to both, and arm'd for either field. 
We've lonr been foes; this moment ends cor quar- 
rel; 
Earth, heav'n, and fair Calista, judge the combat! 

[They fight; Lothario falls. 
Oh, Altamont! thy cenius is the stronger! 
Thou hast prevailVl P~M v fierce, ambitious sool 
Declining droops, and all her fires grow pale; 
Vet let not this advantaip swell th^ pride, 
I conqueHd in my turn, in love 1 triumph'd. 
Those joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fiito: 
That sweet revenge comes smiling to my thoughts. 
Adorns my fidl, and cheers my hmrt in dying. [jXei. 

Cal. And what remains for me, beset with shame. 
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Bncompan'd round with wretohediwM? Thoro is 
Bai this one way to break the toil, aod 'icape. 

[Sfcc catehet up Latharic^s Sword, and offers to kill 
henetf; AUamont runs to her, and wratt it from 
her. 

Alt. What means thy frantic rage? 

CaL Off! let me go. 

Alt. Oh! thon hast more than morder'd me; yet 
still. 
Still art thoo here! and my soul starte with horror, 
At tfaooffht of any danger that may reach thee. 

CaL Think'st thon 1 mean to live? to be Ibrgiren? 
Oh, thon hast known bat little of CkKsIa! 
If thon hadst never heard my shame, if only 
The midnight moon and silent sUrs had seen it, 
I wonld not bear to be reproaofa'd by them, 
Bnt dif; down deep to And a grave beneath, 
And hide me from their beams. 

Set. [WUkin^ What, ho! my son! 

CaL Is it the voice of thonder, or my father? 
Madness! Gonfbsion! let the storm come on. 
Let the tomnl toons roar drive all open me : 
Dash my devoted bark, ye sarges, break it! 
Tis for my rain that the tempest rises. 
When I am lost, sank to the bottom low, 
Peaoe shall return, and all be calm again. 

Enter Sciolto. 

Sci, Bv'n now Rossano leap'd the garden wall — 
Ha! death has been amouff you — Oh, my fears! 
Last night thou hadst a dilr^renoe with thy friend. 
The cause thou gav'st me, for it was a damn'd one. 
Didst thou not wrong the man who told thee truth? 
Answer me qnick-^^ 

Alt, Oh! press me not to speak ; 
Bv'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you. See that bodv, 
And (ifoess my shame! my ruin! Oh, Galista! 

Set. It is enough ! bnt I am slow to exe«ble. 
And jostioe lingwa in my lasy hand ; 
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Thus l,et me wipe dishonoar from my oame, 
And cot tliee from the earth, tboa gtain to goodness — . 
[Offers to kiU Calista; AUamont holdt him. 

AU. Slay thee, Sciolto, thoa rash Iktber, sUy, 
Or torn the point on me, and tfarooKh my breast 
Cut out the bloody passajce to Calista; 
So shall my love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom alone 1 wish'd to live. 

CaL No, Allamont; my heart, that soomM Ihy lore. 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity. 
Thus torn, defao'd, and wretched as T seem. 
Still 1 have 8ome.thiiiff of Sciolto*s Tirtoe. 
Yes, yes, my father, I applaod thy justice ; 
Strike home, and I will bless thee for the blow; 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain; 
Tis sharp, 'tis terrible, and i could corse 
The cheerful day, men, earth, and heav'n, and thee, 
Bv'n thee, thou venerable, gfood, old man,- 
For beinff author of a wretch like me. 

Set. Tfa^ pious care has giv'n me time to think. 
And sav'd me from a crime ; then rest, my sword; 
To hoDoor have I kept thee ever sacred. 
Nor will I stain thee with a rash revenge. 
Bnt, mark me well, I will have justice done; 
Hope not to bear away thy crimes onponish'd : 
I will see justice execnted on thee, 
£f *n to a Roman strictness ; and thou, nature, 
Or whatsoe'er thou art that plead*st within me, 
Be still ; thy tender stragglings are in vain. 

Col. Then am 1 doom'd lo live, and bear y cor triomphf 
To groan beneath yonr scorn and fierce upbraiding. 
Daily to be reproach'd^ and have my misery 
At morn, at noon, at night, told over to me? 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father? 
I only beg .to die, and be denies me. 

Set, Hence trom my sight! thy Mber cannot bear 
thee; 
Flv with thy infamy to some dark cell. 
Where, 90 the confines of eternal night, 
Moaroingy misfortpoe, cares, and angoish dmU; 
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Where nelj shtme hides her opi»robrioot heiHl* 
And death and hell detected mle maintain ; 
There howl oat the remainder of tbj life, 
Aod wish thj name maj be no more remembered. 
Col, Yes, I will fly to some snoh dismal place. 
And be more oars'd than 700 can wish I were ; 
This fatal form, that drew on my andoine, 
Fasting, and tears, and hardships, shall destroy; 
Nor lignt, nor food, nor comfort will I know, 
Nor aoffht that may continue hatedJife. 
Then i^n yoa see me meagre, wan, and changf d, 
Stretoh'd at my leneth, and dying in my oave. 
On that cold earth I mean shall be my grare. 
Perhaps yoo may relent, and sighing say, 
' 1 length her tears have wash'd her stains 



At length her tears have wash'd her stains away ; 
At length 'lis time her punishment shoold cease; 
Die, thoa poor soff'ring wretch, and be at peace. 

Sci, Who of my servanta wait there? 

Enter two or three Servants. 
Baise that body, and bear it in. On yonr lives 
Take care my doors be goarded well, that none 
Pass ont, or enter, bat bv my appointment. 

[Exeimt Servants, with Lothario's Body* 

AU. There is a &Ul fary in yonr visage. 
It blazes fierccrand menaces destroction. 
I tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 
On the poor, faithless, lovely, dear Calista. 

Scu Hast thou not read what brave Yirginios did ? 
With his own hand he slew his only daughter. 
To save her from the fierce Decemvir's Inst 
He slew her yet nnspotted, to prevent 
The shame which she might know. Then what should 

Ido? 
But tlion hast ty'd ray hand.— I wo'not kill her; 
Yet, by the ruin slie has brought upon os. 
The common infamy that brands as both. 
She sha^not 'scape. 

AU. Yoo ipean that she shall die then? 

ScL' Ask me not what, nor how I have resolv'd. 
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For ftll within it anarolij and oproar. 
Oh, Altamont ! what a vast seheme of joy 
Haii this oDe day destroj'dP Well did I b0pe 
This danghter woald have bless'd my latter davs; 
That I shoold live to sep job the world's wonder. 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like jon. 
While 1, from bosj life and care set free, 
Had spent the evening of my age at home, 
Among a little prattling race of yoors : 
There, like an old man, talk'd awhile, and then 
Laid down and slept in peace. Ihstead of this. 
Sorrow and shame most bring me to my graire— ^ 
Oh, damn her! damn her I 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv* Arm yonrself, ray lord : • 
Rossano, who but now escap*d the garden. 
Has gathered in the street a band or rioters, 
Who threaten yon and all yonr friends with min, 
Unless Lothario be retnmVl in safety. lEiit, 

Sci* fiv heay'n, their fory rises to my wish. 
Nor shall misfortone know my honse alone ; 
But thou, Lothario, and thy race shall pay me 
For all the sorrows which my a)^ is cursed with. 
J think my name as great, my friends as potent. 
As any in the state ; all shall be sammon'd ; 
I know that all will join their hands to otirs, 
And vindicate thy yenseance. When our force 
Is full and arm'd, we shall expect thy sword 
Tb join with us, and sacrifice to justice. [Erie. 

Alt, There is a heavy weight upon my senses; 
A dismal, sollsn stillness, tliat succeeds 
The storm of rage and grief, like silent death, 
After the tumult and the noise of life. 
Would it were death, as sure 'tis wondrous Hke it. 
For 1 am sick of living; my soul's pali'd. 
She kiiidles not with anger or reveu;^ ; 
Love was th' informing, active fire within : 
Now that is queoch'd, the mass forgets to move. 
And longs to mingle with ita kindred earth. [£xtt. 
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SCENE I. 

A Room hung tnth biack; on one Side Lothario's 
Body OH a aier; an the other a liable, with a Scull 
and other BoneSf a Book and a Lamp on it, 

Calista if ditcovered on a Couch, in black; her Hair 
hanging looie and disordered. After toft Music she 
rises and comes forward. 

CaL Tb well ! these aolemn sounds, this pomp of 
horror. 
Are fit to feed the firenzj in mj soal. 
Here's room for meditation ev'n to mmdness. 
Till the mind burst with thinking. This doll fi«me 
Sleeps in the socket Snre the lx>ok was left 
To tell me something; — for instructiou then — 
He teaches holj sorrow and contrition. 
And penitence. — ^Is it become an art then ? 
A trick that lazj, dulf, loxorious gowomen 
Can teach us to do over? Til no more ou'l; 

[Throtoing away the Booh 
I have more real anguish in my heart. 
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Than a)l their pedanit disoipline e'er knew. 

What oharnel has been rifled for theie bonet ? 

Fie! this is pageantry ; — tbej look ancoatfaly. ' 

Bat what of that, if he or she that ownM/em 

Safe from disquiet sit, and smile to see 

The farce their miseraUe relics play? 

But here's a sight is terrible indeed! 

Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothario, 

That dear, perfidious — \h !— how pale he looks! 

And those dead eyes! 

Ascend, ye ghosts, fantastic forms of night. 

In all yonr diff 'rent dreadful shapes ascend. 

And match the present horror, if yon can. 

Enter Sciolto. 

ScL This dead of night, this silent honr of darkness. 
Nature for rest prdain'd, and soft repose; 
And yet distraction and tumultuous jars, 
Keep all our frighted citizens awake : 
Amidst the gen'ral wreck, see where she stands, 

IFomting to Calitta^ 
Like Helen, in the night when Tro? was sack'd, 
Spectatress of the mischief which she made. 

Col. It is Sciolto ! Be thyself, my soul. 
Be strong to bear his fatal indignation. 
That he might see thou art not lost so far, 
But somewhat still of his gpreat spirit lives 
In the forlorn Galista. 

Set. Thou wert once 
My danehter. . 

CaL Happy were it I had dy*d. 
And never lost that name. 

Sci. That's something yet; 
Thou wert the rery darling of my age : 
I thought the day too short to gaze upon thee. 
That all the blessings I could gather tor thee. 
By cares on earth, and by my pray'rs to heav'n. 
Were little for my fopdness to bestow ; 
Why didst thou turn to folly then, and onrse me? 

CaL Because my soal was mdely drawn from yours. 
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A poor« unperfiBct oopy of my lather; 
It wu beeaoie I lov'd, ftnd was a woman. 

Scu Hadst thoo been honest, tbon hadst been a che- 
rubim; 
Bat of that joy, as of a gem long^ lost. 
Beyond redemption g^oe, tliink we no more. 
Hast thbn e'er dar'd to meditate on death ? 

Cal. I hare, as on the end of shame and sorrow. 

Scu Ha! answer me! Say, hast thoa coolly thooght^ 
Tis not the stoic's lessons got by rote, 
llie pomp of words, and pedant dissertations, 
That ean sustain thee in that hoor of terror ; 
Books baye taught cowards to talk nobly of it. 
Bat wiien the trul comes they stand aghast; 
Hast thon considered what may happen after it? 
How thy aceoant may stand, and wnat to answer? 

CaL Vt9 tnm'd my eyes inward apon myself, 
Where fool oflbnoe and shame have laid all waste ; 
Therefore my soul abhors the wretched dwelliog, 
And longs to, find some better place of rest 

Sei, Tis justly thought, and worthy of that spirit 
That dwelt m ancient Latian breasts, when Hume 
Was mistress of the world. I would ^o on. 
And tell thee all my purpose ; but it slicks 
Here at my heart, and cannot find a way. 

CaL Then spare the telling, if it be a pain, 
And write the meaning with your poniard here. 

ScL Oh! truly guess'd — seest thou this trembling 
hand? IHolding up a Dagger, 

Thrice justice urg'd — and thrice the slaok'niug sinews 
Forgot their office, and confessed the father. 
At length the stobt>orn virtue has prevailed ; 
It most, it must be so— Oh! take it then, 

^ IGiving th$ Daggcr» 
And know th»rest ontaoght. 

CaL 1 understand you. 
It is but thus, and both are satisfied. 

{She ojfert to kill herself; SdoUo catches hold of 
her arm. 

Sci, A moment, give me yet a moment's space. 
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The stern, the rigid judge haa heotk obejr'd ; 

Now Qfttore, and the father, olaim their turns. 

Vwe held the balance with an iron hand. 

And put off evVf tender human thought. 

To doom mj child to death ; but spare my eyes 

The most unnaf ral sight, lest their strings crack, 

Mj old brain split, and I grow mad with horror. 

CaL Ha ! is it possible T and is there yet 
Some little, dear remain of love and tendemeM 
For poor, ondone Calista, in your heart? ■ 
^ Set. Oh! when I think what pleasure I took in thee. 
What joys thou gaT'st me in thy prattling infancy, 
Thy sprightly wit, and early blooming b^uty ; 
How nave I stood and fed my eyes upon thee. 
Then, lifting up my hands and wond'ring blessM thee ; 
By my strong grief, my heart ev'n melts within me; 
I could curse nature, and that tyrant, honour. 
For making me thy father and thy judge; 
Thou art my daughter still. 

Col. For that kind word. 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth. 
Weep on your feet, and bless you for this goodness. 
Oh ! ^tis too mudh for this (Ending wretch. 
This parricide, that murders with her crimes. 
Shortens her fiither's age, and cuts him off. 
Ere little more than half his jetkn be n^mber'd. 

iSct. Would it were otherwise— but thou must die. — 

Cal, That 1 must die, it is my only comfort; 
Death is the privilege of human nature. 
And Kfe without it were not worth our taking: 
Come then. 

Thou meagre shade ; here let me breathe my last, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and forgiveness, 
More than if an^ls tun'd their |folden viols. 
And sung a requiem to my parting soul^ 

Sci. I'm summoned hence ; ere Siis my friends expect 
me. 
There is I know not what of sad presage. 
That tells me I shall never see thee more ; 
If it be so, this is our last fiuvwell. 
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Aod tbete the parting puv«» ^ioh nature leelt, 
Wlien aniraitfa rendt tne heiurtstruiM—Oh, m? duffh- 
ter! [Exit. 

CaL Now tUnk, thoa oonM Gilistm now beliold 
The deiolatioD, horror, blood, and mio, 
Thj orimM and iatal follj spread aroand, 
That londljr crj for vengeanoeon thy head ; 
Yet faeav'n, wlio knows oar weak imperfect natares, 
How blind with passions, and bow prone to eril. 
Makes not too strict inqniry-for offences. 
Bat is aton'd by penitence and pray'r: 
Cheap reoompense ! here Hwonld not be receiv'd ; 
Nothing bat blood can make the expiation. 
And cleanse the sonl from inbred deep pollution. 
And see, another injar'd wretch appears. 
To call for jnstice from my tardy hand. 

Enter Altamont. 

AU, Hail to yoa'. horrors! hail, tfaoo hoase of death ! 
And thon, the lovely miatress of these shades. 
Whose beauty gilds the more than midnight darkness. 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of day. 
Ob, take me in, a fellow mourner, with thee, 
111 number groan for groan, and tear for tear; 
And when the fountain of thy eyes are dry, 
Mine shall supply the stream, and weep for both. 

CcL 1 know thee well, thou art the injured Allamont ; 
Hiou com'st to urge me with the wrongs I're done thee ; 
But know I stana upon the brink of life, 
And in a moment mean to set me free 
Worn shame aud thy upbraiding. 

Jit. FUsely, falsely 
Dost thon accuse mel O, forbid me'not 
To mourn thy loss. 

To wish )KMne better fate had ruPd our loves. 
And that Galista had been mine, and true. 

CaL Oh, AlUmontl 'tis hard for souls Hke mine^ 
Haughty and fierce, to yield tbevVe done amiss. 
But, oh, behold ! my proud, disdainful heart 
Bends to thy gentler virtue. Yes, I own. 
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Sooh is thy trathi thy tenderness, and love. 
That, were I not abandon'd to destruotion. 
With thee I miifht have lir'd for afres bless'd, 
And died in peace within thy fiuthfiil i 



ErUer Horatio* 

Hot. Now monrn indeed, ye miserable pair! 
For now the measure of Toor woes is full. 
The n«at, the good Sciolto dies this moment. 

Cat. My father! 

Alt. Thai's a deadly stroke indeed. 

nor. Not long ago, he privalely went forth. 
Attended but by few, and these unbidden. 
I heard which way he took, and straight porsu'd him ; 
But found him oompass'd by Lothario's faction. 
Almost alone, amidst a crowd of foes. 
Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back ; 
Ere that, his frantic valour had provok'd 
The death he seem'd to wish for from their swords. 

Cai And dost thon bear me yet, thou patient earth? 
Dost thou not labour with thy ranrd'roos weight? 
And you, ye ji^litt ring, heav'nly host of stars, 
Hide your fair heads io clouds, or I shall blast you ; 
For I am all contagion, death, and ruin, 
And nature sickens at me. Rest, thon world, 
Hiis parricide shall be thy plague no more ; 
Thus, thus i set thee free. [Stabs henelf. 

Hw. Oh, &lal rashness! 

Enter Sciolto, pole and bloody^ supported by Servants, 

Col. Oh, my heart! 
Weil mav'st thou fail ; for see, the spring that fed 
Thy vital stream is wasted, and runs low. 
My father! will you now, at last, fkurgive me. 
If, after all my crimes, and all your suff 'rings, 
I call you once again by that <fear name!* 
Will yon forget my shame, and tfaooe wide woonds? 
Lift up your hand and bless me, ere 1 go 
Down to my dark abode! 

Sci. Alas, my daughter ! 
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Thoa bast rMhlj T««tar»d in a stormj am, > 

Where life, faine^^rtae, all were wiick^ and lost 
BqI sore thou hast borne thy part in all the aojraish. 
And .marted with the pain. Ken reat in pew : 
Let ailenoe and oblwion hide thy name, ^^ 
And sare thee from the malice of posteritr • 
And mAj'st thoo fihd with heaVn the same fonrivene«i 
' ^J'llb tbj &ther here—Die. and be hTppyT ' 

Col, Cefertial soands! Peace dawns upon my son*. 

Think not too hardly of me when I'm yone : , ^ 

But pity me-Had fbat early known ' ^ 

TJy wondrous worth, thou excellent youoe man. 
We had been happier botli-Now 'tis too &te: ' 
And yet my eyes take pleasure to behold thee: 

^L'J^h iiCi"fi ^'^r ^^r '-Merc V, heav'n ! [Diet. 

bcu Oh, turn thee from that fatal object, Altamonti 
Come near, and let me bless thee ere I die. 
To thee and brave Horatio I bequeath 

My fortunes Uy me by thy noble father, 

And love my memory as tliou hast his ; 

FJr thou Ittst been my son— Oh, graoions heay'n! 

Thoa that hast endless blessiun still in store 

For virtue and for filial piety, 

Let ifricfj disgrace, and want be fiir away: 

Bat multiply thy mercies on his head. 

Let honour, greatness, goodness, sUU be with him. 

And peace in all his ways— rj^. 

aJIVI 7^*.?*'"?..°^ »."®^ ^" '*»"* °P*>n his youth; 

And bends him, like a drooping flow*r, to earth. 

UJ such examples are we tought to prove 

The sorrows that attend unlawful love. 

Death, or some worse misfortune, soon divide 

The injnr'd bridegroom from his guilty bride. 

If yoa would haye the nuptial union last, 

Ui virtoe be the bond that ties it fast. lExeunt, 



EPILOGUE. 



You see die trippiDr dame could fiod no &voar ; "^ 
Desriy she mud tor breach of good behavioar ; > 

Nor ooold her loving husband's fondness save her. 3 
Italian ladies lead bot scary? Uvea, 
There's dreadfol dealing with eloping wires : 
Thus 'tis, becaose these husbands aie obey'd 
By force of laws which for themselves they made. 
With tales of old prescriptions they ^nftie "^ 

The right of marriage roles to their.male line^ > 

Ajid huff and domineer by right di^pe. •* 3 

fid we the pow'r, we'd make Che tyrants know 
hat 'tis to fiul in duties which they owe ; 
We'd teach the saunt'ring squire, who lovet to roam. 
Forgetful of his own dear spouse at home, 
Who snored at night supinely by her side, 
Twas not for this the noptial knot was ty'd. 
The plodding pettifogger, and the oit, 
Haye learn'd, at least, this modern way of wiL 
Each ill bred, senseless rogue, though ne'er so doll. 
Has th' impudence to tbiuK his wife a fool ;* 
He spends the night, where merry wags resort, 
M^th joking clubs, and eighteen penny port, 
While she, poor soul, 's contented to regale. 
By a sad sea-coal fire, with wigs and aM. 
Well may the cuckold-making tribe find grace. 
And fill an absent husband's empty place. 
If you would e'er bring constancy in fashion. 
You men must first begin the reformation. 
Then shall the golden nge of love return. 
No turtle for her wand'ring mate shall mourn ; 
No foreign charms shall cause domestic strife, 
Bot ey'rv married man shall toast his wife; 
Phillis shall not be to the country sent, 
For carnivab in town to keep a tedious Lent; 
IjKmpoons shall cease, and enyious scandal die. 
And all shall live in peace, like my good man and I. 
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AC3T THE FIRST. 




SOENE I. A Farm-house, i:c. 

"Enter William, Susan, cand Fanny. 

Trio. — William, Susan, and Fanny. 

O ! HOW sweet the opeuing dajr ! 

Erery sense delighbng, 
Cbarmiiig erVy care away. 

To lalMor while inviiioff. 
Labour, sooitse of joy and health ; 
Labour, all the peasant's wealth. 

O ! how blithe the bosom graws. 

When the lark is singing! 
While to him who all bestows 

Sweet gratitude is springing ! 
Gratefol notes our song employ; 
Grateful hearts alone enjoy. 

Will. 1 wonder how long it will be before our good 
master (Cornflower returns from London : and, when be 
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does, wbat he'll say lo the fiae baroDet, and his cox- 
comb servant, Peter, ivho are here. Oar master's 
friend, farmer Barnanl, seems to think 'em no better 
than thej shonld be. 

Enter Stubble. 

Stuh. Neither are jon anjr better than yon shonld 
be, William ; folding your arms here, instead of no- 
foldin/jp vonr slieep yonder : and yon, girls, never con- 
tent with being idle yoorseWes, mnst always keep the 
lads from their labour, dangling after yon. 

Fanny. Well, Tm sure, none of as care for yoar 
dangling after as; and that makes yoa -so snappish, 
Mr. Bailiff. 

Stub. No, no; that pappy, Peter, is more to yoar 
taste than 1 am. 

Suian. No, Mr. Stnbble; Peter's no more to our 
taste than you are: he's a monkey, and yon are 

Stub. What? 

Susan. A bear. 

[Exeunt WilUam, Fanny, and Susan, laughing. 

Stub. Ay, ay, snigger and langh, ifyon please; bat 
I'll make yon all do your doty. They can none of 
them bear me since 1 discharged old Gerard :' bat he 
was a hypocrite, and niigratefal to his employer. — 
Well, think what they will, they shall find roogh Stnb- 
ble comes from a good grain, and is no mere man of 
straw. 

AIR. 

Myname's Reuben Stnbble, no mere man of straw ; 

Troe grain, though, mayhap, mlx'd wi' chaff; 
I stickle for duty, make jnsUce joy law. 
So they call me severe; 
But let them jibe and jeer ; 
At their snigg'ring 1 whistle and laogh ; 
As I did, when light-hearted 1 drove father's t 

While the bells at their collars were ringing ; 
J^or 1 found, to be one thing, another to seem. 
Were vexation, and kept me from siaginn 

Fal, lal, la, &a 
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Plain apri^t aod doworiglit was erer mj plan; 
■ Yoar flattVjr's too pleasant by half ; 
L0I me finish in age, as in yoaUi I began. 
For if now I should slip. 
To eatoh me on ihe^ip. 

Hem jour sni^^rers would whistle and laogh : 
If I did too, whenever I pass'd by a team. 

While the bells at their collars were rinsio|^, 
Twoald remind me how diff 'rent to be and to se 

And spoil all my relish for singing. 

Pal, lal, la, &«. 

Stub. Ifegtf here oomes farmer Barnard ; upon hiil 
daily Inquiry, 1 suppose, about when we expect naiter 
Comllower. 

Efiter Babnard. 

Bam. Good day, Stubble : well, have yon heard any 
thing yet of ^onr worthy master's return f 

Sktto. No, indeed, sir, we don't expect him yet for 
aome time; I wish, for my part, he was oome: — I think 
— ^I think— but I don't like to speak my mind, and so 
ril say nothing. 

Bam, I guess what yon allude to, honest Stubble— 
the uncommon attention paid by this sir Charles 
Courtly to my friend Cornflower's young wife; and 
the — no, han^ it, 1 can't say encouragement she gives 
him, though it's very much like it — I could almost 
wish the baronet had broke his neck when bis chaise 
broke down : — I was afraid, when Cornflower married 
her, it would turn out this way some time or other. 

Stub. It was always a matter of wonder to me how 
it came about that he should be married to a beautiful 
woman, so much younger than himself, with a tip-top 
education, and manners more fit for a drawing-room 
than a dairy. 

Bane. I'll tell you, Stubble. Cornflower, beneath a 
rough outside, possesses a heart that would do honour 
to a prince. 
. Stub. That all the country round knows. 

Bam* Your mistress was the only daughter of a man 
of fashion, named Belton, who bad, besides, a sou, now 
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tn officer in the army abroad, aad who i» shortly el- 
peeled here. Biitravaj^anoe ruined the father^s fortane, 
and be retired with his wife and children to a smaJt 
rilla in the west. Business carrying Cornflower into 
the neigbboorhood, he saved the daoj^hter from the 
flames, at the risk of his own life : this introduced him 
to the father, whom, in a moment of exigency, he pre- 
senred from a jail. 

Stub. Ay, like enough; he's not tlie only one My 
master, Cornflower, has saved from a jail : — if his purse 
was as large as his heart, there wouldn't be a prisoner 
finedebt in the county. 

Bom. The two circumstances I hsTC mentioned » 
made so strong an impression on the mind of the yonns 
and lovely Emma, that, seeing Cornflower's age ana 
manners throogh the medium of his heart, gratitude 
blinded her to all disparity, and slie consented to re> 
ward his love. I advised him against the match— 
''Consider," said I, *<the difierenoe of your ages, 
manners, education, and habits of life :"~-bnt in vain ; 
he considered only his passion, took the wife, and must 
BOW take the consequence. Vet, 1 must say, in his de- 
fence, that following advice which opposes our dearest 
inclinations is an effort of heroism easily affected, bat 
hard to accomplish, even by the wisest and best. 

Duet. — Stubble and Barnard. 

ffive me the man who can value advice. 

Yet heeds not the counsel that foll^ may lend ; 
Whose heart trusts with caution, discerning, though 
nice: 

Whose heaa can distinguish 'tween flatt'rer and friend ; 
Whose temper unruffled no trouble can wring. 

Yet in danger can feeling with fortitude show. 
If the " mind is a kingdom," that man is a king, 

And a subject of envy for monarchs below. 

Such a man, if domestic, though harass'd with care. 
Still smoothes up his brow wlwn approaching his door ; 

Conceals from the circle that welcome him there, 
All, all, but the joy their eodeannenU c 



O give 1 
Yet! 
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The ■milei of hit pu-loer taoh pleanre oan bring. 
His ehildrens' sweet pralUe soch joy oao b^tow. 

If the *' mind is a kingdom/' that man is a king. 
And a sabjeet of envj for monarchs below. 

[Efeufit. 

SCENE II. A Room in the Farm-house. 
Enter Peter. 

Peter. 1 wonder how long it will be before we dis- 
patch oor bosiness, and get awajr from this honwlram 
place : If sir Charles succeeds in his attempts on Mrs. 
Cornflower, who I think does not seem quite inieB* 
sible to his little attentions, and I do but manage affairs 
properly with Susan, the best thing we can do, will be 
to carry off onr prizes before the farmer returns. I 
think I hear sir Ciiarles. 

Sir C, [Without^ Where is he, I say? I can't ffnd 
my blockhead. 

Peter. Look on your own shoulders. 

Sir C. Where is the rascal ? 

Peter, Which of us does he mean?" 

Enter Sir Cbarles. 

Sir C. O, yon are here, sir — Well, hare jron heard 
•ay thing that indicates a suspicion of my designs upon 
Mrs. Cornflower ? 

Peter, O no : we've manag'd matters very well hi- 
therto. O sir, little did 1 think, when I saw yon ogling 
her at the races, it would come to this ! but when you 
have game in view, ]^ou stand for no repairs, as the 
eanailTe faaTC it : yet if I hadn't luckily learned that 
the farmer was in London, you'd never have got into 
the boose. 

SirC. It was a masterly oontrivance of mine, to 
overturn the chaise, and pretend I was internally hurt« 
I't it, Peter? 



Peter, Bless your honour, you had flats to deal with. 

Sir C. Cornflower^ I find, is expected soon, so we 
mast dispatob, for I'm resolved to carry his wife off, 
by art or force ; thopgh 1 tliink there would be no oo. 
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oanoB for violence if I bad bot a little more tioM ; 
for I confess she is not qoite so pradish m I expected , 
nor jet so compliant as I had hoped ; bot assiduity 
may remoTC ererj bar ; and when I have onee carried 
her off— 
Peter, There's another bar- 
Sir C. What? 

Peter. The bar at Westminster-hall; long briefs^ 
big wigs, and large damages* 

Sir C. Pshaw ! as to damages, I most trust to the in- 
genoitj of mjr counsel — ** Gentlemen of the }arj, mjr 
elisnt — young man — bred in the school of fashion — 
susceptible heart — strong passions— critical situation — 
fascinating woman — husband absenti when he ought to 
have been present — suppose jourselves in his situation 
—love ana opportuniljr — human nature — hands opon 
yoor hearts — venial crime — damages nominal— and — '' 
Peter. Judge charges the jury — ^* Gentlemen, coun- 
sel has done bis doty, now I'll do mine — He would 
make out the wolf a silly sheep, because he was a wolf in 
sheep's clothing — here rich man steals poor man's lamb 
— ""— bad enough of itself— defendant's rank f»»t— 



« 



it worse ; and, bein^ committed in return for benefits 
received, makes it as black as the devil." — O, no, 

I'udffcs never use naughty words ; but, no matter what 
le'dsay, it's what the jury would say ; and 1 fancy there 
would be five or six thousand reasons, why that vrould 
not be very pleasing to yoor honour. [/ron«ca%. 

Sir C. And, pray sir, who asked you for your imper- 
tioent opinion? Because I have admitted you to a more 
than ordinary freedom, you are for ever imposing on 
my good nature. 

Peter. That I impose upon you, I own : bnt I take 
l^reat care nobody else shall, and that's wnat 1 call jus- 
tice. 

Sir C. And how do yoo prove it, Mr. Casuist? 

Peter. Thus :— Self-love is the first law of natnre, 
and fidelity the next; which means, take care of yonr- 
«elf first and yoor master afterwards; and 1 believa 
I'm not singular in my interpretation. 
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Sir C. No, nor in yodr usannce : bnl no mere qf 
tiiU Boiuenie : joa ,kiiow my pretended rehition is to 
eome here and inrite Mrs. Cornflower to town ; there» 
fore you most try some of yonr logic on Pann^, lier 
fiiTonrito servant; and if she can be made oar instru- 
ment of attack on faer mistress, our victory wiH be aU 



oomplete. 

Peter, I think ;foo needn't doabt the certainty of 
yonr victory, considering what an old clodhopper this 
Cornflower has been described to yon. 

Sir C» I don't know that: as he is not Tery rich, I 
should suppose there most have been some very power* 
fol motive for her marrying him ; and I should like to 
find that onU 1 onderstand the village apothetoary, Dr. 
Pother, who was absent when we came here, 1ms re- 
turned, and that he is acqaaiuted with the birtb, paren- 



tage, and edacation of all the county : you may pro- 
bably learn from him the history of this marriaf 
the knowledge of that may facilitate my scheme. 



Peter, Doctor Pother? Yes, I've heard of him ; he's 
lamoos for telling a story in such a way nobody can nn- 
. dentaad him. 

Sir C. Make use of your senses— jpo abont it directi jr , 
and yonr reward shall be proportioned to the intelli- 
gence yon obtain. 

Peter, I'll do my utmost, sir : ferret him out imme- 
diately; and — 

Sir C. Who's coming? O, it's Fanny — yon stay here, 
and, by virtue of this never-failing figure of rhetoric, 
tGwing iome Money'} retain her on our side, and then 
Ibie no time in feeling the poise of the doctor. lExit. 

Peter. I have already tampered with Fanny, who I 

think wonld soon be made an apt scholar in love's 

arithmetic, especially when practised in this '^ golden 

rule." IHeferring to the Money, 

Enter Famny. 

Peter. Well, mjr little Fanny, you didn't forget to re- 
present to yonr mistress, in all the glowing colours of 
yonr fertile imagination, my master's profound grati- 
tude towards her?. 
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> Noy Mr. Peter; bot the laid her earn were 
. uid not allowed to listen to the oompliiiieiits 
of m^ie gentlemeD. 

Peter, Whjr, she mast be heartily tired of the copy- 
hold oompHmentf of old Aflerg^rast, yoor master ; whose 
manners are on a par with tboie of his plooghmen, and 
whose oonrersation is almost as amosing as the bleating 
of his own sheep — ba! ba! ba! 

JFonny. Monstrous witty! Mr. Peter; bat if any of 
the farm men happen to faearyoo abase old Aflergrasii^ 
as yoa are pleasea to call him, they'll be apt to mistake 
jom for a sheaf of corn, and give yoa a eood thrashing. 

Peter* Then they should keep their barvestrhone in 
the round-house, Mrs. Fanny ; but, to other business — 
You must know, sir Charles's sbter will make this fiurm 
in her way to LM>ndon shortly. 

Fanny. And what have I to do with that? 

Peter. Why, as you hare not only beautiful eyes — 

Fanny, La! Mr. Peter! 

Peter. La! Mrs. Fanny! O yes, you have, and a 
most persuasive tonj^ue ; and then you have the ear of 
your mistress ; and if you could but manage to put a- 
whim into her head, to accompany the honourable ndss 
Gourliy to town — 

Fanny. To London? 

Peter. Yes ; and yon can go with her ; and 1 am or- 
dered to present you with this trifling oonsidoration 
{Sk»toing the PurU] to emiip you for the journey. 

Fanny. [Taking the Money] Dear me, Mr. Peters 
your master is certainly a very kind gentleman ; i will 
do my best ; though my mistress has just received a 
letter, that her brother, the captain, has returned from 
abroad, and will be shortly here; that may prevent it. 

Peter. That we must try to oounteracL—- [^jufe. 
However, you know you can execute your commission 
all the same ; and wMn yon are in London, perhaps I 
mav exert my interest to get yon a place among the 
stght honourables, and yon may s6on become a lady. 

Faany. Me? 

Peter» O, yes; it requires nothing bat fine clothes, 
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■Bd fine mn* — Cheap nntliiu mod private daneing^-fliops 
hare nade half the MrvanU in London fit for oothin|^ 
ehe but fine ladies : that purse will pr«»oore tov the 
o«e, and I'll teaoh yon the other. [Esnt, dancing* 

Fanny. Dear me, that will be obarming! I shall like 
to go to London, and make m^ fortune, prodigiously ; 
I'm tired of being buried alire among quizzes and 
quieksets; and this luoky opportunity may — Lud! 
who knows what it may not do? An oak springs ftom 
an acorn ; and, they say, a little drop of water eame to 
bea great pearl.- 

AIR. 

A little drop of water fell 

In the foaming ocean ; 

With sad emotion 
It cried, *< To evVy hope farewell ! 

For l*m lost, alas P'— 
'TIS a silly tale, and perhaps may tease yon ; 

Bat what came to pass 
Yon shall know; O yes, you shall know, an't please yon. 

An oyster that by chance was nigh 

Its fate arrested. 

The drop digested ; 
Which grew a pearl of value high. 

And the tale is told — 
Tis a silly tale, and perhaps may lease yon — 

For a power of gold 
it was sold ; O yes, it was sold, an't please you. \_Exit. 

SCBNB III. A Farm^hmue, 4c, 
Enter Cornflower (as just off a Joumey),foUowed 
by Stubble, loith a Beggar, 
Cam, Bestow my charity? [To Beggar] You look 
able to work, and I'll employ you ; to relieve idleness, 
is to rob industry, and encourage vice. 60, join yon 
laboorert, and be theaothor of your own relief ; there's 
independenoe in that, the only soil for honesty* Set 
bim to work. Stubble, and — 
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Shib, He'll be as lazy aa the two last Tagraota yoa 



Oom. When he is turn him off; hat what is bet o» tJ 
of old Gerard ? I did not see Um in the fields as i rode 
hj. 

Stub. No, sir; I discharged hiai. 

Com, Why, was he lazY loop 

Stub. No ; hot I tfaooght yoo oould do witfaovt fami. 

Com. Will auy one else employ himP 

Stub. No. 

Com. Then, thongh 1 can do withoot him, I seo he 
can't do withoal me, and that's the very reason he 
sboald have staid. Let nie see bim in the fields when 
I go my rounds, or I may take it in my head to fiuoy I 
oan do withoot yoo. 

Stub. Why, I thonght— 

Com. Thought? in matters of this sort tliink for 
yourself, don't think for roe : I was a rery poor man 
myself onoe, and know what the poor man suffers, 
when the unfeeling turn an eye of indifference upon 
his humble look for pity. — Go ; and it will be your own 
fault if 1 don't speak more kindlv to yoo when we 
next meet. {Exeunt Stubble and Beggar] Well, now 
to meet my dear Emma; she'll be surprised to see me 
so soon; but I know her joy will be ooobled by that. 
O, I am a happy man ! I have gained my law-suit ; have 
the best farm on the manor; the most elegant, ajr, and 
the most sensible wife in the country ; — here she is. 

Enter Mrs. Cornflower; they embrace* 
My dear Emma, how happy I am to behold her who, in 
my eyes, possesses all the charms of the sex united ! 

Mrs. C. Yoor happiness, Henry, cannot exceed mine, 
at yoor unexpected return — the farm will now look 
itself again ; ror to me it is never cheerful, onlesa yoor 
preseooe rives it animation. 

Com. Yoo are a flattering rogoe, Emma. 

Mr$. C. Hot tell me— yoo know a woman's ewiodty 
is always on tip-toe->what has been the remit of yoor 
journey? 
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Ctm, Gained ■■▼ l«ir-«Mt, girl ; and wnde «p my 
niiid, u I came u<Nig> to oelebnjto aiy ▼iotonr ky a 
wtetrj-mtiamg, to which all oar friends and aeigbbours 
•hall be invited : — ^Ihe large bam shall be fitted op in 
the London style* I ordered every thing necessary at 
the ooonty-town this morning. Oor worthy friends, 
parson Williams and farmer &rnard, shall assbt os in 
oar piana; and we'll be as happy as mirth and friend^ 
afaip oan make as. 

Mrs. C. Yon delight me with the proposal ; every 
thing sfaonld wear tlw face of happiness at yoor return. 

AIR. 

My Heniy kiss'd, and cried « Adiea ! 

Ah, soon to Emma Til retorn." 
- 1 gw'd, till he was lost to view. 

Then, pensive, tnrn'd again to mourn. 
No more the brightest scenes are gay 
When those we love are for away. 

My love retnrn'd, net more to part! 

What transports in my bosom rise! 
Tell words the welcome of the heaK? 

No ! read it, Henr^, in mine eyes. 
The dullest scenes will now be gay. 
My love no longer far away. 

Com. Though I was away, my heart was only here ; 
but, by-the-by, what coxcomb was that 1 saw as I cam* 
inP • 

Mrt. C. The servant of sir Charles Courtly. . 

Com. And pray who is sir Charles Courtly? 

Mrs. C. Did yon not receive my letter, informing 
you of his being here? 

Com. Being here? I received no such letter ;->>bot 
now oame he here i 

Mrs, C. By accident: one miserable rainy night, we 
were ahmned by the barking of the dogs, and violent 
cries:— after mastering our fears, we went out, and 
found the servant joo saw, with a postboy at the gate, 
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who raqoested shelter for a yooop^ genlleman who had 
been overtorned, and aeriooiuT hart. 

Com. A yoang gentleman ! and yon bade him wel- 
come, and gave him all the amifttanoe you coold^ 

{In an anunguaus manner. 

Mn, C, I did ; yon are not offended ? 

Com. Offended ! If jou hadn't I might have been 
offended. — Let hospitality be shot out wherever ebe 
it will, it must be a sorry day for the nation when it 
isn't found in the house of an Bnglbh fanner. 

Mrs. C. I knew yon would approve^of whati did» 
and therefore 1 went further; I raqnested him to stay 
till he was perfectly recovered. And, as doctor Pother 
was absisnt from the village, I — ^I, attended him myself. 

[WUhhetitatwn. 

Com, If he didn't recover under the hands of snob 
a physician I should wonder; your very attention is 
an antidote to pain. 

Mrs. C. Who flatters now, Henry? But, here comes 
sir Charles. 

Enter Sib Chables. 
Sir Charles Courtly, my dear, of whose accident I iu- 
formed you. 

iStr C. And whose pleasing task it must be to saj, 
that nothing can ever, erase from his mind the generous 
treatment be has experienced here. — Allow me, good 
sir, to congratulate you on your return. Yon nave 
4M>me, sir, unexpectedly, and .devilishly mal-i-prq|>os, 
too ! lAkde. 

Com, Why, sir Charles, my business over, I left 
London the moment I could ; rm never at ease there ; 
I neither like their modes nor their mummery. 

Sir C. Nay, my good sir, London is generally esteem- 
ed a terrestrial paradise. 

Com. In one respect I think it is, sir Charles; fur, 
like the garden j»f Sden, the knowledge obtained in it 
is too often at the expense of innocence. 

Sir C. Rather seveie, Mr. Cornflower : yet I must 
think London has ito beauties, as well as the country ; 
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Ifae oontrMt fornn the il penteroio and 1' aHefppo of 
uatore ; so I dmde m^ time between them ; for Ine vive 
U bagatelle of towD, » a charmiog remed j for the na- 
ladie iaiagiiiaire, which is generally excited b^ too pec^ 
petoal a recarrenoe of green trees, bioe skiei, white 
oowsy black sheep, brown barns, and yellow bavstaoks. 

Coim. But yon don't mean to assert, sir Charles, that 
the follies of London are eqnal to theconsisteooes of a 
ooontry life? For onr green trees and bloe skies, yon 
have green-horns and bloe devils — ^for oor white oows 
and blaok sheep, yoa hare white-washed bankrupts and 
blaek-legged adventorers*~«nd for oor brown barns 
and Yellow haystacks, yoa have bronaed fronts and 
janndioed features in plenty. ^ 

Sir C. I love the medium, sir.— I ridicole as mooh le 
petit maltre of London, as le mstre of the Land's End 
— firivolity and fog are equally my aversion. What 
a crusty bear it is f lAtide. 

Rt-enter Stubble, htiitatingly. 
Stub, May I speak a word, sir? [Sulkily » 

Com, May you speak a word, sir? Yes, sir, you may 
^-what now? 

SiMb. Here's the carrier from the county-town with 
a load of lamps, and gingerbread gear. I told him thej 
never oould be for you ; but he said you ordered ^em : 
howercp, I wouldn't let him onload, till I knew the 
rights of it. 

Ccm, He's right enough. 

Stub. Then I was wrong again, I suppose? [Exit, 
Com, A rough fellow, though an honest one, sir ; 
and i prefer a knotted oak to a pliant poplar---but 1 
must see after this gingerbread gear, as be calls it; so, 
exoose rae a short time, sir Charles ; we shall meet 
again at dinner, where I hope keen appetites and sub- 
stantial fere will make us better acquainted. [Exit. 
Mn. C. Mr. Cornflower, sir Charles, has gained the 
law«soit I told you he went to London about; — so means 
to give his friends acouutry gala. 
Sir C. O, ho I then Mr. Cornflowei* has a little more 



16 THE FARMBR'8 WIFB. ACT t. 

tMta for London &aUoo8 tluui he is willing to allow. 
Ab, madaniy London is the true emporina of pleuore. 
BeUeve me it luw beauties innumerable; and wonld 
eclipae the world, if it added to its catalogue those of 
Mrs. Cornflower. [Bommg. 

Mrs. C. Come, come, sir Charles, I hare told you 
before, this is language I must not listen to. 

iSir C. I am dumb, mj dear madam ; but, though joa 
may prohibit the exeroise of the tongue, the eyeu-^tlie 
ejes, are such officious tell-tales, 'tis impossible to ef- 
K»ot an embargo on them ; and if I may presume on 
the fiu^ultj of reading ejes, I am swre you are not Tery, 
▼err angry with me. 

JUrt . C. Why reallj, sir Charles, the oiroamstance is 
too ridiculous to excito any irritable emotion. " If it 
added to its catalogue those of Mrs. Cornflower" — ha, 
im, ba ! [Mocking him, 

SirC* Bravo! inimitably done I-r-spare me, spare 
me, my dear lady ; you are too much for me, upon my 
soul yon are ; I stand no chance with you. 

[Taking her Handy uhick the wthdrmos, 

Mrt, C. Sir Charles, I must hius no more of this tri- 
fling. [GrmveUf. 

SirC. Pardon my Tolatility; I'm sure your good 
sense, your good nature, your superior excellenc e ' 

Mrs.C. Hold, hold, sir; flattery will increase, not 
extenuate, your fault. 

RECITATIVE. — ACCOMPANIED. 

Trifler, forbear, deceit in flatt'ry lies j 
We may endure it, but we must despise. 

POLACCA. 

Go, trifler, go ; your flattVy leave. 

That lure which leads our sex astray ; 
Still smiling only to deceive, 

And more securely to betray. 
On Etna's sides thus verdure bright 

Beguiles the swain, and hope inspires ; 
While, with an overwbelming night. 

The dread volcano pours its fires. [ Exeunt. 
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SGENB IV. A Landscape. 
Enter Peter. 
Peter, Now, then, to Mek after thit doctor Pother ; 
thw walking story-book, (Murisb-renster, and ooantjr- 
ehronicle : oot what with his anintelH^hle jargon, oon- 
fonnding one story with another, and knocking bis own 
■MMiing on the head, I fancy 1 shall be little the wiser 
lor his oommnnicalion. — 1 protest he*s coming. 

Enter Doctor Pother. 
I belioTe I htTO the honour to address doctor Pother ? 

[Bowing, 

Poth. [Chuckling at he tpeakti] Doctor Pother, at 
your service ; one, in the way of hb profession, that, 
though I say it, that should not say it, who— that is, — 
speaking professionally— for anatomy, chemistry, phar- 
macy, phlebotomy, oxygjen, hydrogen, caloric, carbo- 
nic, atmospheric, galvanic, ha, ha, ha! can tell too a 
Drodigioosly laoghable storV on that sabject — Went 
last snmmer to a watering-place, all in the way of my 
profession-— sent for in a hurry — ladv of fashion — feel 
pjalsoT-fiiiux pas — not the lady sick, but her lap-dog— 
doable fee— look grave — talk Latin — hint at hydropho- 
bia, and prescribe galvanisai — apply battery — shock 
Tiolent — window open— out springs Pompey plump 
into a batter-podding going to the bakehouse, and lay 
like a toad in a hole. Ha, ha, ha! 

Peter. Monstrous diverting ; ha, ha, ha! 

[BiAh laugh. 

Path, But, pray, may I inquire who it is I am ad- 
dressing? 

Peter, The gentleman of air Charles Courtly, who is 
at Cornflower's fiirm. 

Poth. O, Tve heard of him— chaise overtorned, I 
unluckily out of the way. — I hope sir Charles has quite 
recovered — tliat is — 1 shall be happy to attend himi<» 
the way of my profession. 

Peter, ril mention your name to him — I'll recom- 
mend you, Pother. ' [Consequentiaily. 

B 
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Path. Eternftllj obliged. Man of rank for a patieot 
— brayo! well divide ihe practice belween os; I'll 
blister, and be shall bleed. [Aiufe. 

Peter. I'm told, doctor Pother, ^oa are a perfect 
aiuial of anecdote; and know the rue, progress, and 
establishment of the whole county. 

Path, You may say that ; — jAcii up a thing here and 
there,— all in the way of my profession; — tell you a- 
oomical story of that — 

Peter. Vn listen another time; for now I want to 
consalt yoo, professionally, myself. 

Potk. O, professionally; — ^thea I'm the man for 
yoo— ei Iher anatomy — chemistry — pharmacy — phlebo- 

lomv 

- Peter. Don't open ;jrour catalogue of ^ard names ; 
my complaint is curiosity. 

Poth, Curiosity f Species of the nervous — cause, irri- 
tability; — symptom, restlessness; — ^prognoscis, alarm- 
ing ; — core, doubtful ; — fee, double. 

Peter. None of your doubling, doctor; I'm poor, 
and so yon must prescribe gratis, as a lure to better 
practice. 

Poth. Ha! ha! prescribe gratis! not in the way of 
my profession.— Can tell you a monstrous good story 
about that too. 

Peter. Never mind that story ; I want yon to tell ne 
another.— You most know, I have often wondered how 
Mr. and Mrs. Cornflower came to make so oneqoai n 
match. 

Poth, Tell you all about it— secret, mum ! — had il 
from Barnard, — forgot part though.— Let me see, — 
father, manof fiisbion — extravagance — ^lady a visiting^— 
Cornflower — house all in flanles — lwo-|>air of stairs 
window — ran op a ladder — taken by the bailiffs— maiden 
name Bagshaw or Wilkinson, or something like it — 
married— came down with the mopusses, wad moped 
ever sinoe. 

Peter. Very clear, upon my word ; the lady visiting 
— Cornflower all in flames, and a two-pair of stairs 
window ran up a ladder—^ 
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Pvih, No, BO, OornOower ran up the Udder—— 

Peter, O, Cornflower rao op the ladder, mod was taken 
hj the bailiffs 

Poth, Psliaw! lad J in flames — Cornflower op the 
ladder---laeky escape — and missBaf^baw or Wilkinson, 
as I said before, out of pnre gralilade and affection 
— her fitther arrested 

Peter. I have it—- The ladj and Cornflower ran op a 
ladder all in flames; and miss Bagshaw or Wilkinson, 
as joo said before, out of pure gratitude and affection, 
arrested her father. 

Path. Pshaw! jon are a blockhead ! 

Peter, There's a pair of os. I shall lose my reward 
throogh the fellow's stopiditj.— I most make op a story 
of mj own. [Aside'] You'd make an ezoellenl parlia- 
mentary orator. 

Path, WhyparliamenUry? 

Peter* Because your explanation is more onintellijnble 
than your speeoh. [Estt. 

Path, A pert fellow ! I know a monstrous good story 
of that kind ; ,but there's nobody here to tell it to. — 
1 declare, here comes Robin, farmer Barnard's man.^~ 
I'll tell it to him. 

Enter Robin. 
Robin, I was just thinking of a most excellent stpry — 
Yon fellow wouldn't stay to hear it, and so I'll ten it 
to yon. — You must know, Mrs. Mudge longed for a 
lobster 

B^bin, Now, none of your \oog stories, doctor; 
they be like your rescriptions, nobody do understand 
'em — and they be good for nothing, after all. 

Potk, This to my face! worse than the other — I 
wonder at your impertinence. 

Robin. Do you ? Now I wonder that any body should 
wonder at that, it's so natural to me. — Why, bless you, 
don't I know you, man P 1 can tell you a story about the ' 
blacksmith's wife, that you sent a horse-medicine to, 
and nearly threw her into a galloping consumption. 

Pah, Hel he! be! I remember, my boy took tartar 
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emetic for cream of tartar; aod if the blacksmiUre 
wife hadn't been as toa^h as the forge-bellows, a hob- 
nail to a horse-shoe bat she'd have gone off the anvil : 
a raonstrons good story — he! he! he! [AsidCf and exit. 
Robin, That be a fonny man. sure enough. — Whew ! 
yonder goes my Susan — but* Shoo be a qaeer grain'd 
toad; and though 1 be a likely lad, and ha' gotten 
t' brass i'my sarvioe. Shoo grins at me like an' I were 
Ho' but a mondiwarp. — ^There's that Peler, I a'mosk 
think she's dafl enon' to ha' a liking for that chap; but 
what Shoo can see in him I can't mak' out ; it's but a 
chalterinr pie at best — and yet Shoo winks, and Shoo 
blinks atnim, and cocks up her nose at me, as much as 
to say— **rze meat for thy measter." — Laws! laws! 
bow blind some folk be ! — there, now she's stopping — 
she sees me— dang me, if she ben't making mouths at 
me, and running away ; and if that ben't as much as to 
say — " follow my leader" — I know nothing of physiog- 
nomj; that's all. ^SlxU, running. 

SCENBV. A rural View. 

Enter Susak. 

Stuan, I've given Robin a fine race, and have lost 
him at last I tease him finely — pretending to have a 
liking for that coxcomb Peter, whom I despise; but 
it's only to try his affection, and make myself sure of 
his trdth, for I am determined to look well before I 
leap. A poor girl had need be circumspectioas, when 
young men are grown so parjoroos. — Here he comes 
again. [Pretends to be toalking away. 

Enter Robin. 

Robin, So, so, Mrs. Susan, a pretty wild-gooise 
chase you ha' led me, after suck a matter-o'-fiict invita- 
tion as you gave me. But I tak' you ; to be sure, I 
never tickled a trout, nor trolled for a salmon. 

Susan. Indeed, I don't understand yoo, ' with your 
invitations to troat and salmon. 
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Rabin, Wlij, didn't jou grin at me a bit sin? and 
ivliat were that but sajing: — <* tak' me iHhe homoor?" 

Susan. And so joa may, for Vm in a verj ill hamoar» 
and the sigbt of a Yorksuireman won't make it better. 

Robin, WbjF, what liaTe jou to saj against York- 
shire? . 

Sluaan, I bate Yorkshire. 

Robin, Well, that*8 frank enoogh, however, and I 
oan't saj bat I admire your sincerity ; bat, as for man- 
ners, yoo know, why that says nongbt. — ^And, pray, 
now, where might Mr. Peter be born f 

Sutan. In delightful London ! 

Robin. What, Middlesex to wit? Cockneyshire? 
Now let me give you a piece of advice, out of true 
love and kindness : yoa may keckle and grin at a York- 
ahireman, but don't yoa mak' a fond fooil of your sen, 
and get bit by a Lonnuner : York's deep, I own, bat 
Lannuners are some'at like hedgehogs, there's no 
getting at 'em ; and when yoa do, they're not worth 
the trouble. — You think Yorkshiremen knaves, and I 
know Lunnnners to be fooils; and a knave's better than 
a fooil, ony day, yoo know. 

Susan. Then you would reallj advise me to have 
yoo? 

Robin. I'd scorn to give yoa ony advice, but for 
yoor own good. — ^And why not have me? We shoaM 
match very well. 

Anon. Why so? 

Robin. Yoa are handsome. 

Susan. Very. 

Robi»u I'ze likely. 

Susan. Not very. 

Robin. I want a wife. 

Susan. May be. 

Robin. Yoa want a husband. 

Susan, Mav be not. 

Robin, I like yoa. 

Susan, Perhaps so. 

Robin. Yoa may like me. 

Susan. Pwhapinol. 
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Robin. Now what objeotioa can yoa have? 
SuMfi. One. 
^frtfi. What is it? 

Enter Peteb. 

Peter, Me, to be sore. . . , i 

Robin. Then I think it a very triainrobjeclion indeed. 
Peter. Bat yoa'll find tome tronble in getting nd of 
that trifle ; what saj jon, my pretty Susan? 

Finale. — Susan, Labourers, Robin, Stubble, 
and Peter. 
Su$att, In speaking my mind, I bat little can say. 
Between yoa the odds are so small ; 
Tis jastlike the difference, good sirs, by the way, 
Between nothing and nothing at all. 

Enter Labourers. 
% Lab. Why, dang it now, Balph, here's apretty to do. 

Here's Snsy with Peter and Robin— 
&«on. Well, well,Mr.Saucebox,praywhat'8lhatto yon? 

Robin, Let's ha' none o'thy jeering and l^ L&ourer 

Enter Stubble. 

Stub. What, all here together, and idling again ? 

Bat this lime 1 forgive yon ; for whj ? 
Oar master's return makes all labour in vain. 

And there'll be pretty sport byand-by. 
Ch&rus. Oar master's return, &c. 
Stub. The big barn is order'd to be diaen'd out 

With gear, and saoh gorgeoos array. 
And the neighbonrs are ask'd all to foot it about. 

Twill be just as good as a play. 
2 Lab. And mon we foot it too? , 

RoHn. Nay, dang it, now, Ralph, 

To hear thee Ulk of dancing, 1 cannot but laoj^b. 
Peter. Yoa'll sure be my partner f [To S^tan. 

Robin. She's mine, 1 trow. 

Susan. Bxeoie me, I pray, if I answer both no! 



8CBNB 5. THE FARMBR'8 WIFE. 23 

Stub. Nay, the gentlefolk only will dance, ye qoeer 
Bat we, in the mean time, so clever, [elves; 
A jollification shall have to ourselves; 
When, left to regale 
On roast beef and brown ale. 
Well drink, '< Master Cornflower for ever!** 
Yes, oor toast it shall be. 
With three times three, 
Honat Master Cornflower for ever ! 
Cho, Yes, oor toast, &c. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 




SCENE I. A Room in Sir Charleses Town House. 
Enter Jenny 
Jenny, Bless me, what a change has takeo place in 
mj mislress, miss Coartl j, latel? : Before her brother, 
sir Charles, left town, she was all placid and plaintive, 
as the new novel says: bat from the moment that cap- 
tain Bel ton protected her in the park from the insults of 
one of the joang bucks of fashion, she has become 
quite preposterous ; and having danced with him last 
ni^ht at ladjr Faufljr's ball, her head is certainly turned 
this morning — ^I think I hear her singing; yes, she's 
coming — ^I'lT listen to her song, for that will let me into 
the state of her sentiments ; and we ladies' maids should 
never manage our miitresies if we didn't dive into their 
aeorets. [Exit, 

Enter Miss Courtly. 

' AIR. 

Weave, O weave me garlands gay, 
Where myrtles shall with roses twine. 

There many a blooming flower display. 
And many a perfum'd bud combine : 
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Tfaeo with 'em erown the smilioi^ faoors, 

And lei bright fanor lead the train ; 
And barmofljy with cnarmed powers. 
Invite 'em with her dnloet strain. 
Mj thooghts are all danoing 
To ecstasy's measare» 
So pleasing. 
Yet teasing. 
Perplexing with pleasure. 
Awhile let the phantasy sweetly oonfoand me ; 
Come, come, smiling hours, strew jonr roses aronnd mtf, 

I declare this captain has quite fiwoinaled me. I have 
been dancing with him in mj dreams all night, saw 
him at mj feet, and was npon the point of confessing I 
loved him, when that officious Jennj drew mj curtain, 
and the captain and my conquest vanished together. 
Well, well, custom will bring him here this morning 
with the nsqal inqoiries, and Til appear volatile, to try 
his temper: if my leviu displeases him, and be has 

candour enough to conrass it ah me! — l*m afraid 

my eyes will helnj my heart, in spile of all my caulion. 
I wish my brother was here — ^it's very odd 1 hmr nothing 
from Um. 

Re-enter Jenny. 

Mm C. Any letters to-day, Jenny ? 

Jenny, No, ma'am. 

Miss C. It's astonishing that my brother should in- 
form me he was coming to town, and he has neither 
arrived, nor written a reason for his change of mind. 

Jenny. La, ma'am, it's the old reason, 1 dare say : sir 
Charles, you know, is a real sportsman in every sense 
of the word ; and depend on't, the object which detains 
him, is either a partridge or a petticoat. 

Miu C. Peace, girl i recollect it is of my brother 
you are speaking. 

Jenny, I beg pardon, ma'am ; captain Belton's below. 

Miu C, Gaplain Belton below I show him np directly. 
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Jenmy, Ym, ma'am. Wlwt irrenttibie fellowi these 
captaiDs are ! [Aiidt and exit, 

MiuC, I am almost afraid to meet aim. Hei^bo! 
I feel a strange flaitering^ at his aporoiaoh— I had belter 
retire a moment, to compose mjself. [£xtt. 

Re-^nter Jenny, introducing Captain Beltok. 
Jenny, Miss GoarUjr will be here in a moment, sir. 

[Krtt Jenny. 

Cap, B. So, I hare escaped all the bolleto of the 
enemy abroad to fall bj the darts of a fair ladj's ejes 
at home ; and Ibis fascination delidns me from Tisiting 
my sister Cornflower so soon as I intended. Yet, do I 
know sofficient of the object who bewitches me, to 
justify my passion? or has the sentimental ChArles 
fielton, aner professing he woald never surrender his 
htturt bat to mental charms, lost it to a pretty lace? 
Sorely not ; the soperiority of her mind is too evident 
—I cannot be mistaken. Love is blind, they say ; and 
the heathen mythology gave him wings too. Yet, were 
I to personify the aU-conqaering passion, I would 
restore his eyes, and deprive him of bis pinions. 

AIR. 

Love's blind, they say, 
O never, nay ; 
Can words Lome's gra«e impart? 
The fancy, weak. 
The tongue may speak^ 
But eyes alone the heart : 
In one soft look what language lies I 
Of yes, believe me, Lovelias eyes. 

liove's wiog'd, they cry— 
O, never, i— 
No pinions love to soar; 
Deceivers rove. 
But never Love, 
Attached, he moves no more : 
Can he have wings, who never flies ? 
▲ad, y«^ believe me. Love has eyes. 
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Re-enter Miss Courtly. 

C«p. B. I btye presoned, madam, on the privile^ 
jow oondesooDsion afforded ne of attending joo in 
tlie circle last ni^t, to paj my respeoti. 

Jfttt C. Yon do me bonoor, air — I was never better 
in mj life. — An ai^reeable parly last night, captain Bel- 
ton, with a few exceptions. Miss Bronse, for instance, 
tbe ooonsellor's daoffhter, bjr her vociferation and voln- 
bilitj, seemed to think herself in Westminster-hall. 
Mr. Chenille chattered and hopped about like a magpie 
in masquerade; while sir Pbillidore Flimsy actiuJlj 
gave me the idea of a gnat in an ecstasj. 

Cap.JB. In promiscuous parties of pleasure, miss 
Coortlj, whimsical portraits " will naturally present 
themselves ; but, serving as foils to set off the more 
brilliant and accomplished, I question whether we are 
just in holding them op to too minute criticism. 

Miss C. But you must be aware, that the absurdities 
of some people are so intrusive, that good nature is, 
positively, a most violent effort. 

Cap, B, Then, madam, it is the more praise-worthy. 

Mus C. Oh, you*ll absolutely mope me, if yoo 
moralize, captain. 

Cap, B. 1 should suppose miss Courtly serious, if 
her eyes did not declare she was acting an assumed 
character ; to try, perhaps, the complexion of mine. 

JIftM C. Bless me, captain, your perceptions are 
amasing singular. 

Cap, B, U it singular to perceive the beauties of 
miss Courtly? or, seeing, not to admire? 

Miss C. O, I protest now yoo are shockingly serious. 

Cap, B. Serious, I am indeed ; for on the object of 
mv present hope depends the happiness of my future 

Mils C. Why, really, you soldiers attack a female 
with as little ceremony as a foe, and fancy yourselves 
as remstleas in the drawinc-room as in tbe field. 

Cop, B. TVeat me not with levity, charming Rosabel ; 
hoBianity is the brightest ornament of tbe beautiful #s 
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well as the brave: litton, theo, to the ardent dictates 
of a passion that — 

Mtss C. HoTd, captain ; was not all this addressed to 
the blooming^ Matilda Heartwell last night? Was there 
nothing in your assidnit^f bejond polite attention P 

Cap. B. I protest, miss Coartljr, mj conrersation 
with miss Heartwell was — 

Mia C. 0, 1 have no right to require an explanation. 
' — Only, sir, when a soldier embarks in an affair of 
'honour, he should be completely clear of suspicion. 

Cap. B. Could I as easily convince miss Courtly of 
the ardour and sincerity of my passion, as I can dear 
myself from suspicion, I should be happy indeed. — 
But, a plain solaier, I want language to do justice to 
the emotions of my heart, or the graces that occasion 



To sing thy bright beauties, dear maid, • 

Asks language my tongue cannot frame ; 

In virtue's chaste graces array'd, 
The purest of passion they claim. 

Believe me, sincere is the tale I would tell, 

And smile on thy lover, sweet Rosabel. 

To tell how I love thee, sweet fair. 

My mind can no image supply ; 
In secret I dwell on my care, 

And approach thee alone vnth a sigh. 
Believe that fond sigh for the Ule 1 would tell, 
And smile on thy lover, sweet Rosabel. [Exetmt. 

SCBNEII. A rural View, 

Enter Sib Charles. 

SirC. Having made up my mind to secure this pretW 
'field-flower, if she won't consent, I'll carry hor off: 
Peter shall have a chaise ready, and I most bribe soom 
of the clowns to assist him. Here comes one, to 
whom, I fancy, a few guineas will be an irresistible 
' bait. 
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Enter Robin, crotsing the Stage. 

Hark ye, mjr honest fellow. 

Rolim, To me, airi 

Sir C, Yes :^ what's year name ? 

Robin. Robin Rut, at yonr service, sir. 

SirC. Well, Robio, is money plentiful faereP 

Robin, Why, among those who ha' plenty, there be 
DO want, yon see. 

Sir C. very sensibly observed ; are you among that 
happy uomber? 

Robin. Nay, mon; 1 see no happiness in it ; there's 
oar squire has a power o'money, yet I don't find that 
he grumbles less than ony other mon: bnt rich folk 
have time to think, and that brings care, }'ou know ; 
while we poor labouring chaps work so bard all day, 
and sleep so sound all night, we ha' no time to think at 
all. 

Sir C True, Robin : but to business. By your ac- 
cent, yon should be a Yorkshireman ; and I dare say 
yoQ could manage a little stratagem for me: a few 
guineas shan't be wanting, and here*8 one, by way of 
binding the bargain. 

Robtn. Why, what countryman be you, to talk of 
binding a bargain before it be madei* betide, I be the 
servant of another, and I cannot let mysen out to hire 
without his leave; so, as he's coming yonder, you'd 
better ax him. 

Sir C. [Looking out"] Cornflower and Barnard ! the 
last two men I wish to meet just now : [Aside] I shall 
see yon again, my honest fellow— At present, I am in a 
horry; so, so — good day, Robin, good day! [Exit. 

Robin. Same to vou, sir; he, he, he! 1 wonder what 
he were aOer wi' his guinea — no good, I warrant, or 
he wouldn't have offered me money, without telling me 
what it were for. 

Enter Cornflower and Barnard. 

Bam. So, Robin, sir Charles has been honouring 
yoo with his conversation? 



mweins. 
Com. 
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Robin, Why, master, I be bot a poor lad, and aa be 
were oV quality mak, and sach like, I behaved mjsea 
to him wi' all proper oondesoension.^ 

Com. SabmiMioB you mean, RobiD. 

Robin, That may be the word, mayhap ; we don't all 
read t' same way ^hnt he were a little mysterious, and . 
that don't smack like honesty ; yet 1 listen'd to him wi' 
temper and moderation, and that I call condeseension. 

Bom. You're right, Robin. Cornflower, I nefftt 
liked that sprig of quality. 

A>6tfi. Why, br gums! I think he be no great oraeks 
myseo, measter; for, do you know, he were going to- 
give me a guinea jnst now. 

Com, A guinea? 

Robin, Ay, a right amest one; none o'yoor Bmm* 
s. 

J. For what pnrpoae did he offer it? 

Robin, Dang me, if I know any more than t' man 
i'tbe moon : he jabber'd something about a stratagem, 
and that like ; but your coming spoiled all. 

Bam, A stratagem ? I thought as much : some poor 

5irl to be deceived, I suppose. [To Robing But why 
idn't you keep the guinea, and bite him for bis 
rogoerv ? 

ttobm, BHe? that's a Yorkshire fashion sore enongh ; 
but there be two sorts o'that kidney ; deep York, and 
honest York ; and they don't both bite tlie same wa^. 

Com. Well said, Doucasler — ^you shall lose nothing 
by refusing it ; take that [Givet him Money] for your 
integrity. Independence is our birth-right, and I love 
a feflow who stands up for it, to my heart's blood. 

Robin. A couple of guineas! Now Ixe away to 
mother, and buy t' ould lass a pound o'tea, and a warm 
cardinal again 't' frost — Dang my buttons, but Ise 
i'luek ! [ExU Robin. 

Bam. I think, friend Cornflower, yon should look a 
little at home. Your spouse is a charming good aoal ; 
but these flashy fellows are always fluttering about a 
fine woman, like a moth round a candle. 

Com, Bmma Cornflower is as handsome as any wo- 
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DNUi in the ooonty, I know; And I am not a Httie proud 
of her. — ^I know, too, that a face is no seoaritj for hap- 
pineis ; bat if she has the face of an an|pel, she has the 
hourt of one ; and I have reason enough to teach me, 
that a married woman of principle is a character too 
eieTated for a fool to obtain, and too secure for a wise 
man to attempt, fiat, in good troth, Barnard, thoagh 
an honest fellow, thou art always croaking, like an ill- 
tUdin^ raven; and on every subject, from politics to 
poaching, if s nothing but kaw, kaw, kaw ! to the end of 
the chapter. 

Bam. And thou art a g^od-natored. easy fellow, 
who canH see ruin when it stares thee in tiie fiioe. But, 
beware, thoagh hasty suspicion is mean, blind security 
is madness : yoo have a prize, guard It well — Like you, 
1 too had been blessed, had not death deprived me of 
the loveliest of her sex : but I summonea fortitude to 
my aid, nor sniTered another attachment to threaten 
me with aooh another pang. 



Love no more my heart possessing. 

Shall delusive hope restore ; 
How I lov'd ! beyond expressing — 

But, alas! the maid's no more. 

O, 'twas neither form nor feature, 
That could triumph o'er my heart; 

Truth it was, and heavenly nature — 
O, how hard with these to part ! 

Yet, adieu to useless sorrow, 
Man his fiite must firmly bear; 

Nor forbid of hope to borrow. 
Meanly truckle to despair. 

[Exit BarHord, 

Cam, I hope there is no foundation for Barnard's 
surmises; there cannot be; I should be tinjusl to my 
Bmasa to doubt: however, I heartily wish my house 
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cleared of this baronet and bis saacj iacqaev; they 
interrapl my comfort by destroying; the regoiarily of 
my household ; confoond my servants by the freedom 



ol their manner, and bid fair to corrupt them by their 
example. — Wliy, here comes another proof of tlie folly 
I most pat a stop to. [Retires. 

Enter Sua as, followed by Peter. 

Susan. I tell you, once for all, I'll have nothing to 
«ay to such a fright as you are. 

Peter, A fright! Do I look like a fright? Yoa 
wouldn't call me so if you saw the impression I make 
on the pretty girls in St. James's Park; you don't 
know St. Jameses Park, though— it's a rustet urbe, as 
we say in the classics — a rural plantation in London ; 
all trees, soldiers, cows, cockneys, and sentrT-boxes ; 
and it would do your heart good to see the smart 
nursery maids, with troops of little pets and poppets 
come to take the fresh air and new milk in a morning : 
and the moment I make my appearance among them, 
one nods, another winks; "Ah, Peter," cries a third ; 
"O, you creature," says a fourth ; then 1 say soft things 
to one, squeeze another by the hand, chuck a third 
under the chin — and one morning romping with « 
merry one, who had a dear little dumpty darling in her 
arms, unluckily it fell into one of the pails of milk, 
and being in mourning, the sweet little moppet came 
out again as mottled as a magpie. 

Susan, Don't talk to me or your moppets and ma^ 

r'es ; you are but a milksop and a magpie yourself, and 
won't stay to talk to you any longer. [Going, 

Peter. Leave me not in despair— I have wntten a 
copy of verses on yon. — I implore ye hear them. 

^ [PuUsoutaPaper. 

Susan. Laws ! I should like to hear his poetry ot all 
things. [Aside] Well, make haste then. 

[Peter reads conceatedty* 

O, snow-drop of purity ! primrose of prettiness ! 
A|oss-ro8e ut mooestyl wall-flower of williness! 
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Daffydown-dilly of damifels so fair ! 
O, tulip of Uwte! carnation of comeliness! 
Pink of perfection! and lily of lo?eline8s! 

Ldsteo, O) list, or I die — I declare ! 

IXd joa mind il^e beauty of the alliteration? 

Susan. Ha, ha, ha! I don't know what joa mean by 
iUUerationf but 1 never heard such nonsense in my 
life; why, the boys make as good on the fifth of No- 
rember — 

''I see no reason 

Why gunpowder treason 

Should ever be forgot." 

Peter. Can nothing more you ? Here let me kneel, 
^KneeU] and ponr out the overflowings of a heart op- 
pressed with eostatio oppression, and expiring with 
sympathetic sighs. 

Susan. Go along, you fool ; I only listened to laugh 
at yon ; and if tou follow me any more, FU set Robin 
about you, and then you ma^ make rhymes upon the 
beating you'll get: you're an ignorant, impudent, con- 
ceited monkey! we all despise you, and are so glad 
you're going. 

Peter. But I won't go yet, if it's only to tease yoo. 
'*Aid me, Venus, Loves, and Graees — " 

^Catches, and U ttruggling to kiss her, when Com' 
flower Homes forward and takes her from him. 

Com. Yonng man, how dare you interfere wil^ a 
serrant of mineP 

Peter. Bless us! don't put yourself in a brulery, as 
we say in French — ^I am accountable, Mr. Cornflower, 
to DO one but my master. 

Com. When yoo interrupt those whose time and 
services are mine, ^ou shall account to me, sir. 

Peter. A blustering brute! I've a great mind to blow 
him up. f^Aside. 

Com. Have you given any encouragement to this 
coxcomb? [To Susan. 

Susan, Me, sir? No, sir: — enoouraee him, indeed! 
I most be mightily at a loss for a sweeraeart, if it came 
c 
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to that; bot be*s alway* following me, and talking^ 
nonsenfe. 

Peter, Talking nonsense! oh! 

Com, Look yon, sir ; if yonr ignorance prevents^oa 
having a proper sense of your own duty, and occasions 
your sacrificing that time which is year master's pro- 
perty to idleness, don't let me or my servants be tres- 
passed upon by your folly and profugacy ; or I shall, 
perhaps, assume that authority vour master seems so 
much to neglect, and bestow the correction yon so 
richly deserve. 

Peter. You correct me? bounce — that's high, how- 
ever — Let me tell you, Mr. Farmer^ if you dare — 

Com. Scoundrel, begone! or you shall feel the 
weight of this hok^sewbip. 

Enter Sir Charles. 
Sir C. Heyday ! what's the meaning of tliis.^ 
Peter, Meaning? Mr. Cornflower, oecause 1 merely 
talked a little son nonsense to his favourite maid, is up 
in the stirrups, and was going to give me a horsewhip- 

Com. And if ever I catch you interrupting this girl 
again I'll put my threat in execution, depend on't. 

Sir C. I wish Mr. Cornflower had horsewhipped yon 
— ^you richly deserve it: out of my sight. [To Peter, 

Peter. What a breesel [Atidej Well, I'm goings- 
Susan, adieu ! [Exit, sauntering insolently. 

Com. You return home ; and though I will not oon- 
aider you in fault now, if ever I know yoo give that 
puppy encouragement yon lose my protection. 

[To Susan, 

Sir C, My protection ! O, ho ! I see how it is. 

[Aside. 

Susan. I'm sure I never encouraged him; I look 
Mgher than him, at any rate. 

Sir C. Look higher than him— that's plain enoogfa. 

[Aside, 

Com, Go home tboii^ and remember what I have 
said. 
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5Su«m. 'BI«M me, it's very lard to be mobbed when 

one isn't in &alt, so it is. [Aside and exit. 

Sir C. Mr. Cornflower, I am extreme! j sorr j my ser- 

▼mnt sboold have behaved so improperly; bot London 

servantSy sir, are the devil. 

Com. The miscooduot of servants originates, too 
often, in the example set them by their employers, sir. 
SirC, That's pretty sharp; I'll work him for it, 
however. — [Aside] I hope ^on don't estimate me bv 
my servant; he oertainlv u an incorrigible nisoal. 
Come, I see the case— I shoold have been as indignant 
myself; bot don't give yoarself any forther uneasiness 
on the score of the girl, — I'll accommodate the matter, 
depend on it, and take care that he shall not interfere 
between yon any more. 

Omi. Accommodate, and interfere between nsP 
What do you mean, sir Charles.' 

Sir C. Come, come, I'm snog— >I shan't disclose any 
thing ; these things will happen ; and if Peter dares to 
interfere between yon, and--and — ^yoa take me ? 
Corn, No. sir, I do not take you. 
Sir C. Poon — ^pooh — why, friend Cornflower, we have 
all some of that « frailty which flesh is heir to." 

Com. Now, sir, yon have spoken plainly : and hear 
my plain answer — I stand here, master of a fiupily, 
and, as fiur as depends upon my power, accountable for 
their conduct to society, and to beaven.^-Shall I 
meanly consider my servants as mere instruments of 
my profit, and not grant them the protection of that 
independenoe they labour to procure mef Besides, sir, 
I am a husband : married to a woman I dote on, from 
whcHtt I demana the most unqualified constancy : and 
siiall I become that despicable brute who could insult 
a virtuous wife by a degrading intimacy with her ser- 
vant ? Fie, fie ! sir Charles 1 
5ir C. Mr. Cornflower, yon — ^yon — ^misunderstai«d-* 
Csm. Sir, yon huTC roused me, and I must speak as 
I feel. Hie innooent ^rl yon have dared to defame by 
your Bormises, is tlie Tirtoons oiTspring of parents who 
have no wealth bot their integrity : no homan prop for 
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their ag^e bat that daaghter whom I have taken^-^^es, 
sir, I have taken — ^not for the diabolical iDotive yoa 
have aadaciofwly taxed me with — No, sir, bet to be 
the protector of her youth ; the promoter of her hap> 
pinesg; and the guardian, — ^jes, fashionable sir, tne 
guardian of her virtue ! 

£ Turns indignantly up the Stage. 
elieve him — ^bnt I mast draw in 
my horns. lAtide] My dear, dear sir^ I beg ten thou- 
sand pardons ; but consider, 1 live m a world where 
these things are so common, that really we tiunk 
nothing of them : — but, as I have unfortunately erred , 
I trust your manly sense will readily excuse me. 

Cam. Say no more, sir ; I can only treat the aeoo- 
sation with the indifference it merits. 
^ iStVC. A sly old fox! [^Aside] Thank yoa, my dear 
sir, thank you ; but though you look over it so gene- 
rously, 1 cannot easily fornve myself: — but hope, when 
we next meet, I shall be able to make an apology with a 
better grace. — Old goardian of virtue. [Aiidet and exit. 

Corn, Contemptible! bat I shall soon get rid of him, 
and then the evil he has occasioned will cure itself. 

Enter Potbeb. 

Path, Who talks of curing without the doctor's 
assistance? that's ag^nst all rules of practice. 

Com, I should rather think curing with his assistr 
ance ^|;ainst all rules of practice. 

Path. Very well for a farmer — stale joke though — 

Kicked it up in London, I suppose; — by-the»by, bavVt 
ad a single opportunity of congratulating yon before 
on your return: — business, business, my dewr friend — 
always in a boatle; don't know which thing to turn to 
first. 

Com. And so neglect all ; the way with most bost- 
ling people, doctor. 

Poth, Thank ye, thank ye. — London has made yoa 
facetious; bought wit of the lawyers, perhaps: — 
speaking of lawyers, did yoa ever hear the story of 
my aoit in chancery i 
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Com. IVe jut got rid of one tait, aud donH inrolve 
ree in another. 

Path, Tell joQ tlie slorj another time; bnt pray 
tell me, joa have a baronet at joor house who w..uts 
medical assistanoe. Uoluckilj I was out of the way 
when be oame ; — ^but better late than never. — Yon shall 
introdace me; and let the case be ever so desperate, 
that I aet all to rights, I'll stake my credit to a cabbage- 



om, Imj odds, and I'll take yon. 

Path. My skill a^nst your wonld-be-wit, and let 
the jockey-clnb decide. 

dcm. Then it will be neck-and'oeck business, I 
fimcy ; — ^bnt, call at the farm, see the baronet, and in- 
trodooe yourself; thoogh unluckily, as yon say, he has 
reooTered; Mrs. Comilower prescribed fiir him. 

Poth. Prescribed ? Physician in petticoats— took her 
degrees at Qneen's-oollege, — studied Bochan, Culpep- 
per, and Glass's Cookery — old women — old women — 

Com. Who often make tlie best doctors. 

Path, Still facetious: yoor wit's like a bee; when it 
strikes, always loses its sting. 

Com. And years, like a drone, possesses neither 
honey nor stins^. [Exit. 

Poth. Stupid fellow ! bnt doctors, like lawyers, are 
considered fair game for qoizzing. Talking of doc- 
tors, pats me in mind of a story of one who married an 
old maid, whose only perfection was her purse. 

AIR. 

There liv'd in a oonntry town 
. A doctor nam'd Antony Brown ; 
Who, as he got nothing b^ trade. 
Made lo?e to a wealthT old maid. 
So ogly she hadn't a charm. 
But her purse was as long as my arm! 
What a bait for Dr. Brown ! 

One day. with a grace debonair, 
He ask'd for a look of her hair; 
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Says she, *< Yon embamss me qnite. 
Dr. Brown, yoo*re so ver? polile." 
She gave it, and he was all gig, 
Bot soon found 'twas a lock of her wig ! 
What a dose for Dr. Brown ! 

Her teeth all so white, he'd declare. 
Made amends for the loss of her hair; 
She &ncied the tooth-ache, hj wa^ 
Of seeing the doctor one daj ; 
When her teeth were all false, he said. 
For she'd but a colt's tooth in her head, 
Which fastened on Dr. Brown! 

Fine sonnets he wrote on her ejes. 
And praised 'em op to the skies ; 
But the day he his passion declar'd 
A thing happened, at which he star'd I 
While she ogled the doctor, alas! 
Out tumbled a peeper of glass. 

What a sparkler! quo' Dr. Brown. 

One hand fix'd on with a screw; 
Her legs wa'n't a pair, thoorh two ; 
But the doctor, who oonrted her purse. 
He took her for better, for worse: 
And their first child was born, or thej lie. 
With a wig, wooden band, and glass eye. 

But the image of Dr. Brown 1 [Exii. 

SCENE III. A Parlmir in the Farm. 
Enter Mrs. Cornflower, dreaedfor the Fete. 

Mn. C. Well, I am dressed for this fdte ; yet, I donH 
know bow it is, with a gay outside, all here is not at 
ease. iFuttmg her Hand to her Heart, 

Enter Fannt. 
Fainnf, Ma'am, here'k his rererenoe the oorate. 
Mri, C. Show him in directly, Fanny. [£»t Fanntfl 
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1 sin glad he's come ; hU oonrenation will rettord my 
•erenity. 

Enter Mr. Williams. 

Mr. Williaoif, I am indeed happy to see yoQ;~oiir 
little festiyal will be doubly pleasant when sanctioned 
by Toor presence. 

Mr, W. Innocent mirth* at proper seasons, madam, 
is the offspring of gratitade to the great Dispenser of 
joy. YoQ will have to boast what iew can ; a lar|^e 
assembly of unaffected friends; — and yoor g^est, sir 
Charles, may take a lesson to London with him, for the 
benefit of fashionable society. 

Mrs. C. Sir Charles is going to leave os to-morrow, 
sir. 

Mr. W. That tone hadsomething like regret, [iljtde] 
I am not sorrow to hear it ; sir Charley is a dangerous 
inmate for an homble village, madam. 

Mn, C. Is rank an object of dread, then ? 

Mr, W. No, madam ; for respect, when dignity and 
rectitode accompany it 

Mrs. 01. Do you know, Mr. Williams, that sir Charles's 
sister is coming here, after his departure, to invite me 
to town : I have not mentioned it to Mr. Cornflower ; 
it will be time enough for him to know it when the in- 
vitation comes. 

Mr. W. Indeed! [Atide. 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir C. Most enchantingl V dressed, Mrs. Cornflower 
— 1 beg pardon, sir ; I did not see yon. [Seeing Mr* 
WiUianu] Our sports are highly honoured, when gen- 
tlemen of voor cloth unbend and join in them; I wish 
thev would oflener mix in those of the beau monde. 

Mr. W» Men of my cloth miffht be thought unplea- 
sant introders, sir Charles; for the importance of their 
sacred charge compels them sometimes to speak dis- 
agreeable troths. 

iS^ C. I don't imagine yon would ever flatter, sir. 

Mr, W, It is not the province of my calling to flat- 
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ter, sir; — bat a word apart, if Mrs. Cornflower will 
excase it. [Mrs, Cornflower retires up the t^to^e] Yoa 
leave us to-morrow, 1 find ; and it has been hinted to 
me, that your sister [In a marked manner^ is to visit 
the farm, and invite Mrs. Cornflower to London. 

SirC. Why— a— ar-it is probable. 

Mr. W. I would act the part of an adviser, not a 
busy-body. — I understand human nature, sir Charles — 
do not attempt it. 

Sir C. I protest, sir, yoor meaning is enigmatical. 

Mr. W. I ou are a man of mode, and must under- 
stand me, sir ; the temperature of ygur fashionable 
atmosphere is too feverish for our uncontaminated 
females. 

Sir C. We are mightiljr indebted to your good opi- 
nion, sir; though folly is not more ridiculous than 
rudeness, nor the fever of fashion more &tal than tlie 
ague of festidiousness. 

Mr. W. You may put what construction yon please 
on mj words, sir; take 'em as they are meant, you will 
bave reason to thank me : but, remember, your sister's 
Tisil here will be in vain. [Exit. 

Mrs.C. [Coming forward] Mr. Williams seems wam> 
sir Charles. 

Sir C, Oh, only a few nonsensioal words, madam. 

Mrs. C. He is a worthy man, sir Charles, and I'm 
sure never offends ajrainst propriety. 

5tr C. If he has tne esteem of Mrs. Cornflower, he 
must have mine. Well, I don't know how it is — black 
ooatS) like red ooats,^ are generally favourites with the 
ladies — I certainly will ji^et into orders — don't you think 
I should become canonicals, madam? 

Mr8.C, You, sir Charles? Why, you have not a 
serious lineament in jonr face. 

Sir C, V/hy, certainly, gravitv is no great ingredient 
in my compositifMi. Egad, 1 believe 1 am better calcu- 
lated for the scarlet; and, if it were possible. I would 
revive the a^^e of chivalry, and, sallying forth as yoor 
kniffht, I think 1 oould defy the world in arms. 

Mrs. C. Not quite so enthusiastically, sir Charles : 
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yoQ tbould recollect, that the ladies of knighta-errant 
were all numarried. 

SilrC. A mistake, madam : they were all paragons of 
virtue as well as beaotj» and the ardour of platonic 
love sent tJieir warriors forth — that arduor overpowers 
me; from this moment 1 am jrour kni{(ht» madam : the 
Coraflower, emblem of innocence, shall be mj distinc- 
tion ; and mj motto-^respeot and admiration. 

Mrs. C. Ha, ha, ha! Why, sir Charles, jpn grow too 
romantic to listen to. 

Sir C. Romantic ! say bewildered — am 1 not to leave 
this place to-morrow, and leave behind that which will 
occasioii me regrets no time can ever remove f 

Mn. C. I protest, sir, I do not nndersland yoo. 

Sir C. Not understand me — ah, madam^ forgive the 
heat of an imagination which has involuntarily l^trayed 
the secret of an heart oppressed beyond deticription. 

[Tenderly. 

Mrs, C. Yon forget, sir, what lam : what yon ought 
to be. [With dignity. 

Sir C. I forget every thing but the unhappy fatality 
which brought me here^ tho- — 

Mrs. C. No more, sir: hasmyeondoct ever given 
yon room to presume thusP recollect yourself; in a 
few minutes we shall be snmmoned to the ball, and 
discomposure on either of our parts must be fatal to 
my peace for ever. 

Str C, Sooner would I die than be the occasion of 
anxiety to you. — Blame your charms, your virtues, 
more than my ill-starred error. 1 shall soon leave you 
—never — never— to see you more— but treat my me> 
mory with charity, 1 implore you. 

[Exit, with affected citation. 

Mrs, C. Unthinking man! I am afl agitation— had 
we been surprised — the thought is agonizing— yet, O, 
my Ueory, ooold yoo ever beUeve me iaise ? 
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Ah, never believe 

I 8o fickle coold prove. 
Year hope to deceive. 

Or prove false to mj love: 
Though &nov may stray, 

Throogh the ardour of youth, 
Can affection decay 

Fix'd on virtue and tmth? 

Ah ! never, ah, never, , 
Believe me, love! 

To passion no. slave. 

In my bosom no art. 
The hand that I gave 

Fix'd for ever my heart 
The faith I profess'd 

To sweet gratitude due. 
Had not love oharm'd my breast, 

Most secure me to yon. 
For ever, for ever, 
Believe me, love! 

SCENE IV. 

O^pem afid discovers Cornflower's Bam,Jitted up for 
the Fite in a Style of elegant Simplicity ; ruroi £m- 
blems, decorated tnth coloured Lamps, Wreaths of 
Flowers, fc. ; Tables with Refreshments ; Seats ; a 
Band in an Orchestra, <f«. jfC. ; Company assembled; 
Mrs. Cornflower, Sir Charles, and Mr. 
Williams, enter; also Cornflower, with a Uazel 
Wand in his Hand, decorated with Oak-leaoes and 
Roses. 

Corn. Come, neighbours, let ns begin oar merriment: 
a sprightly dance, by making good humour and exercise 
go hand-in-hand, will add both to our health and hap- 
piness. We cannot vie with London roots for de- 
ganoe or splendoar ; bat what we want in magnifioence 
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shall be made up by nirlh ; and oor de6oieDoies in 
taste ahall be sapplied bj friendship. PIl be master of 
the oeremonies ; and bj virtae of this hazel wand, de- 
ooraled with emblems of rostio health and raral sim- 
plicity, invite yon to pleaaores that, 1 trast, will not 
&il to please on reflection. 

Sir 6, And Mrs. Cornflower will, I liope, do me the 
honoor to open the ball with me. 

CHORUS. 

Weloome are all to this scene of delij^ht, 
Where frolic and temperance hand-m-hand go; 

The rejoicing of gratitude still mast excite 
Bmotions the children of pleasure ne'er know. 

lA Dance by the Characters. 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCBNB I. A Landscape, 

MLfiter Barnard and Pother. 

Bom. Poor Cornflower! bewoald listen to noad- 
Tice : and now the conseqaenoe is even worse than I 
had feared. — Scaroelj was he gone to the ooonty-meet- 
ing, after the baronet's chaise drove off, than she and 
her maid were both missing, and all search for them 
has been in vain. 

Path. Monstroos melancholy ! bot 1 ooold tell joa 
a droll storj on that subject. 

Bam, Yon have told a storj too much on that sub- 
ject alr«u]jr ; that coxcomb, Peter, and you, have been 
overheard talking together about Cornflower and his 
wife; and it is suspected yoo know more than you will 
acknowledge. 

Poth. Me f Pm as innocent as my new gout medicine : 
bot yon astonish me, by supposing I had any hand in 
this business.— I'll tell you all about it. One day I 
met Peter— « 1 have the honoor to address Dr. Pother, 
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I belioTe,* Mid he — " Dr. Pother, at your lerTioe," 
laid I ; aod, after a long haranp^ue, all in the way dT my 
profeanon, he asked me, merely oat of cariosity, a« he 
said, how Mr. aad Mrs. Cornflower came to be married ? 
—I had the fact from yoa. 

Bam. With an injunction of secrecy. 

Path. Hamph! that's trae, to be sore; bat, my dear 
sir, I was taken by surprise. — By-the-by, I can tell yoa 
a most laughable story aboot that. 

Bam. Stick to yoar own story. 

Pdh, Well then, as I said before, Peter came to 
eoosaJt me, all in the way of my profession ; and he 
did ask me how the marriage was brooght about, and I 
did happen to say, — ** Peter," says I, — " Mr. and Mrs. 
Cornflower — house on fire — ^ran up a ladder — saved her 
life— arrested her father" — " Out of pare love and afieo- 
tioD," says Peter-^saysl, "You're a blockhead" — Says 
he,*' Yoa're a parliamentary orator— cock and bull story 
— unintelligible explanatien ;" And— [Raising hii Vmce] 
"Am 1 to be catechised? I, doctor Pother; who, for 
anatomj, ehemistrj, pharmacy, phlebotomy, oxjjgen, 
hydrogen, caloric, carbonic, atmospheric, galvanic,*-^ 
'sdeath, sir! I'll follow them till I find 'em ; and prove, 
sir, that Dr. Pother, sir, is not a man, sir, to part man 
and wife, sir, except in the way of his profession, sir ; 
and if I had time, sir, I conld tell yoa a story about that 
sir, that would — pooh, pah, broo ! [Exit in a pttuion. 

Bam. The fellow's honest, I know ; but his folly has 
Blade him the dupe of that scoandrel, Peter. I have 
seen Mr. Williams, oar worthy curate ; and he has un- 
dertaken the task of breaking the dreadful tidings to poor 
Cornflower. Unhappy, misguided friend ! I feel for your 
disappointment as if it was my own. Modern fashion- 
able friends are warm in the hour of prosperity ; bnt 
give me the man who is equally sealons in the moment 
of adversity. 

A IB. 

What fiMlnon calls friendship dishononrs the name. 
The cloak of eonvenienoe, the child of caprice ; 

The phantom of folly, the compact of shame, 
On prosperity rising, with peril to cease: 
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Sach nenreless affections control not my will, 
I glow Willi an ardour no check can sospend, 

And when friendship's the toast, being snmnion'd to fill. 
My heart's in the-bumper 1 pledge to mj friend. 



Let worth be the basis, plain dealing the i 

Affection the impulse, and honour the guide ; 
In the compact I glory, nor shift with the soene. 

In prosperity tender, adversity tried. 
Let him snare all my joys, mine his sorrows be still. 

His interest and nme mine to watch and defend ; 
Thus, when friendship's the toast, being summoned to fill. 

My heart's in the bumper I pledge to my friend. 

Enter Robim (dressed as for a Journey), with a 
Cudgel in nis Hand, 
Why, Robin, how's this? dressed for trarelling? 

Sobm. Ay ; and Ts a iarour to ax of thee. 

Airn. Whatisit? 

Robin. A few days absence, unknown to any body ; 
mind to find out the baronet, and his puppy dog Peter, 
who have veigled away madam Cornflower. 

Bam. What, you'd turn knight-errant, and sally 
forth to the succour of distressed damsels ? 

Robhi. O you mean that don Quixote fellow— I'll 
mak 'a better out on'l than he, 1 warrant— I won't mis- 
take a windmill for a castle, though I may fiuicy baro- 
net's back a corn-sheaf, and Peter's bead a tenpenny- 
nail; and this [7^ Cudgel] shall serve for both flail 
and hammer. 

Bam. Thou art an honest fellow ;— go, and here's 
something for the journey. [Gives Money, 

Robin. Thank ye.-^h! I met Dr. Pother in a panic; 
and he be going wi' me, to clear up his character, as he 
sud I never ax'd him how, for fear of setting Urn off 
wi' one of his long stories — but I mun be off, for mas- 
ter Cornflower's a good fellow ; he were a cordial to 
my heart, when my poor ould mother had her goods 
seized for rent, and he paid it all down for her, wi' ex- 
P*?^»„ .®^*° P**""** Mxleen and fourpenoe ha' penny : 
and shall I rest quieUy in my bed, and see himduidM- 
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tindj violaied of Iim wife? — No! so here 1 go ; and if 
1 efttoh the iaterloperty if I don't peg Peter and bang t' 
Wonet, to tbeir bearta* delight, neyer tnist me. 

[BuUoru up hit Coat, and stride* ojf, flourishing his 
Cudgel. 

Bam. Am I live, here is eaptain Belton : would he 
had letumed earlier, he might have prevented this. 

Enter Captain Belton. 

Cap, B. What, mj old friend ? 

fidrn. Captain Belton? Weloome home— yet, joo 
aie not going to the farm ? 

Cop. B. Where else should I go? 

Bm. Gome with me; there is a misonderstaodiog 
atthefiurm. 

C<^. B, Yonr look and manner deelare something I 
almost /Iread to hear. 

Bam, As a soldier, yon can summon coorage against 
a surprise — Your sister— 

Oqt.B. What of her? 

Btam, She is mi8nng;~in short, we suspect, is 
gone off with a baronet; who, through an accident, 
became a goest at the fiurm during Cornflower's abseuoe 
in London. 

Cop. B. Impossible! sir, my sister's character is not 
to be sported with. 

Bom. Come, come, reserre your anger for the pro- 
per object 1 don't say she is gone with him ; but both 
disappeared this morning, and cannot be traced ; — a 
nartjaUty between them lias appeared to every body 
Dot Cornflower. 

Cap. B. Distraction; and he — 

Bom. Knows nothing of it : he is gone to the coun- 
ty-meeting.— Oor curate will, at his return, break it to 
him ; and yon had better not be seen till the surprise 
is over. 

Cop. B. Who is the Tillain ? 

Bom. He is called sir Charles Courtlf. 

Cop. B. Heavens! my Rosabel's brother! [Ande^ I 
know* by accident, this baronet has a sequestered villa 
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some few miles from here ; there they are probabt j 
gone, and we may intercept them. 

Bam, In soch a caase 1 am yoars to the world's end ; 
111 step home, prepare myself for the joarney, and meet 
yon again directly. [Exit. 

Cap B. Alas! who oonid haye suspected this! Had 
I not better pause, ere I proceed further with Rosabel ? 
Like her, my sister Emma was, in appearance, all 
beauty and troth : she has fallen, and may not— No : — 
I cannot suppose it — I am too far gone in lore and bcH 
nonr to retract; and must still sigh when she is absent. 



Fly swift, ye zephyrs^ 

Who waft the sighs of loye ; 
Tell her how I langnish, 

What pain for her 1 proye. 

Fly swift, ye zephyrs. 

Ah, fleet as fancy raoye ; 
Tell her all my anguish — 

No joy without my loire ! 

O, tell her, o'er my mind 

She bears the softest sway; 
O, tell her all my ardour. 

My fondness all display. 

Fly» &c. [£««. 

SCENE II. An Apartment in Cornflowbr's 
House; Wine on a Table; two Chairt. 

Enter Cornflower (booted and spurredt with a small 
Parcel in one Hand neatly folded up; his Whip in 
the other) and Mr. Williams. 

Com. My reyerend friend, you oould not haye oalled 
on me at a better time ; this eyening I deyote to mirth 
—'tis the birth-day of my Emma—See, 1 haye brought 
her a present, and haye deliglited myself with anticipa- 
ting the pleupre it will afford her. 
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Mr» W. The hopes of hanian life, good friend, are 
for erer chequered with diMppoinlmeiit. 

Cwm, Sir, I hope you have met with no ditappoint- 
veat tooocaaion toe remark ? We are old friends ; and if 
it is in mj power to remedy it, I trust I needn't say 
yon maj command me. 

Mr. IV' Command bat yoarself, and— 

Com, Command myself? I don't andersland yoo. 

Mr, fV» Von have promised yourself ranch pleasure 
from prefenlin|[ this tesliraonj of your affection to Mrs. 
Gomdowor: is it not possible yon may be disap- 
pointed? 

Com. I think it is not possible : but yon shall wit- 
ness what yon seem so straoirely to doubt 

IRings the Bell. 

Enter Susan. 
Tell yonr mistress I wish to see her. 

Susan. Sir? [Embarrassed. 

Com. Tell yonr mistress I wish to see her. 

Susan. My mistress, sir? lUesitatingly. 

Com. Yes, your mistress;— is the [prl stupid? 

Susan. My mistress is gone out, sir. 

[Mr. Williams looking significantly at her. 

Com. Gone out this evening? Well, we most wait 
her relam. Why didn't you tell me so at 6rRt ? 

Susan. Yes, sir. [Confiised, and exit. 

Com. The girl's a fool. 

Mr, W» Tne absence of Mrs. Corn6ower gives me 
an opportunity for a serious conversation, which an 
onlocky circumstance prevented yesterday. 

Com. On what subject, friend Williams? 

Mr. W, The baronet, and — and— Mrs. Cornflower. 

Com. The baronet and Mrs. Cornflower? 

[Sur^sed. 

Mr. W. Have yon never observed the familiarity 
between them ? 

Com. If I understand yoo, sir, you would insinuate 
something to the disadvantage of Smma; but beware 
how yoQ toaoh on so lender a point ; Barnard has 

D 
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troubled me on Ihat subjecl, bat from a qian of your 

knowledge one coold hardly expect triflinK. 

. Mr, W. Do me the josiice to bear me ; the tiaronel 

Com. Is gone ; and I candidly confess, as I never 
liked him, I wish to hear no more a boat him: heahould 
not have staid so lonf^, bat as a guest thrown in my 
wa^ by calamity, I could not violate the laws of Jiospi- 
tality, and drive him from my door. 

Jar. W, The vipershoald ever be cast from oar bosom. 

Corn. Speak plainlj, sir; you are probing me in 
the most sensitive part of my feelings. 

Mr. W. 1 woo la wound only to comfort: the insi- 
dious attention paid by the baronet to Mrs. Corn6ower 
I have long observed—— 

Com, And have interpreted the politeness with which 
Mrs. Cornflower, considering him oor guest, received 
it to her disAdvantage : this, sir, is not well done — yon 
insult me — ^you hurt me— you 

Mr, W* Necessity imposes the task. — Sir Charles's 
assiduities have made more impression on Mrs. Corn- 
flower than you imagine : he was a man well calculated 
to seduce, and Mrs. Cornflower- 
Corn. For heaven's sake, sir, do not trifle ; declare 
all your suspicions, and I'll stake my existence on my 
poor Emma's innocence. — Your cruelty, sir, brings 
tears into my ejes ; and your character only bridles my 
anger— mv Bmma false? 

Mr. W, Have you ever known me capable of a 
serious falsehood? [Impressively, 

Com. [Pauses tritk fear'] Never: perhaps she has 
returned.— [Goes to ring a Bell; Mr, W. stops him. 

Mr. W. Restrain your impatience a momeut 

Corn, Then plainly speak all, and do not agonize m j 
heart with phantoms you cannot — ^I hope— you cannot 
realise. 

Mr. W, Delicacy now were cmelty — could I have 
spoken to you yesterday, all might have been pre- 
vented. 

Com. All what? Speak! Unaccountable horrors 
freesB me. [loipautoned. 
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Mr. W^ Compose jonraelf. [FuU a Chair, 

. Com, Compote njielf on the rack f Speak, man, 
wbat yoa know : Emma Cornflower false? No, no, no»- 
fet, jon would not destroy — ^but wbj not yon as likely 
MseasaheP 

. Mr. W, Tbe hour of temptation only exhibits our 
hearts— yoar wife is— 

Com. What? \Avmvui. 

Mr, W. Gone. 

Com, Where? when? how? [Agonued. 

Mr. W. No one can tell ; we have searched for her 
the whole day, bnt in vain. Fanny, her maid, is missinji^ 
with her— yon saw the baronet off, then went to the 
county-meeting: in an boor after both were ffone. 
[Corr^wer, with a Groans drops into the Chair, and sobs 
audibly, his Face hid] Indulge awhile this natural ex- 
cess of grieiy then listen 

Com. Liisten I to what bnt madness ? Corse on the sex ! 

Mr, W> Hold : curse not all for one. 

Com. That one was all to me<~had I but died, and 
i|;nonuit of this, 1 had been blessed ! 

Mr. W. To ooTet death is tbe common fault of dis- 
appointed eonfidence. Remember, resignation is our 
dutr. 

Com, Yon have no broken heart — ^yon have no wife 

—nor I 

' Mr, W. [Wipes his Eyes'] I am a man, and must 
partake yonr sorrows: but can I be your friend, and 
let them crush you? No:— >then let my friendship, 
Uteding with my duty, draw from the sacred source of 
healing hope tfaiat consolation which may calm yonr 
breast. 

Com. Oj yon had need, for yon have planted a 
dagger there, death, death only can withdraw. — Which 
way went they ? Ill fly, pursue, and sacrifice 'em. 

[Gotn^ off* 

Mr. W. Hold^-reeolleet yourself, and then- 



il^r^Jr- 



Com, [With an affected Cahmess] I will! the storm 
ia iiast — give me wine— I am sick at heart. O man. 
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man! hog adders, Tipert, icoriiioDSy bok trait oot wo- 
man! [2Ws open the Parcel, and produces two Par^ 
traits tn one Frame] That was lier present; she her- 
self bad begged it ; her portrait and mine^ united in 
one band as we were !-^, bow the wish delighted me ! 
Look at that face; does that, sir, speak deceit? See, 
see that angel-smile! that heavenly look! — that^that 
— eonfnsion! [Dashes it doum] Bat it's over — Vwo 
conquered— I've torn her from my heart—ha — ha — ha! 
ikysterically. Rushes of, folkwed by Mr. WUHams. 

SGBNB III. 

A Ueath. Sir Charles's House in the Distance. 
A public House on one Side the Stage. Rain heard. 

Enter Peter, runmi^. 
Peter. Bless my heart, bow it raids! and that's not 
the worst of it: I saw Robin and Dr. Pother at a dis- 
tance; they have smoked ns, I suppose; and if tbey 
saw me, all's done op — ^I'll pop into Chalk's, for I shall 
newer be able to reach onr honiie across the heath, 
yonder, without being seen. Here, Chalk ! Chalk ! 

[Knocks at the Doer. 

Enter Chalk, ./rmn the Door. 

Chalk. Ah, master Peter, is it yon? 

Peter. Very much like me; stand by, and let me get 
out of the rain. 

Chaik. I don't mind rain, for my part 

Peter. Why, water is Tour best friend; your grog's 
like an April day, a little sunshine with a deluge of 
water. 

Chalk. I'm sore, Mr. Ptoter, my spirits are all proof. 

Peter. Not water-proof; for yon senerally give them 
the dropsy. ^ [Esit into the House. 

Chalk. An impudent fellow ; but I most be mum, for 
fear of his master ; and if he wasn't my landlord and a 
magistrate, Td tell him a piece of my mind : he ought 
to be ashamed of himself— two womeD at once, and 

Peter. Chalk I Chalk! [WUhouL 
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Chalk. CSoming! eomiiig! a poppy! odlinp^ tbout 
\m^ nA never pftjiog. {(joei into the Houte* 

Enter Robin and Pother. 

Rolnn. Daog it, how proTokinic it were to miu the 
root, and that tike, only at t' last town. 

Path, Provoking, indeed; Tin afraid if* a loat oaie, 
aod searoeiy know what to prescribe; bat it will make 
anornlaritory. 

Robin. Never miDd stories now, mon ; 1et*s go in 
here till t' horrioane be over, and oonsider in t' mean 
time what to do — Here, hoose! honse! 

Re-enter Chalk. 

ChaUc. Please to want, gentlemen ? 

Ke6tn. To oome in, to be sore ; what a daft chap 
thon man be to ax sack a qaestion! This is a hoose for 
travellers, I raoken, that's enoagh for as; and we've 
brass in oar pockets, and that's enough for thee. 

Path* Speaking of brass, I know a monstrons good 
story aboot the widow Wad and a warming-pan. 

RoMn. Rot the widow Wad, and the warming^>pan 
too! be I to stand in the pelting rain to listen to socli 
gab ? [Goes in. 

Path. Landlord,- yoo never heard snoh a story in 
yonr life. Says the widow Wad— 

ChaUc C!oming! coming! [Runs in. 

Path, Insolent fellow! I'll go find the waiter; for 
I'm determined somebody shall hear it. [Goes in, 

SCENE IV. A Room in the House, A Chinmey-board 
conceals the Fire-place, Table and Chairs, A Win- 
dow and a Door, * 

Pbtxr discovered. 
Peter, I certainly manceavrad Mrs. Cornflower and 

Pianny neatly; bot the women are both so sqoeamisfa, 

and squall so, I don't know what we shall do with 'em ; 

entreaties are useless, and foroe is dangeroos. 
Robin, IWiihout] Ony where— ooy where— I'le find 

my way. 
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Peter, There thej are; why didn't I oaaUon Chalk? 
they're oomiiig op here; where shall I hide? {Looks 
abwX] O, this ohimney-board will cooceal ne. 

[Geto behind it. 

Enter Robin and PoTHCity preceded by the Waiter, 
who puts a GUus of Liqtutr on the TabUf and exit, 

Robin, Doctor Pother, towards your good health. 
Why, thitf stuff be like yoor poticary stuff, dear and 
nasty. 

Poth, Ha, ha, ha! I could tell yoo a story about an 
apothecary. 

Robin. Could yon? Wbr, as we must stay here till 
rain's orer, we may as well mak' ourselves agreeable : 
so rive us a story, doctor. 

Path. With all my heart. — ^Yoo must know that 

Chalk. [WithoutJThh way, sir; this way. 

Poth. I protest Uiere's always something occurs to 
interrupt my stories. 

Enter Chalk and Stubble ; the latter shaking the 
Rain off his Hat. 

Robin, What, roeaster Stubble, what brought yoa 
here? 

Stub. Why, I may pot the same question to yoo, 
Robin. 

Poth. I fancy, Stnbble, we are all on a scent ; tell 
yoo the storv of our joomey — set out — ^post haste — 
over gate, stile, hedge, and ditch— stuck in a bog — and, 
says Robin — 

Robin. Stop i'the bog abit, while we hear Stobble's 
story. 

Stub. We're after the loet sheep, Mrs. Cornflower. 
I left master at the last town, stopping to bare the 
horse shoed; and tmdged on before, to inqoire for 
Coortly-hall, which parson WiUiams foond in a road- 
book. 

ChaUe, Coortly-hall is across the heath, gentlemen. 

Robin, Then 1 shall catch that rascal Peter at last. 
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Chalk. Yoo mean sir Charles's man : he was here 
josk before yoo came in ; and which way he went oot, I 
can't tell ;'~bat shall 1 bring joa any thin|^» gentlemen ? 

Stub. Aj, landlord ; and as it's bat a raw day, and 
we may wait some time for the rain, snppose yoa light 
the fire. 

Chalk. Directly, gentlemen. [£nt. 

Poth. Like yoar notion of the fire vastly— looking 
at the obimney-board puts me in mind of a story — 
Calling one day on a gouty patient ; chimney-sweeper 
was sweeping parlour chimney, which came into the 
floe of patient's chamber — *' How's gout?" said I-^ 
** Wish the Devil had it," said he ; lump came some- 
thing against the chimney-board, and out rolls the little 
soot-scraper into the room. — '<The Devil!" cries the 
patient, and jumped out of the window into the fish-pond 
Delow it — cured gout ; and, out of gratitude, he gives 
the chimney-sweepers, every Maynday, a public break* 
fast in the afternoon. 

Re-enter Chalk, with a red hot Poker. 
Robin, That's right, landlord ; I'ze remove t' board* 
and we'll be in a blaze in no time. 
[Robin removes the Board, — ChaUc appliei the Poker 
to the Fire, which is laid^ and the Ftre is lighted. — 
Peter drops down the Chimney, and jumps out with 
terror. 
Chalk. A thief! a thief! 
Robin. O, it's thee, is it? I've got thee at last. 

ITo Peter. 
Chalk. What, Peter? 

Peter. Yes, it's Peter !— " Dead for a duoat." [Aside, 
Stub, Villain! Where is she? 
Peter, She? Who? 

Robin. None of thy tricks : speak, or I'ze haul thee 
over t' coals. 

Peter. Why, I have been hauled over the coals.— 
What shall I do ? I'll sham fkint to gain time for recol- 
lection. [Aside^ Oh! I'm very much hurt— Oh! oh! 

[Pretends to faint'. 
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Robin. O, that's all sham-Abrahain. 

Poth. ril soon find oot that; Til bleed him— [fVeJs 
for a Lancet]— Bless me, I have not fi^ot a lancet. 

Hcbin. Here's an excellent fleam, man, and I'll bold 
him. l^Peter jumps up, trie* to etcape^ but ts secured 
by Robvn] Now, down on thj marrow-bones, and tell 
me where Mrs. Cornflower be, or I'ze brak' every bone 
i'thv skin. 

Peter. 1 know nothing about her. 

Chalk. Why, joo told me that was tbe name of a 
ladj old Dick drove to yoor master's — old Dick, geu« 
tlemen, belongs to the Ram inn, at the last town. 

Stub. Then V\\ find him out, while yon make that 
fellow confess. [Exit. 

Poth. Confess, toke my advice. [To Peter, 

Peter. Take anv thing but your plivsic. 

Robin. Noneof yournonsense: did Mrs. Cornflower 
go off with thy master in a volontarv manner? 

Peter. No ; in a post-chaise. I'll tell yon how it 
was— my master stood there, as yoo may do; [Places 
Robin Mf the Door] the lady stood there, as yon may 
do; [Places ChaUc by him] and I stood there, as yoo 
may do — [ Places Pother by C^/fc]— op drove the chaise 
—now soppose me old Dick 

Poth. Old Nick, you mean. 

Ptter. Very well for yon, doctor. — I ran to the 
chaise-door, and opened it thus, [Opens the Window} 
and now— catch me who can. 

[Jumps out, followed by Robin and Chalk. 

Poth. I'll follow the moment I have digested all this 
— make a capilal story. Farmer and wife— rural affec- 
tion—husband abroad— wife at home— intriguing ba- 
ronet — elopement— pursuit— red-hot poker — old Nick 
in the chimney — down he comes — fat in the fire — and 
the devil hauled over the coals. [Looks out at the Win- 
dow"] There they go!— Now, Peter — now, Robin — 
Peter puffs — Robin at his heels — Peter at the pond — 
can't cross in time to go round — Robin seizes him — 
struggle — pull-haul — wrestle — and — there they go 
plamp into the pond together. Huzza! it will make 
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u good a stor J m my history of a debatinip tooiety : I 
wuA there was aoy body here to toll it to. 

AIB. 

The forom for fan and Tariely 
Is a debating society; 
Socb jpibbling 
And s^uabblinff. 
And bommmg and baling ; 
Sncb tfaamping 
And jnmping. 
Air beating and sawing; 
Months like cannons ope, 
Cbarg'd with figore and tropCi 
Splitting lop^cal straws in '* no meanings'* digestion. 
With iodeuiite answer to qnibbliug qaestion. 
[Spoken,'] * Gentlemen of the Philologioa] Fomm, the 
qoestioD for this evening's agitation is — Which is most 
essential to the pbysioal faculties of moral economy, 
and the intellectual energies of reciprocal ratiooinatioii, 
waltzes, or Welsh wigs?* [In several Voices] Ob! 
bravo ! bravo ! bravo ! — Mr. President and genllemea 
~-hem ! — the ouestion propounded for — hem ! this even- 
ing's — hem ! discussion, is of the utmost importance to 
the — bem ! — Mr. President, that gentleman's hem is hot 
a so so business; and if he draws the thread of bis argu- 
ment so slowly, he'll not get through a stitch to-uignt. 
—Mr. President, 1 rise to the qaestion, and I shall pro- 
dace an nnanswerable argument, to which I expect a 
oaie||[orical answer. — Mr. President, bow can any gnan, 
that IS not an Irishman, expect an answer to an nnanswer- 
able argument ? — Mr. President, if that jontleman is after 
making national reflexions, I've a national answer to bis 

Sueslion, called a shelaly, that will be after knocking 
own him and his argument together. — Sir, it is first 
necessary to inquire what moral economy, and the in- 
tenectual energies are; and, to be brief, I shall divide 
the subject into no more than twenty-one beads.-— What 
are you polling out vour niffht-cap Ibjr while the g^entle 



n's speaking ^—Sflenoe ! Mr. LeatUrlungsonhis legs 
—Sir, 1 will speak, it's my ^urn—Then turn him out 
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Order! order ! qae«tioD ! qaestion! chair! chair! chair! 
All talkers and no hearers, till the forom's like a fair. 

Order ffain'd throagh the chairman's authority. 
Seconded by the majority. 
Gives season ^ 

For reason, , 

And quaint specalation ; 

With ranting 

And panting, 

And doll declamation : 

With fury and fuss, ' 
The case to discuss; 
To twist and to twine. 
Perplex and define; 
With paradox, punning, bad grace, and worse grammar. 
While some squeak, and some bellowysome storm, and 
some stammer. 

[Spoken in several Foicc*]— Mr. President— Of this 

3uestton much may be said on both sides, though I am 
ecisiTeiy on one side; and notwithstanding what any 
gentleman can say on the other side, I shall back my 
argument with such breast-work, that I shall have him 
on the hi^, and leave him not a leg to stand upon. — 
Mr. President, I am clearly in favour of waltzes — 
waltzes come from Germany with whiskers, sausages, 
melo-draniM, and many other drams equally efficacions. 
A waltzp is a dance, an innocent recreation, conducive 
both to health and cheerfulness; and what can be more 
favourable to reason and morality? A Welsh wig is — 
what is it!' A mean covering for the head ; bestowing 
not wisdom, lika a law ver's wig, bronze like a Brutus, 
gravity like a tie, weight like a full bottom, or smart- 
ness like a scratch ; but is, as it were, a mere night-cap, 
fit only for quisszes, quidnuncs, watchmen, and, what's 
all the same, old women. — Personal, personal.— I beg 
P*JJjon» "••, I didn't know any old woman was present. 
— T^'' **''®****®°^» 1 maintain that waltzes are immoral. 
—-No, no! — Sir, the morality of the subject in question 
depends upon dUb question; and I question if that 
nuesUon is at all questionable— Is morality an active or 
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an inaotiire principle'P If aotiTe, wo most decide for 
• waliflses ; ana, if inaotiTe, for Welsh wigs: and 1 have 
■no <loiil»t bot that every gentleman who is of nj mind 
will be of the same opinion. — Sir, a learned aatbor, 
whose name I have forgot, and whose words I don't re- 
collect, asserto what I shall not take ap year time by 
repeating ; bot, on the sabject of debate, the enlightened 
Dr. Dnmfnsle, in his Dissertation on Donderheads, 
has, in the most elegant Latin, these emphatic words— ^ 

Comparabandas ham, wiggum com waltzo, 
Describnsqae, rumfosqae, waltzum cum wiggo« 

Knock down Dr. Dumfozzle 

Order! order! qaestion! qoestion! chair! ehair! ohsir! 
AH talkers and no hearers, till the foram's like a fair. 

The hobbab at length being paralyz'd. 
The qaestion is farther on analyz'd : 
•* I move, sir, 
To prove, sir. 
That, spite of all qaarrel, 
Welsh wigs, sir, 
Are gigs, sir, 
' And waltzes are moral. 

Let those who can't dance. 
From envy advance 
An argnment con ;" 
And thus he goes on. 
Till above all the voices another exalts his. 
To prove that Welsh wigs are more moral than waltzes. 
[Spoken in geveral Vmces] Mr. President, I aver that 
waltzes, being more expensive thai4 Welsh wigs, the 
latter are most agreeable to moral economy; thoogh 
waltzes, by overheating people, and giving them eofd, 
are more serviceable to the physical faculty; who are 
often obliged to prescribe Welsh wigs to restore the 
intellectwil energies, for the purposes of reciprocal ror 
twcinatwn.— Sir, as to the morality of waltzes, 1 shall 
prove that Welsh wigs^that is, that Welsh wigs, com- 
pared with waltzes, being comparatively by ciAipanson, 
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similar to waltzes, oonmarad with Welsh wi^, allow- 
in||^ for the moralitj or the one and the ratiooinatioa 
of the other. — ^Nonsense, nonsense. — Silence — nointer-- 
niption — the president speaks 

Gentlemen, to stop all this heterogeneous burl jboH j, 
the clerk shall read some of the fundamental rales of 
the societj. 

It is not required that anj gentleman should be obli- 
ged either to understand himself or make any bodj else 
understand him ; for as ever^ gentleman has his opi- 
nion, if he is satisfied with it, that is enough ; as no 
man, who is a man, ought to give up his opinion to any 
man, for no man. 

Anj gentleman may go to sleep during a debate, pro- 
yided he wakes time enough for hearing the question 
put; and then he is recommended to vote with the 
strongest party. 

Gentlemen who learn their speeches by heart are re- 
«^uired to come perfect ; and, for the benefit of discus- 
sion, incontrovertible arguments, on boUi sides of the 
question, may be had of the secretary, at a reasonable 
rate, ready made. 

Any gentleman wishing to speak the whole eveninfi^, 
may, by paying all the expenses, be accommodated with 
the room to himself. 

Order! order! question! question! chair! chair! chair! 
All talkers and no hearers, till the forum's like a fair. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE V. An Apartment in Sir Charles's House. 
The Door to another Apartment in the Scene, 

Enter Mr^ Cornflower and Fannt. 

Mrs, C. What misery has indiscretion cost me! and 
though guilty only of mental error, and brought here 
by stratagem and force, how odious must I appear in 
the eyes of my husband I to whom I cannot fly, and 
from whom I am, perhaps, separated for ever. 

Fanny. My dear madiun, a thought has just struck 
ne: as We are eonfiued bere, ana can make no one 
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liewy sappofle you was to write a note, and throw it 
o«t of toe widow, over the wall ; »jing bow we were 
deluded from the farm bj that wretch Peter, forced into 
a ohnse, and broof^ht here ; and desiriDgf whoever fioda 
it to earry it directly to my master: there is peo, iok, 
and Miper ^o the next room. 

Alrt. €f» The soggestion is good; I will execute it; 
and hearen prosper our hope. 

Fanny. And I'll get every thing ready, ma'am. [£xtt. 

Mn. C. Alas! Henry, what most be your sufferings? 
Yet they oanoot equal mine: so long with him in ^our 
alMencOy his art and accomplishments dazsled my ima* 

E' nation, and led me to excuse, instead of resenting, 
s first approaches; and this, the extent of my guilt, 
has placed me in his power. 

AIR. 

Ills surround me. 
Fears confound me, 
Ev'ry moment cares increase; 
Ever siehing, 
Hope buying 
Balm, to give my bosom peace. 
Liike the fawn, by the lion pursued 

To some preoipioe, panting for breath. 
Who looks down on tne fierce raging flood. 
And plunees, despairing, to death. 

flls surround me, &c. [Exit, 

Enter Miss Courtly and Jenny, in Travelling 
Dresses. 

Miss C. Tell my brother I am here. [To the Servant 
who ushers them in — exit Servant.^ I ^ni glad I came as 
you advised, Jenny ; there is some mystery in my bro- 
ther's being here, which I most unravel. 

Jenny. Snort time as I have been in the house, ma'am, 
I have seen significant looks enough to tell me all if 
not right. 

Mtss C. Then my ooming may prevent mischief. 
Go, and prepare my room. [Ilxit Jenny] Now to con- 
sult my gnaidian brother aboat this formidable captain, 
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from wbom I bare endearoored to conceal tbe ioterest 
be ba» in my affections, till I am sure of bis, or I am afraid 
I sball stand as little obanoe of resisting bis persuasions 
of matrimony, as simple Lisette did tbose of ber I over , 
Lobin. 

AIR. .M^ 

Young Lobln loy*d tbe fair Lisette, 

And tapping at ber window came; 
Tbe son nad barely risen yet — 

8be peepM and cried, *' O, fie, for sbame!" 
" Sweet maid," says be, *' 'lis smiling May, 

Come, let us rove." — *' Indeed," said sbe, 
** So soon — Wbat will tbe neigbbonrs say ? 

Pi done ! fi done ! ab, mon ami." 
Still Lubin soft persaasion tried, 

And fair Lisette at last, content, 
Forgot tbe neigbbonrs, ceas'd to obide, 

Stole out, and wilb bim Maying went. 
And oft a stolen kiss be caugbt; 

Lisette no doubt displeas'd woolS be. 
Vet onW said, wbate'er sbe tbongbl, 

** Fi done! fi done! ab, mon ami." 
He tolk'd of lore, << Come let's away," 

Sbe cried, yet loiter'd ; silly tbing; 
He press'd ber, too, to fix tbe day. 

And on ber linger plao'd a ring. 
Sbe started, blosb'd, and bung ber head, 

Yet verj angry tried to be. 
But only sigb'd, and softly said, 

** Fi done ! fi done ! ab, mon ami." 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir C. Wby, sister Rozabel, wbat in tbe iwme of 
astonisbment broogbt yon down bere? 

Miss C. Neitber seeing nor bearing from you, bro • 
t)ier Cbarles, I concluded some accident bad Mppened : 
but I am bappy my fears were groundless. Ana now, 
brotber, I want some serioas eonrersation witb yon. 
• iStr C. Yon know 1 bate serioos eonvorsalion. 

Milt C But it is of oonseqmnoe to my happiness; 
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and as joo are left mj guardiao> who eke should I con- 
solt^ [Laughing, 

SirC. WhaloaBshebeairaiogat? [Aside] Well, go 
ou« I am all attention. [Affecting gravity. 

Mist C, 1 hare had an adventare. An insult I re- 
ceived in St. James's Park brought a yonnr officer to 
my protection, whom i afterwards met at ladj Fanfljr'i, 
danced with, and 

Sir C Lost your heart. 

Miu C, Even so, brother. 

Sir C, And what may his name be^ 

Jtftss C. Captain Bel ton : and now, my dear brother, 
as my peace is concerned, 1 most request that yon will 
ascertain for me all that relates to this formidable fel- 
low, before my heart gels too far engaged to retreat. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. A gentleman, sir, who says hii name is captain 
Belton. 

Sir C. [Looking tigf^icantly at Mitt C, who it con- 
/uted and attonitned] Dj appointment, sister? [Atide 
to Mitt C] Show the gentleman up. 

[To Servant, who goet out. 

Mitt C. Brother, I scorn your suspicion : how, or 
why, he should come here, is to me astoiiishiug. On 
my honour 1 knew not of it. [Exit in confutum. 

Sir C. It is easily accounted for: he has discorered 
for where she left London, and followed her. 

Re-enter Servant, introducing Captain Belton. 
Servant toitMlraut, 
Sir, yoor senrant. 

Cap. B. Yoor senrant, sir Charles. I have intro- 
duced myself, though nuknown to yon ; but the busi- 
ness which brought me here is of too mnch consequence 
for ceremonv. 

SirCl bate ceremony, sir» as much as any man : 
hot as I have some idea of ^j^onr business, 1 think a 
little delioacT might be requisite^ 

Cd^ B. If you have an idea of it^ delicacy, air, is a 
consideration yon can have little claim to. 
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Sir C. Well, this is the most impadeol introdocUon 
to a love-storj 1 ever met with. [Aside, 

Cap. B, Concern for the happiness of a sister, sir • 

Sir C. I mast, of coarse, be well ac^aainted with : 
and, as yon pat delioaer out of the question. 1 shall fol- 
low yoar example, and declare that I shall take care 
to keep that sister out of roar reach. 

Cap. B, [Producing Pistols] Either instantly de- 
Hrer her to me, or take the alternatiTe. 

[Presenting him vnth a PistoL 

Sir C. [Taking the Pistolr-aside] Well, this is the 
first time 1 CTer anew that the way to make an impres- 
sion apon a sister's heart, was by a ballet throngh her 
brother's. [They take places and present. 

Re-enter Miss Courtly screaming, and stands 
between them. 

Miss C. For besTen's sake, brother — captain Belion. 

Cap. B. Miss Courtly ! this most appear strange, 
madam ; but insulted honour demands it. 

SirC. Insulted honour? Zounds, sir, I don't com- 
prehend you : here's a man introduces himself to me 
without the least ceremony, disclaims delicacy while 
talking of the happiness of a sister, and demands her 
of me, as a highwayman would my purse, by a pistol; 
then talks of insulted honour. 

[Cap. B. and Miss C. stand apart, hath agitated. 

Com. [Without] Resist my entrance, and Flf knock 
you down. 

Cap. B, The Toioe of m^ brother! 

[Mtss Courtly retiresfrightened^ 

Sir C. His brother ! so, so, now his madness is a&* 
counted for; I foresee a pretty end to this business; but 
I must braaen it out. [Aside. 

Enter Cornflowsb. 

Com. BeltonI astonishment! [Seeing Cap. £. 

Cap. B. Barnard has told me all that has happened, 
the rest shall be explained hereafter. 

Sir C. Upon my word^ gentlemen, you puale 
breaking into my house like '" 
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Com. Sliall we ttand apon oeremony with a robber, 
the. yiolaler of inuoeenoe, the destrojer <tf the lies of 
bunanity i 

Sir C. Yoa honoor me, sir, prodigioosly ; bat when 
joQ have oeaaed to be faoetions, do me the favour to 
wriddle all this. 

Com. Mrs. Cornflower is in this honse, sir : retora 
her to me iDOocent as yoo found her — that yoa cannot 
do-^h ! it was inhnman-— yoar life was presenred ; in 
relnm, too take away the support of mine. 

Cap. B. Gome, sir, no longer parley. [To Sir C. 

5ir C. I shall aoooant regularly with ^on, gentle- 
men : bnty before I deign to answer all this insolence, 
yon will, no doubt, in your nice calculations of honour 
produce some proof of 

Tk€ Door in the back part of the Scene opens, ■ and 

Miss Courtly appears wuh Mrs. Cornflower^ 

who flies to her Husband. 

Miss C» Brother! brother! I haTe disooTcred this 
secret; and I owe the exposure of it to my own ho- 
noor, and the hope of your refornwtion. 

Sir C. Confusion ! 

Mrs. C. Henry, is it a dream; or am I safe? My 
brother here, toor IRecoverjn^. 

Com. [Putting her gently from html JBmma, this is 
not a dream ; would it were ! From here you go for 
erer : but my arms must now be widow'd. [Mrs. C 
fainting, is held by Cap. B."] Look, look at that beau- 
teous roin, and say, murderer ! fiend f what atonement 
yon can make for such a wreck ! Ob, she was an angel 
of light! now she is [To Sir C. 

Sir C. Not quite so vehement, sir : for 1 most say, 
in my own defence, as well as the lady's, that she is in- 
nocent. 

Cam. Innocent? speak it again; innocent? 

Mrs. C. Yes, Henry, Indeed innocent, [liecovered. 

Com. Yet yon fled my hoose. 

Sir C. InToluntarily, sir. 

Com. A husband's honour bears a sacred charaoUr. 
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I matt be nlii6edl beyond a doabt I never compro- 
miied mj late : I oenn«t> will net, eoaprondee my 
honoor. 

Mrs.C. Too creel! [Weeping. 

Sir C. Whet proof do 700 went? If being 4nggA 
here agtinst her will ; if agony for yon, and oontannt 
for Me, oonetitnCe innooenoe^ 1 repeat the b inneoenC 

Mrt, C. Indeed it is troth. 

Re^aUer a Servant, 
Sen, A gentlenan named Barnard, air. [To Sir C. 
Sir C. Show him np; all the neighbonrhood, if thej 
oome. lEantSerwou, 

Re-€nter a Senxmt, with Baknabd, Stvbblb, 
4md Dick. 

Com, Barnard, my friend, yonr nnexpected pre- 
■ence [To Barnard. 

Bam, Will, I hope, tet all right I accompanied 
yonr brother here : we settled that he should make hit 
appearance alone. While watting at an adjaoent honie, 
Stnbble found me, and brought me this man, who drore 
the ohaise, in which Peter and a gang of rasoaliy by 
force, brought Mrs. CoroBower here. 

Stuib, Yes ; and one of the gang was old (Serard. 

.Bom. Here is a note, too, I pick'd np under the 
window of this house, that will, I trust, remove ali 
scruple. 

Corn. [Taket it tremblin^hf] TU Bmma's hand: 
[Reads] «* Whoever you are, tf^you can pity peneented 
tnnocenee^if^orn^-^CoriM0wer^--at~-farmr-^nea^ 
his VB^e — treacheronsly forced away — now a prisoner in 
the house of sir Chartes Courtly-^m this heath-<unply 
rewarded — £oijna Comjlowerr 
This could be no trick — she could nerer expect me here. 

[A$id£. 

Enter Robin, wet and dirty, 
Robin. I gotten all t' fact out of him. 
Genu Who/ 
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IMriH. P«ter: lie v«igledswaj TOOT wife anderc(«i- 
deetnt pr oton c w , and forced her into a skoff. Pre kad 
a pretty tosele wi' hin, to mak' him ooahm ; and aw«y 
we weoty Gheek-bj-jo«rl, ivto t^ hone-pond. I gave 
Idn anch a doektng, it cooled liit eoorafle, and he oon- 



.^ I all. — Vonr wife's innooent; and I wooldn't tell 

JOG a flam, that joa know well enooffh. 

Cam. Eoiaia — ^I oan scareelj speak— joj, confasion, 
o*eroome me. If I faaTc appeared erael, oar mutaal 
Jiononr, oar fatore happiness, demanded I shoald clear 
your character bejond the poosihiUtT of doubt Can 
yon now fornre me? 

Mrs. C. I have nothings to forgive: appearances 
were against me, and the severity of ray trial has been 
amply overpaid by the farther proofs it has given me 
of Vonr interrity and afieotion. 

Cap. B. Yon have still to aeoonnt to me, sir. 

IToSirC. 

Sir C. When yon please, sir. ISignificantly. 

Miss C. Brother, [To Sir C.) do not attempt to de- 
fend one crime by the commission of another. To 
captain Belton I oan only remark, that the point of ho- 
noor being established in the innocence or his sister, 
he will [^Signi^antly] not oonsolt the feelings of all 
here by persisting in his present porpose. 

Sir C. Here let me interfered have done wrong, 
and would make reparation. — ^To yoa, [Mrs. C] ma^ 
dam, I oan make no amends: perhaps not to jou, sir 
[To Com.] — bat I hope I can make mv peace with cap« 
tain Belton, by bestowing on him, as her goardian, the 
hand of this lady. He may impale this concession to 
cowardice : if so, I am stiH ready to meet him : I feel 
no cowardice but that of guilt. 

Cop. jB. Bat how will miss Courtly decide? 

Mtss C« I most consent, i suppose, lo make some sa- 
crifice for a general peace; and, therefore, as plenipo- 
lentiary extraordinary, f hereby ratify it. 

[Gtoes her Hand, 

Com. My Bmma restored to me in all the triumph 
of innocence: 1 have no further resentment. And 
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now, from the lesson before us, may all learn never to 
boast of seoorit^ till the hour of trial be past As frail 
beings, let homilitjr be oor monitor, and charity our 
motto : and from this feeling^ may we hope our finends 
will ad?ooate the caose of the Parmer's Wife! 



Mn. C, My trial past, retriev'd my (ame, 
Should wits my story handle. 
Protect me, sisters kind, from blame, 
, Against the shafts of scandal. 

Cho, Her faults forgiving and forgetting, 
Ease her bosom's anxious strife ; 
Her hope supporting, caose abetting, 
Kindly aid the Farmer's Wife. 
Com. Ye married men of honour stem. 
Appearance was deceiving ^ 
But from her curious story learn, 
All seeing i'n't believing. 
Cho. Her faults, &o. ^ 

Miss C. Unmarried belles, unmarried beaux. 
Whene'er detail'd her story, 
Since from the trial pure she rose. 
Defend her, I implore jb, 
Cho. Her faults, &o. 
Cap* B, Here indiscretion's folly read. 

Then judge with charity through life; 
Bam. And, as support her mind must need. 

Protect, kind friends, the Farmer's Wife. 
Cho. Her&ults,&o. 



C. WUtUnchun, Printer, Chiawick. 
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ACT THE PmST. 




8CENB I. A Hall m the Cade* 

Enter Mr. Fiiani:. 

Frank, x o what homiliatioD has mj bad furtaoe 
rednoed me, when it briogs ne here aa fcambie mip- 
pliant to mj base oppressor! 

Enter Snacks, speaking. 

Snackt, A letter for me by express ! What ean it be 
abeat i Soaethiii|p of great consequence freoi my lord , 
Isoppoae.—- Frankhere! What tbe devil does be wantr 
-'^Oome a b^ging though, I dare saj. 

Frank, Good moming to joo, Mr. Snacks. 

Snacks. Good morning. [CfUiy. 

Frank, I'm ooowy sir, to— —I say, sir, I'm oome 
to 

Snacks, Well, sir, I see yon are come; and what 
then? What are yon oome for, sir ? 

Fnmlb The leraunatioa of the lawsuit which you 
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have M> long oarried on againat me, owing to my entire 
inability to proeecate it any fartlier, has thrown mo 
into difficulties which I cannot snrmoont without yonr 
kind assistance. 

Snacks, Very pretty, indeed! Yoo are a very modest 
man, Mr. Frank; ywtje spent yoor last shilling in 
quarrelling with me, and now yon want me to nelp 
you. 

Frank, The farmcalled Hundred Acres is at present 
untenanted — ^Fwish to rent it. 

Snacks. You wish to rant it, do you ? And pray, sir, 
Where's yonr money? And what do yqn know about 
fanning? 

Frank, I hare studied agrioulUue; and, with care, 
haTe no doubt of being able to pay my rent rqgu- 
larlv. 

&mcks. But I have a great doubt about it ^No, 

Do^ nr; do you think I'm so unmindful of his lord- 
ship's interest as to let his land to a poor oorioe like 
you? It won't do, Mr. Frank ; I can't think of it— «— 
Ck>od day, friend ; good da^. IShaunng kim the Door» 

Frank, My necessities, sir 

Snacks. 1 We nothing to do with your neoessitieap 
sir; I have other business Good day»— There's the 



iFVani^. Unfeeling wretch! 

Snacks. What! 
. Frank. But what could I expect? Think not, thoa 
fordid man, 'tis for myself I sue— My wife, my children 
•^'tis for them I ask yoor aid, or else my pride had 
never stoop'd so low: my honest poverty }g no dii- 
gnee: yonr ill-gotten gold nves yon no adrantago 
over me ; for I had rather feefmy heart beat freely, aa 
it does now, than know that I possess'd your wealth, 
and load it with the crimes entail'd upon it lExit. 

Snacks, A mighty line speech, truly ! I think HI try 
if I can't lower your tone a little, my fine, blustering 
fellow t HI have yon laid by the heels before night for 
this. Proud as you are, yoe'll have time to reflect in 
a jail, and bring down your epirit a Jitde. But, ceme. 
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let me M^e what bt letter saji. Wliat« detl of tine 

IVe loet with that beggar ! [Readt, 

Sir, — This it to irform yoti that mv lord Lackwit died 

an heir to hit estate^ — his lordship never acknouh- 

ledged her at his w^e-^^son eaUed Robin Roughead 

Robin is the legal heir to the estate to jmt him 

in immediate possession, according to his lordship's last 
wiU and testament. Yours to command, 

■ Kit Codicil, AWf at Law* 
Here^B a catastrophe! Robin Roag^ead a lord! My 
stewardship has doae prettj well for me already, bat I 
think 1 shall make it do better now. 1 know this Robin 
tery well; he's denfish canning, Fm afraid; bat I'll 
tickle him. He shall marry my daughter — then 1 can 
do as I please. To be sore, I Have given my promise 
to Rattle ; bat what of that? he hasn't eot it under ray 
hand. I think I had better tell Robin this news at 



onoe ; it will make him mad and then I shall do as 

I please with him. Aj, ay, Pll go. How anfortanate 
that I did not make friends with him before! He has 
no great reason to like me: I never f^nwe him any thing 

bat hard words. IRattle sings wvthout} Gonfoond 

it ! here's that fellow Rattle coming. 

Enter Rattle. 

JfiaL Ah, my old daddy! how are yon? ^Whal! 

have yon got the mamps — oan*t yoa speak? 

Snacks. 1 wish yoa nad the mamps, and oonld not 
speak. What do yoo old daddy me for ? 

Rat. Whj, father-in-law ! corse me bat jon are most 
conoeitedly crasty to-dav; What's the matter with 
yon? why, yoo are as melancholy as a lame duck. 

Snacks. The matter is — that 1 am sick. 

Rat. What's Toar disorder? 

Snacks. A urfeit: I've had too mock of yon. 

Bat. Oh ! yoQ'U soon get the better of that ; for when 
I've married your daughter, curs^me if I shall trouble 
yott much with my oompaqy ! ^ , 

Snacks. But you bav'n't married her yet 
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Rat. Oh, btit I shall soon; I fanre got yoar proniae, 
yoa know. 

Snacks. Can't remomber any ««ch thioff. 

Eat. No! Yoar SMmory's very short tbea. 
^ Snacks, A abort awmery's very ooliToidoiit soaie- 



Rat, Aad so is a short stiok : and IVe a g^nat Bind 
to trv the ulilily of it now. I tell yoa wbt, Snaoks 

1 alwajs thopgbt yon was a damn'd old rascal, bat 

now Fm sore of it : it's no matter, thoq^h : I'll nuurry 
yoar daug^hler notwithstanding. 

Snacks. You will — will your 

Rat. Yes, Snacks, I will ; for I love her* I wonder 
how the devil sooh a pretty dirl ever came to have snoh 
a qoeer» little, shrivelled, old mopstick as yoa for a 
&tber. Snacks, your wife most certainly made & 
onckold of yoa ; itcoold not be else. 

Snacks, tmpadent rascal ! 

Kot. Bat it siji^nifies not who her &ther is; miss 
Nancy is loTely, and FU marrj her« Let me see — ^five 
thousand pounds too promised; yes/ you shall give 
her that on tl|e weddln^^-day. Yoa have been a steward 
a long time ; that sum must be a mei-e fleabite to yoa. 

Snacks. I rather think I shall never give her a far* 
thing, if she marries sooh a paltry fellow as ^oo. 

jKot. Why lookye ; I'm a Jivefy spark, with a good 
deal of fire m me, and it is not a little natter Uutt will 
pat me oat: where others sink I rise: and this opposi- 
iion of vonrs will only serve to blow me into a &ze 
that will burn yoa ap to a oiader. I^ ap to yoor go»> 
tip; I'm^ not to be had. 

Snacks. No, nor my daaghter*8 not to be had, Mr. 
Banker's Clerk ; so I shtnt waste any more tame with 
yoa : go; and lake in the flats in Lombard-street; it 
won't do here. fSait. 

Rat. Oh! whnt he has milled, fans he? I fcncy 
yooll find me the most tronblasoaie Made yon ever 
settled an aceoont ifHh, old Raiae-roirt. I'll aatoaisi 
vou, some how or other. I w«nder what has ohtnged 
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Eftter Miss Nawcy. 

Ahy mj cwee^ little, niral aofel ! How fares [t with 
yoD ? Yoa saule like a Maj morniiii^. 
Uatu Hie pJeatore of seeing yoa always laaket 

JRot. Indeed ! give me a kiss then. I love yon well 
enongh to marry yon withoat a farthing ; bot I think I 
may as well haye the five thousand poaods, if it's only 
to teaae old Longporse. 

Nan, Oh, yoa know yoa hare his promise for that. 
' Rat. Yes, bat he says he has forgot all about that, 
thongb It was no longer ago than yesterday ; and ho 
says 1 shan't have you. 

Nmu Does he indeed? 

Rat, Yee; bat never miad that. 

Nan, I thonghl yoa said yoo loved me? 

Rat. And so X do, belter than all the gold in Lom" 
hord-street 

Nan. Then why are yon not sorry that my father 
won't give his consent? 

Rat» His consent 1 I have got yours and my own. 
and I'll soon manage him. Don't you remember how I 
frighten'd him one night, when I came to visit yoa by 
stealthy drest like a ghost, which he thinks haupts the 
castle. Oh! I'll tarn that to account. I know he's 
very soperstitioas, and easily frightened into any thing* 
Gome» let's take a walk, and plot how I, vour knight* 
erraiit, shall deliver you firom this haaoted castle. 

[JGwim*. 

SCENE n. A Corn-field. 

Robin Hough ead discovered binding up a Sherf. ' 
Rob. Ah! work, work, work all day long, and ■• 
sooh Ihing as slopping a moaseai to rest I for there's 
oM Soaeks the stewanC al waj^i oikni the look-wit ; and 
if he sees one, slap he has it down in his book, and 
then thereof siacpeouDe gone plump. [Cpmei/eniwrd] I 
do hate that oldTohap, and that's the truth on't. Now, 
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if I wu lord of this place, Fd make one role-^— there 
should be no sach thing as work ; it should be one long 
holiday all the year ronnd. Yoar great folks hare 
' strange whims in their heads, that's for sartin. I don't 
know what to make of 'nn, not I. Now there's all jon 
great park there, kept for his lordship to look at, and 
Kis lordship has not seen it these twelve jear»— — Ah ! 
if it was mine, Td let all the villagers tarn their cows 
in there, and it should not cost 'em a farthing ; then, as 
the parson said last Sunday, I should be as nch as any 
in the land, for I should have the blessings of the poor. 
Bang it! here comes Snacks. Now I shall get a fine 
jobation, I suppose. 

Enter Snacks, hawing very obsequunaly ; Robin taket 
his Hat off, and ttands ttaring at him. 

Rob. I be main tir*d, master Snaolcs; so I stopt to 

rest myself a little: 1 hope you'll excuse it. 1 

wonder what the dickens he^s gprinning at. ^Aside, 

Snacks. Excuse it! I hope yoar lordship's infinite 
goodness and condescension will excose your lord- 
ship's most obsequious, devoted, and very humble 
servant Timothy Snacks, who is come into the presence 
of your lordship, for the purpose of informing your 
lordship 

Rob. Lordship ! he, he, he! Ecod ! I never knew as 
I had a. hump before. Why, master Snacks, yon grow 
funny in your old age. 

Snacks. No. my lord, I know mj doty better; I 
should never tnink of being funny with a lord. 

Rob. What lord? Ob, you mean the lord Harry, I 
suppose. No, no, must not be too funny with him, or 
he'll be^ after playing the very devil with you. 

Snacks, I say I should never think of jesting with a 
person of ^oar lordslnp's dignified character. 



Roh. Did-Hlig—What! Why, now I look at yon, 
I see how it is : you are aad. 1 wonder what quarter 
the moon's in. Lord! bow your eyes roll! 1 never 

saw yon so before. ^How came they to let yon ont 

alone? . 
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Snacks. Yovr lordilnp is most gnMsioiidy piflised to 
befi^etioiis. 

Rob. Whj, what gammon are 70a at;— --^Don't 
oome near me» for' 70a hare been bit by a mad dog ; I'm 
Mire yov have. 

SrocIcs. If 7oar lordship will be so kind as to read 
lids letter, it would connnce joor lordship— —WiU 
your lordship oondesoend? 

Rob. Why, I would oondesoend, but for a few rea* 
ion»9 and one of 'em is^ that I can't read. 

Snacki. I think yoor lordship is perfectly right; for 
these pursuits are too low fqr one of yoor lordship's 
nobility. 
JR06. Iiordship, and lordshb again! III. tell yon 

what, master Snaoks let's have no more of yoor 

ha, for I won't stand it any longer, for all yon be 
steward here : my name's Robin Roughead, and if yon 
don't ohoose to call me by that name. I shan't answer 
yoQ, that's HAt-^Attde} I don't like nim well enough 
to stand hi s jo kes. 

Snacks. Why then, master Bebini be so kind as to 
tttend whilst I read thU letter. [Reads. 

Sir. — This is to iitform you, that my lord Lachnt 
died thU morningf after a ifery short tUnest; durtng. 
which he declare tHat he had been married^ and had 
an heir to his estate: the woman he married was com" 
nuniy called, or known, by the name of Rooghead : she 
wupoor and Ulkerate, €md, through motives rf shame^ 
his lordship never acknowledged her as his wife : she has. 
been dead some time sincCf and left hehmd her a son 
etdkd Robin Rooghead : 11010 this Said Robin is the 
legal heir to the estate. I have therefore sent you the 
necessary writings to put him into immediflte possession, 
aecardingtohisTordship*s last will and testament. Yours 
to commandf Kit Codicil, Att9 at Law. 

Rob. What! -----What all mineP the hooses, the 
trees, the fields, the hedges, the ditches, the sates, the 
horsM, the dogs, the cats, the cooks and the hens, and 
the cowl and the bolls, and the pics and the W hat I 
sre they aU aune? and I, Bobm ReogbeiMl, am Urn 
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ri|2r1itriil lord of ,«ii lUs atUite '.--Doiit keep me 'm 
mmate now, bat tell me it is so— Make hasle, teU im 
>-— <qaick, <}«iek! 

Snach. I meat it, the whole estete is yoon. 

Rob. Huzza! Hnzza! [Catches off Snaek^ Hmt tmd 
Wif] S^ tlie belts a ringiiii; ; set the ale a wwuMug ; 
make erery body droak— -if tiiera's a sober man to 
be foond anj where to-daj, he shall be p«t in the stocks. 
(vo. get my hat fall of gomeas to mtke aC scramble with ; 
call all the lenaato toimther. Fll lower the fonts 

ni — 

^nocfct. I hope your lordship will do me the favovr 

to 

Rob, Why, that nnj be as il happens: I otti't tdl. 

rCm-c/emly. 
iSMcl». Will yoor lordship dine at the castl« to-day^ 
Hob. Yes. 

Simekt. What would your lordaUp ehoose for dinaer ? 
Aofr. Beef-steaks and ooioiis^ and plenty of 'em. 
Snacks, Beef-steaks and onions! What a dish fyr • 

lord ! ^Hell be aiaronry Hitfer my daughter, thoim^h. 

[ifjtde. 
' Bthe 




L= 



telly I P»»y, 

Rob. Why, DoIIt m to be my lady, and your mia- 
tress, if I find you nenest enough to keep you in mj 
employ. 

Snacks. He rather sawkes nie.**-'^*-! have a bean* 
teous daughter, who is allow'd lo be the very pink of 
perreetion. 

Rob, Damn yoor daughter! I have got something 
else to think of: don*t Ulk to me of your daughter ; 
stir yoor stamps, and get the money. 

Snacks. I am yoor lordship's most obmquioui---^ 
Zounds ! what a peer of the realm. lAitde, £mt. 

Aoft. Haf ha! ha! What work I will make in the 
▼ilhige !.-^Work ! no, there shall be no sneh thing a* 
work,« it shall be all piny. Wheie ihdi 1 go ? I'U 
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go to — No, I won't go th«re; TUf^o to Farmer Hedge- 
stake's, and tell liim—No, ril not 20 there ; I'll go to 
•^Damn it, I'll go no where; yes, I will; I'll go every 
nhere: I'll be notber hero, nor ther«» nor any where 
«lae. How plma'd Dolly will be when she faean^-*^ 

Enter yUUtgen^ shouting, 
Dick, Tom» Jack* how are you, my lads?— — ^Here's 
news for you! Come, stand roond, make a ring, and 
ril make a bit of a speech to von. [They alljget round 
him] First of all, 1 suppose Snacks has toUTyon that 
Taiyoar landlord, 

VtL We are alt glad of it 

JS06. So am I; and Til make you aU happy: I'll 
lower all your rents. 

AU. Huzza! long live lord Robin! 

Roif, Yon shan't pay no rent at all. 

JM. Hnaza! hnzza! long live lord Robin! 

Rob. I'll have no poor people in the parish, for I'll 
make 'em all rioh; I'll have no widows, for I'll marry 
'em all. [Women thout] I'll have no orphan children, 
for I'll lather 'em all myself; and if that's not doing as 
a lord should do, then I say I know nothing about th« 
matter— that's all. 

AIL Hooa! Hnzaa! 

Enter Snacks. 

Snacht. I have brought year lordship the money.—- 

He means to make 'em fly, so I've Uken care the 

guineas shall be all light. X^^,' 

Bok, Now then, young and eld, treat and small, 

litUe and tall, merry men aU, here's among yon— 

[TkrawB the Mon€9; they scramWel Now yiMj've got 

your pockets filFd, oome to the castie» and I'll fill all 

. your bellies for yon. ^ , . « , /» u 

[ViUagen carry W« <# 9houtmg-, Siuick$filku>$. 
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SGBNE III. 

Iruide if a neat Cottage; Table spread for Dinner. 
Mabgbrt and Dollt. ditcowred, 

DoUy. Tbere« now, dinner's all retdj, and I wish 
Robin would come. Do jon think I may take np th« 
dnmpliiig^, mother? 

Mar, Ay, aj, take 'em np; I warrant him hell soon 
be here ^he^s always in pndding-time. 

Dol, And well he may, for Vm sure yon keep him 
sharp set enough. 

Mar. Hold your tonene, yon baffij^ige! He pays me 
but five shillings a week for board /Imaging, and wash- 
ing— I suppose he's not to be kept like a lord for that, 
is he? 1 wonder how vouUl keep him when yon get 
married, as yon talk of! 

DoL Ohy we shall contriTe to make both ends meet ! 
and we shidl do very well I dare say; for Robin loTes 
me, and I loves Robin dearly. 

Mar, Yes; but all your love won't keep the pel 
boiling, and Robin's as poor as Job. 

Dol, La, now, mother, don't be so cross!— -Oh 
dear, the dinner will j^t cold, «nd the dumplings will 
be quite spoil'd ; I wish Robin would come. [Rohm 
tings vnthout'] Oh, here he comes, in one of his merry 
humours. 

. Enter Robin*; he cools himself with his Hat, then 

sings and dances. 
Why, Robin, what's the matter with yen? 
. Rob, What! yon hav'n'l iieard then? Oh, I'm gUd 
of that ! for I shall have the fun of telling you. 

Dol. Well, sit down then, and eat your dinner; I 
have made yon some niee.hard dumplings. 

Rob, Dumplings! Damn dumplings. 
. DoL Damn dompUngs-^ — La, mother, he damns 
dumplings.— Oh, what a shame! Do yon know what 
you are saying, Robin? 

Rob, Never talk to me of dumplings. 

Mar. But 1*11, talk of dumpUogs though indeed. 1 
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■iioaldii't hcreihoufht of Mich bebayioiir: dompUngs 
are ▼evy wholeaoiae fiood, quite i^ood enooeh for you, 
Vm sare. [Vtry omgrA 

JBofr. Are thej, mother Margery? [UpteU the Table, 
mid deneet en the Piates, 4f«. tmd stags] Tol de roi 
kl. . 

Mar. Oh dear! the boy's mad; there's all my 
orockery flOM ! [Piclang uv the Pieces, 

Dot. Jfc^ryt^] I did not think yoa cooid have m'd 
H ao : Vm. quite asfaam'd of yoo, Robin ! 

Rah.- Now doantTe cry now, Dolly ; doantye ery. 

DdL I will cry, for yoa behaye very ill. 

R06. No, doantye, Dolly, doantye, now. 

[Shows a Purse, 

DoL How did yoa come by that, Robin? 

JlCar. What, a parse of ^Id? let me see.— • 

[Snatches it, and stts down to count the Money, 

DoL What hare yoa been about, Robin? 

Rob. No, I haTe not been about robbing; I haTS 
been about being made a lord of, that's all. 

Del. What are yon talking about? Your head's 
tom'dy Fm sure. 

Rob, Well, I know it's turn'd; it's tum'd from a 
clown's .head to a lord's. 1 say, Dolly, how should 
yon like to live in that mce place at the top o'the hill, 
yonder ? 

DoL Oh, I should like it very much, Robin ; it's a 
liieeoOttage.' 

Rob, Jmukt talk to me of cottages, 1 mean the 
castle! 
. DoL Why, what is your head running upon? 

Jlor. Every one golden guineas, as Tm a irartuoos 
wdBttm. Where did yob get 'em, Robin ? 

R(A, Why, where there's more to be had. 
. Mar. Ay, I always said Rofohi was a elever lad. I'lJ 
go and pot these by. [Exit. 

Dot, Now, do tell m^ what youVe been about. 
Where did you find all that money ? 

Rod. Dolly, D^y, gee^us a bus, and I'll teU thee 
allabMtit. 
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DoL TVraBty, u' yam fleMm, Rolu. 

Rob. Pint Una, m mast know Umi l*m iks tikm- 
▼erett fellow in all tnese parts. 

Dol, WdL I know*d tkat afore. 

Rob. Bat rll tell jou how it ib^-U** beoaoM I'm Ihe 
richest Tellow in all these parts; and if I haT'n't it here^ 
I have it here— [Pmntia^ to his Head and bit Foeket] 
That castle's mine, and all these fields, aa to the Tarv 

'^^ 
DoL No, no; oone, Robin, that won't do. 

R4fb. Won't It?— I think it will do very weH. 

DoL No, no ; joo are nmning joor rigs ' I know 
joa are, Robio. 

Rob. It's all trhe, Dollj, as sure as the devil's in 
Lonnon. 

DoL What I are jon in riffht down amestf 

Rob. Ye8» I aa»-hie lordbSiip's dead, and he has left 
word as how that my nother was his wife, and I his 

SOB. 

DoL WhatI 

Rob. Yes, DoUf , and yon shall be my kwly. 

DoL No! Shall 1? 

Itob. Yee,yaoshaU. 

DoL Eood, that will be fine foa^nny lady-* 

Rob. Now, what do yon think on'tr 

DoL My lady— Lady Roag^head 

Rob. Why,DoUy! 

Dot. Lady Roaghead! Howitsonnds! ^Ha! hal 

ha! [Laufiht imm od cra itly, 

Rob. 'Gad, I beliere she's goinjr into a high striia 
-Dolly! DoUy ! [S^ppii^ her Hands. 

Del. Hal hi! ha! ^ 

Rob. Doantyeiaagliao; I don't half like it. [Shafcee 
her} Dolly! 

DoL Oh, my dear Robin, I ean't help hMghing to 
think of lady Ronghead. 

Rob. The wenoli will ga beside herself to a sar- 
tainty. 

DoL Bat now is it trae m amest? 

B^, Ay, as sure as yoa are there. Bat eome^ what 
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thai] we do? where shall «e go? Oh! well go and see 
old moUier Dickens; yon know the took bit pari, and 
was Tery kind to me when poor mother diea ; and now 
she's rerj ill, and 111 go and give her something to 
eomfort her old sonl. Lord! Lord! I have heard 
people say as riches won't make a body happy; bat 
wlule it gives me the power of doinc so mocn good, 
Vm SBTe I shall be the nappiest dog allTe. ^Exeunt, 



ACT THB SfiCOND. 




SCENE I. The Road to the Castle, 
Enter Mr. Frank. 
ironic. Well, then, to ihe lioase of woe I mast retarn 

r*n. And can I take no comfort with me? nothing to 
>r my loving wife and helpless children? What 
misery to see them want! 

Enter Robih, unoburved by Frank. 

Kob. Want! No, there shall be no soch thing as 
want where I am — Who talks of want? 

Frank, Mj own distress I could bear well, very well ; 
bat to see my helpless innocents enduring all the woes 
poT^rty brings with it, is more than I can bear. 

Rob, And more than I can bear too. 

IThrows hit Hat upon the Ground, and takes Money 
out of his Pocket, which He throws into it. 

Frank, To-day I almost fear they have not tasted 
food. 

Rob, And I ha' been stoffing my damn'd gals enough 
to make 'em burst. IDropt more Money into his Hat. 
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FnmJt.HowliKpp7aiioe my stole f Where'er I tarnad 
mj ejes good fortmie sauled apon me; then, did the 
foor e'er tell • tale of woe withoat relief ? Were not 
■J doors open to the anfortanale ? 

Rob. How rlad I be ts I be— • lord. Hey, whatl 
Ves it is ; it's Mr. Frank. Lord, sir, I'm very glad as 
I met wiotyoa. 

Frank, Why so, my friend? 

Mob. Beoanse you be mortal |HN»r, and I be mortal 
ridi; and Til share my last fiyrtmng with yon. 

Fratik. Thank yon, my kind lad. Bot what reason 
haTe Toa ? 

Rch. What reason hare I? Why, you gare me when 
I wanted it. 

Frank, I can't remember. 

Rob. Mayhap not; hot that's no reason as I shonld 
fiMget it i it's a long time ago, too ; but it made snoh a 
■ark here, that time won't rob it ont. It's now fenr- 
tsen years sin poor mother died ; she was very ill one 
day when yon happen'd to oome by oar cottage, and 
Mw me stand blabbering at the door ; I was then about 
tliis Ugh. Yon took me by the hand; and I shall 
nerer forget the lopk you gare me, when yoo ax'd me 
what was the matter with me ; and when I told yoo, 
yoQ call'd me a good lad, and went in and tolk'd to 
mother. Prom that time you came to see her ev'ry day, 
and gave her all the help as you coatd ^ and when she 
died, poor soul! yon buried her: and if erer I forget 
such Kindness^ I hope good luck will for ever foi*get 
me! 

Frank. Tell me yoor name : it will remind me. 

Rob, Robin Roughead, yonr honoor: to-da^ I be 
eome to be lord of all this estote; and the first good' I 
find of it is, that 1 am able to make yoo happy— -[5Ctiif^ 
ing the Money into hit Pocheti] Gome up to the casUe, 
and I'll give yon as much money as yoa can carry away 
in asacK. 

Frank, Proud wealth, look here for an example! 
My generous heart, how shall I thank you? 

Rob. Lord! Liord! doant think of thanking a nuM* 
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for pajing lui dtobta. Besides, if joa oolj know'd iiow^ 
I feel dl o'er Be-4t's a kiad of a — -I oonld orj for 
.joy. 

Frank. What sjmpathy is in that honest bosom ! 
But how has this good fortane come to yon? 

Biob, Why^ that poor wpman as you buried was wife 
to his lordshiD : he has own'd it on his death bed, and 
left word as Fm his son. 

Frank* How strange are the Woissitodes of life! 

Rob. Now. sir, I an but a simple lad, as a bodj 
may say; ana if yon will bat be so good as to help me 
witn your advice, I shall take it rery kind of yon, sir. 

Frank, I thank yon for the good opinion yqn have 
of me; and as fiv as my poor abilities go, they ^lall be 
at your serrioe. 

Hob, Thank ye, sir, thank ye! But pngr what bad 
Inok made yon so devilish poor i 

Frank, It would take a long time to tell you the 
itory of my misfortunes; but I owe them to the opprea- 
sion of Mr. Snacks, the steward. 

Bob* Snacks! Oh, damn' nn! FU do for him soon : 
. he's rotten here, master Frank : I do think a^ how he's 
a damn'd old rogue. 

Frank, Judge not too harshly. 

Bofr. Come, sir, will yon go np to the oastle? 

Frank, Bzouse me; the relief whieh you have so 
generously giTcn me, enables me to return to my fiunily . 

Rob. Well, but you'll oome back .' 

Frank. Tonnonrow. 

Bob, No— to-night ^Doo'e fovour me; I want to 

■peak to you. 

Frank. I hare a long way to walk, and it will be rery 
late before I can return ; but I will refose you nothing. 

Rob. Thank ye, sir: you're very kind! I shall stay 
till you opme, if it's all night [JEceimt. 

Enter Rattle. 
Rot. Well, every thing's preparM for my attack on 
the oastie to>night; and I don't much fear but I shall 
fiftd means to terrify the enemy, and make Jiim sur- 
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nader at diaoretioii~>-Ye», yes* master Staaeks, I 
lUl aoon be with yoa. [ShottHngy Mutic, mid rhtgihg 
€f BeiUwUhout] What a damn'd racket hera it in the 
YiUage to-day !— I wonder what it*s all aboat? 

Enter Robin. 
HeDoa» there ! Stop, my fine fellow. Praj can yoa 
lell ne what all this uproar is aboat in the TiUa|;e? 
Rtb. l¥hy, yoa be neater Rattle from LenniiD* 
Rat, Well, I don't want to be told that 
Rob. Gee ne yonr hand, Rattle; thon bee'sia damn'd 
honest fellow, and I like thee; I do indeed. 
Rat, Venr fiuniliar, upon my word. 
Rob. I litd yoo ever ein yoa let old Toppin hare 
the three pounds to pay his rent with : and now whilst 
I think ott^, here 'tis again take it, for I wont let 



aaj hodj give away money here but myself. 

Rat, Why,whatinthenameof wonder is all this? 
What are you ate IthinkfU open a shop here for the 
mie of bad debts. 

Rob, Here, take the money. 

Rat. Put it up, my fine fellow! you'll want it, 

AooTMe want money! Shall I lend yon an odd 
thousand, and set too up in m shop ? 

Rat. Why, who the deTil are yoa ? 

Rob. Why,doantyeknow? I be Robin. 

Kot. Robm, are yon ? 'Bgad, I think yon sing like a 
goldfinch. 

Rob. Very well. Rattle, that* s a good joke. 

Rat, Why, corse me if I am up to you, master 
Robin ; yoo are queering me, I believe. 

Rob. Well, I siiall be glad to see thee at the casUe, 
Battle. Yoo see, I'm not asfaam'd of my old aoquain- 
tanoe, as some folks are. 

Rat. Not asham'd of his old acquaintance! Whj« 
what do yon mean? 

Rob. I ean't stop to talk to yon any longer— Good 
bv, Rattle; thou bee'st an honest fellow, and I shall be 
glad to lee thee at the castle. lEaeit. 
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RaL I deelwe Fm quite damb-foniMier'd.— And havo 
I liv'd all my days in Lombard-street for tfais— 4o be 
hamboiF*d by a clown? [Laughmgt Mtutc, ringing of 
BeUs, ^. wUhout} I believe tie people axe all mad to- 
day ; 1 can't think what they are at 

Enter CUnm, in a hurry. 
Here, here, Hob ! I want to speak with yoo. 

Clown, Yon man meak beast then, for I be going to 
dine wi' my lord, and I shall be too late. 

Rat, Wheughi What, are yon dmn^ ? 

Clown, Noa, noa, bat I sodn shall be, I take it, for 
there's plenty o'yeale to be gotten. 

Bat, Plenty o'yale to be gotten, is there? 

Clown. Ees, I shall have a rare swig at it 

Rat, Pray, my fine fellow, can yoa tell me what the 
bells are ringing for i 

Clown, Ees; to be snre I con« 

I2at. Well, what is it? 

Clown. Why it's bekeas they do pall the ropes, I tel|^ 

thee. [GeU round] Dinner will all get yeaten np 

whilst Ivtond here talking wi' yoa. 

IRuntcjjF; Rattle runs ifier kim, and bringg 
him back. 

Rat, Yon are a very oommanicatiye yoanefeUoWy 

indeed 1 have learnt one thing from yoo, nowerer 

——that there's plenty of eating and drinking going 
OB ; so ill try if I can't be in at the death. Now, start 
fair, and the denl take the hindmost [They run ojf* 

SCBNBH. AHaUintheCattU, A Door leading 
to an inner Apartment. 

Enter Snacks, tpeaking, 
Snackt, Tell her to come this way. A yoang woman 

wanting Robin ! ^Tbis mnst be his sweetheart, Dolly, 

that he talks so mach about : they mast not come toge- 
ther; if they do, it will knook ap all my plan ^Wfiat 

shall I do with her? if I could bat get her into thia 
room, she'd be safe enougb liere »k is. 
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Enter Dollt and Makosbt. 
Are jon the jovmg woman that wanted to speak with 
his lordship? 
- J>oi. Yes, sir. 
Snachs. And pray what night you want with him ? 
Mar, She wants to settle some matters of her own 
with him. 

Dol. Yes, that's all, sir. 

Snacki, I dare say! Bat I most know what th^se 
matters are. 

{Margery feeii heruW cf great importance, and is 
parHcutarlitt noisy throupi the fohole of this Scene: 
^ Snacks is alarmed lest Robin should near her. 
Mar. Sach matters as oonsarn nobody biit them- 
selves, and yon most not meddle with them. 

fiWocfci. Corse that old devil, what a toncne she haa ! 
I shall never be able to manage her. [To Dolhf] Yon 
can't see his lordship, he's encaged. 

Did. Yes, I;know his lordship's engaged, for he pro- 
mised me a long while ago. 

Snacks. Oh, Ihen yoo are the poor nnfortonate yoang 
woman that ■ ■ 

Mar. [Very angry] No, sir; she is the locky yonng 
woman that is to be my lady; and Vd have yon to 
know that I'm her mother. 

Snacks* Ah, poor soul ! I pity her, I do indeed, from 
the bottom of my heart. 

Mar, Bat she is not to be pitied ; I shouldn't have 
thought of that!— ^—pity indeed! 

Snackt. Poor dear creature! it's a sad job, bat it 
ean't^be help'd: his lordship is going to be married to- 
morrow to another woman. 
DoL What! 

Snacks, If s true indeed ; | am very sorry. 
Mar, And she is not to be my lady, after all? 
Snacks. No, poor girl! 
Dol, And Robin has quite forgot me! [Crving] 

Oh .dear, oh dear! 1 was afraid how it would be 

when he came to be a lord— ^-and has he quite forgot 
mc? 
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Snackt, Yes, he told me to toll yoa tliat he has done 
with yoo. 

Mar, [Very noity] Bot I haye not done with bin 
thoagh~->.|M«tty work indeed ; bat Til rins a peal io 
his ears, that shall bring him to his senses, I warrant ; 
I'll teach- him to ase my daagi^er ill-— ^he's a rogoe, a 
nsoal. a seapegallows, « ▼agabond; Til find him oat 

Snacki. TTrmng ta appease her] Hash! hash! 

Afar. V\\ raue the dead, I will. 

Shacki, Be oool, be oool ! Robin will certainly 

hear thu old bell-weather, and I shall be blown. 

[Aside. 

Mar, I'll make him doihi of his knees, I will; I'd 
have him to know, that thonrh he is a lord,.he shall 
femember his promise; I'll pUty the very devil with 
him, if I can find him. I'm in sdoh a nassion, I oooid 
tear his eyes oat: oh, if I can bnt seeliim! 

[Going; Snackt $Um her, 

Snackt, Here, here ; stop, stop-^ — I'll go ana bring 

himtoyoo. Carse her old throat! [Aside] Only 

jnst walk in here a moment, I'll talk to him myself; 1 
will indeed ; perhaps I shall bring him round, my dear. 

Dol. Thank ye, sir; toll him Til kill myself if he 
doesn't marry me. [Goes in, 

Mvr. And tell him I'll kiU him if he doesnH marry 
her. [Goa in, Snackt lacks the Door. 

Snackt. Well, they are safe for the present ^I wish 

they were oat of the hoase thoagh. if I can bat bring 
this marriage to bear, I'm a made man. I have been 
very careftil of the old lord's money, and I shoold lik» 
to take care of a little of the Tonnr lord's monev : if I 
can bot marry the girl and him. 111 soon doable the . 
twenty-six thoasand poonds I have in the five per cents, 
sacked from my old master. 

JUat. [Withoia, in a holkfw Voice] ViiUnons robber I 

Snacks. O Lord ! what's that? [Paatet] It has 

pot me in sachxa frirht; — —that ghost's abroad again 

^What else coald it be? I am afndd to open my eyes 

(or fear he shoald sttre me in the fiuie: I oonfess I'rei 
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been a tokob, IhU ifc*« oever too bto to aMndL Say no 
■lore, mad I'll make uneiidt; udeed I will. [Gets near 

the Daor'i ^Upon my soul I will-*— apon the word 

of an lK»tteat maa I will. [SnccOn of. 

Enter Rattls. 
Rat. Ha! lial ha! I tbiok I cave his eonsoieDoe a 
kidc there ; tweoty-aix tlioiisand|ioaods ia the five per 

oeBto.— ^-4ei me reaieaiber thai Vm op to yoar 

trickSy Mr. Snacks; but yon shan't carry on vour 

soheBie maoh longer, if I have any skill ^If I don't 

qideken your memory a little^ Til give over oonjuriog^ 
and aet np a chandler's sbopu [fvit; 

scENB m. 

4 handsome Apartment in the Castle. A Table, with 
Wines^ 4c. 

Robin and Snaoks dieeovered. 

Rah. IRather tipsy] Well, Snacks, this is very good 
stnff. I don't know as ever I drank any before; what 
do you call tins, Snacks? 

Snacks. Port wine, an't please yonr lordship. 

Bob. Yes, Port wine pleases his lordship 1 won- 
der where this comes from !— Oh ! from the Red Sea, 
I suppose. 

Snacks. No, my lord : there's plenty of spirits there^ 
bnt no wine, I believe. 

Rob. Well, one more thing full ; only one, because 
yon know, now I am a lord, I must not make a beast 
of myself ^that's not like a nobleman, you know. ^ 

Snacks. Your lordship must do as your lordship 
pleases. 

Rob. Must I? then give us t'other sop. 

Snacks. I tliink his lordship is getting rather for- 
ward I'll bring my daughter upon the carpet pre- 
sently. lAside* 
Enter Servant. 

Sfrv. Please you, master Snacks^ here's John the 
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earler wjn hefn so lame be oan't walk, aod be hopes 
yonll let bim bare a poney to-morrow, to ride by the 
waggon. 

Snacks, Can't walk, oan't be?-— *lame, if be? 

iServ, Yes, sur. 

Snacks. And wbat does he mean by being lame at 
this bnay time? tell bim be must walk; itfs my will. 

Rob, You, sir, bring me Jobn'k whip, will Ton? 
lExit Servant'] That's rirht, knacks: danm the fellow, 
wbat bcrsinesB has be to be lame ! 

Snacks. Ob, please yoor lordship, it's as mnoh as I 
can do to keep these fellows in order. 

Hob» Ob, they aresaddogs——Hiot walk, indeed! I 
never heard of snch impadence. 

Snacks. Oh, shamefnl, sbamefol! if I was behind 
him, I'd make him walk. 

Enter Servant, with a Whip^ which he gives to Robin. 

Rob. Come, Snaoks, dance me a hornpipe. 

Snacks, What? 

Rob. A hornpipe. 

Snacks. A hornpipe! 1 can't dance, my lord. 

Rob. Come, none of- yoor nonsense ; I know yon can 
dance ; why, you was made for dancing-^— there's a leg 
and foot— -Come, b^in! 

Snacks. Here's no mnsio. 

RtOf. Isn't there? then I'll soon make some 

Lookye, here's my fiddlestick; how d'ye like it?— — 
Come, Snaok^ you must dance ; it's my will. 

Snacks. Indeed I'm not able. 

Rob. Notable! Ob, sbamefol, shamefiill Gome, come, 
you most dance ; it's my will. [Whips him. 

Snacks, Must!? ^Then here goes iHops about. 

Rob, What, d'ye call that dandmr ilt for a lord ? 



Come, quicker, qnicker- — {Whips Snacks round the 
Stage, who roars outJ^There, that will do ; now go and 
onter John the carter the poney — ^will yon ? 

Snacks. What a cunning dog it is ! he's up to me 

now, but 1 think I shall be down open bim by-and* 
by—- . lAHde. Exit. 
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Bob.^ Ha ! lia ! ha ! how he hopp'd aboat and balloo'd 
bat I'll work him a little more yet. 

Re-enter Snacis. 
Well* Snacks, what d'je think ni yovar danoing-master ? 

Snacht. I liope your lordship won't give me any morto 
fefsoiu at present^ for, to say the truth, I don't mach 
Hke tile acoompaniment. 

Hob, Yoa most have a lesson every day, or yonll 
forget the step. 

Snacks. No : — ^yoor lordship has Udcen care that I 
shan't forget it for some time. 

Rob, I can't think where Dolly is ; I told her to come 
tome. 

Snacht. Oh, den't think of her. 

Rob. Not think of her !— .why, pray ? 

^iack». Oh, she's a 

Kch, A what? ^Take care, or I shall make yon 

danoe another hornpipe. 

Snacht. I only mean to say, that she's too low for 
yonr lordship." 

Rob. Too low! why, what was I jnst now?— If I 
thought riches wonld make me snch a rascal as to use 
the poor girl ill — a fig for 'em all ; I'd give 'em np, and 

be plain Robin, honest Robin, again. No: ^I've 

given Dolly my promise, and I'll never break it 

Snacht. My daughter's very beautiful. 

Rob, Dang it, yon talk a great deal :•— — come, we'll 
go and have a look at her. [JEkeumt, 

SCENB IV. 
A Chamber, vfith a Picture hanging over a Clotet-4oor. 
Enter Rattle and Miss Nancy. 
Bat, Well, yon see I've gained admission, notwith- 
standing vonr father's order to the contrary. 
Man. Yes; bnt how do yon mean to get his consent 

Aat. Why, as to his consent, I don't value it a bnt- 
ten; bat then five thousand pounds is a snm not to be 
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snecaed aU I have giren the old boy a bit of a bint 
to-night that he didn't nnch relish. 

Nan. I expect my fiither here erery minote, with his 
new-made lordship. 

Rat. Indeed ! tnen only hide me in this room^ and 
the business is done. 
. Na$i, That I will, where nobody can find von, I'm 

snre ; ^I have a closet behind this pietore of the old 

lord, made, I betieve, to hide the fiunily plate and 
jewels in ; but it's qaite forgotten now. {Opent it. 

Rat, Oh, it was made on pnrpose for me : I'll pat a 
jewel into it presently — Here IGvvet a Paper] — let this 
lie carelessly on the table; it's worth dto thousand 
pounds. 

Snacks. [WithmO] This way, this way, my lord. 

Rat. O, damn it! here they come; tell him yoo've 
been frigfaten'd bv a ghost; and if he signs the paper, 
give a loud coogn. 

[Puts the Paper on the Table, and exit into the Closet, 

Enter Snacks and Robin. 

Snacks, There, there she is — isn't she a beauty? 
What do you say now? 

Rob. V^hy, I say she is not fit to hold a candle to m j 
Dolly. 

Ntm^ Pretty courtship indeed. 

Snacks. Ah, roo'll alter your mind soon ; I know yon 
will. Come, let's ait down and talk of it [TAey sit. 

Nan. {To Snacks] Oh, mT dear sir, I've been so 

frighten'd Do you know I think I've seen the very 

ghost that alarm'd you so once. 

Snacki. A what? a ghost? O Uord, I hope not. 

I hate the very sight of 'em : It's very odd ; but — 

[Startvtgl — didn't I hear a noise? 

Nan. Ob, sir, thaf s a very common thing in thu part 
of the castle; I have been most terribly frighten'd 
ktely. 

Rob. Why, what frighten'd yon ? ^We are all good 

people here ; they wonH hurt ns^ ^will they, Snacks? 

iSSudtt. No, no-4hey*-that it--- [aiormed. 
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Mat, rfrom bekmd] Hear! 

Bob. WhtLif 

Rat. Hear! 

Snack». Lord ba'mercj apon me? [Kneels, 

Bat. Offspring of mine, luten not to the adnce of 
that wretch. 

JSo6/ I doaot intend it 
J Rat. He'll betraj yoo ; yoar intended bride he hac 
uipriaon'd in the yellow chamber; go, let her at 
lioertT. 

Rob. What! my Dolly? — ^faas be imprison'd her in 
the yellow chamber ?—01i, dang yoor old bead ! 

IKnockt Snacks down, and esiL 

Rat* Wretoh! reatore yopr ill-gotten wealth 

twenty-six thoaaand poands in the fire per cents. 

Snacks. VW do any thing that yon command. 

Rai. Sign the paper before yon. 

[Snacks signs the Paper. Nancy coughs. Rattle 
jumps out of the Closet^ and takes the Paper. 
. Rat. How do yon do ? how are yoo f 

Snacks. Give me the paper. 

RaL Not a word twenty-«ix thoaaand poonds in 

the five per cents.— —Now, dear Nancy, yon are mine, 
and five thousand poands. 

Snacks. Yon to rebel against me too, yoo baggage. 

Mar. [Without) Only let me catch hold of him, I'll 
give it him— lin old, abominable-' 

Enter Margery. 

Oh, you are there, are you?— Yon wicked wretch! — 
let me get at him—fRttvu t^er Snacks, and beats him] 
— ii pretty pack of lies yon have told; you old raga- 
maffin^ you. 

Enter Robin and Dollt< 

Rob. What! are yoo there, Rattle? 

Rat. Yes, I*m the ghost^Hear! 

Rob. Why you frighted old Honesty a Utile. 
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Enter Servant. 

Serv. PletM you, master Snacks, the bailiffs ha* jfotten 
Blaster Frank, and ha' bringing him here. - 

Rob. What! the bailiffs fot him? Oh/yoa old 

rascal \[To Snaeksy- — Let him come here in a moment ! 

{Exit Servant^ Oh, Snacks, I'm sorry for yon ; for 
'm suroijoa can't be happy : ■ ■ a man as does so much 
harm, and 8o little good, never can be happy, I'm 
sure:— 

£nter Mr. Frank. 
I be very sorry as they ns'd yon so, Mr. Frank, bot I 
cooldu't 

Frank. I know yoor heart too well to think you 
ooaid^ 

Rob. I have a great favour to ask of you, Mr. Frank : 
yon see we've rather found Snacks out;^now, will you 

dang it, will you take care of me, and come and 

live in m castle with me, and give me your advice? 

-yon know how 1 mean ; like— —teach me a bit, 

yon know. 

Frank. Yon are* too generous: but I accept your 
proffiered kindness ; and, by my cai^ and attention to 
your wel&re, will repay a small part of the debt I owe 
yon. 

Rob. Now, then. I am happv, with such a friend as 

Mr. Frank Dolly, we shall know how to take caro 

of ourselves and our neighbours-- — and I'll take care 
that poor folk shall bless the day as made me a lord. 
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THE GUARDIAN. 

The followiog advertisement, by the aathor, 
will best characterize The Guardian, which wa» 
produced at Drary lane in the year 1759. 

<< The PupiUe of Monsieur Pagan is mentioned 
by Voltaire, and other French writers, as the 
most complete petit-piece upon their stage. — 
It now appears in an English dress, with such 
alterations from the original as the difference of 
language and manners required. — It has more 
than answered the expectations of the author, 
who takes this opportunity to return thanks to 
the public for their kind indulgence, and to the 
performers for their great care.*' 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



At originaUv acted at r„nn,t /^^.^i*. 
Drurv Lane, I7M. ^^•«*^ e«nl«. 

Mr. Heartly Mr. Garrick. Mr. Morraj. 

Sir Charles Ckckit. . Mr. Yales. Mr. Munden. 

Mr.Clackit Mr. Obrien. Mr. Bronton. 

Servant Mr>W.Marraj. 

Miss Harriot Miss Prilcliard. Miss Tnjlor. 

Lucy Mrs. Clive. Mrs. Mattocks. 



ACT THE PJRST. 




SCENE I. A Hall in Mr. Heartly's House. 

Enter Sir Charles Clacrit, Young Clackit, ani 
Servant. 

Sir C. L ELL Mr. Hearlljr, his friend and nei^libour^ 
sir Charles Ciackil, would say three words to hioi. 

Serv. I shall, sir [Exit. 

Sir C. Now, nephew, consider once a<^n, before I 
open the matter to mjr neighbour Heartlj, what I am 
goin)^ to undertake for yoa. — Why don't you speak? 

Young C. Is it proper and decent, uncle P 

6'irC. Pshaw; don't be a fool— but answer me — 
don't yoa flatter yourself— What assurance have you 
that this young lady, my friend's ward, has a liking to 
you ? 

Young C. First then — Whenever I see her, she never 
looks at me. — Thai's a sign of love. — Whenever I 
speak to her, she never answers me. — Another sign of 
love. — And whenever I speak to any body else, she 
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seems to be perfectly easy. — ^That's a certain sign of 
love. 
SirC. The devil it is! 

Tottng C. When I am with her, she's always gnve ; 
and the moment I get ap to leave her, then the poor 
thing begins — '< Stay, yoa agreeable runaway, stay, I 
shall Soon overcome the f<pars your presence givea 

roe.*' 1 could say more"— —fiat a man of honour, 

uncle 

Sir C. What, and lias she said all these things to 
you ? 

Young C. O yes, and ten times more — with -her 
eyes. 

Sir C. With her eyes! — Eyes are very equivocal. 
Jack. — However, if the young lady has any liking to 
you, Mr. Heartly is too much a man of the world, 
and too much my friend to oppose the match ; so do 
you walk into the garden, and I will open the mailer to 
him. 

Young C. Is there any objection to my stayinc. 
uncled The business will be soon ended.— You will 
propose the match, he will give his consent, 1 shall 
give mine, miss is sent for, and I'aliair est fait. 

[Snapping his Finder. 

Sir C, And so you think that a yoang beautiful 

heiress, with forty thousand pounds, is to be had with 

a scrap of French, and a snap of your finger ? — Pr'ythee 

get away, and don't provoke me. 

Young C. Well, well, I am gone, uncle. When 

you come to tlie point, I shall be ready to make my 
appearance. — Bon voyage! [JSrtt. 

Sir C. The devil's in these youn|; fellows, I Ihuk.— 
We send 'em abroad to cure their sbeepishnesS) mod 
thoy get above proof the other way. 

Enter Heartly. 
Good morrow to you, neighbour. 

Heart, And to you, sir Charlei; I am glad to im you 
so strong and healthy. 
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Sir C. I can ratora joo the oonpliment, ray friend 
— Wilhoot iUttery you doa'l look more tJiaQ thirty- 
fire; and between oureelves. you are on. the wrong 
side of forty — But mnm for taat. 

Heart, tume and tranquillity keep me as you see. 

SirC, Why don't you marry, neighbour? A good 
wife would do well for you. 

Heart, For me? you are pleased to be merry, sir ■ 
Charles. 

Sir C- No faith, I am serious, and had I a daughter' 
to recommend to you, you should say me nay more 
than onee I assure yon, neighbour Hearlly, before I 
would quit yon. 

Heart. I am much obliged to you. 
^ SirC. And now to my business. — You have no objeo- 
iion I suppose to tie up your ward, uiims Harriot, 
though you have slipped the collar yourself— Ha, ha, 
ba! 

Heart, Quite the contrary, sir ; I bare taken lier 
«ome time from the boarding-school, and brouglit her 
borne in order to dispose of her worthily with her own 
ioolination. 

SirC Her father, I have beard you say, recom- 
mended that (Mirticular care to you, when she had 
reached a certain age. 

Heart, He did so^-and 1 am the more desirous >to 
obey him sornpulously in this circumstance, as she will 
■be a most valuable acquisition to the person who shall 
mn her — for, not to mention her fortoiie, which is the 
UHiai enmrideration, her' sentiments aA worthy her 
birth; she is gentib, modest, and obliging.-^ In a word, 
my friend, 1 never saw youth more amiable or discreet 
—-bat perhaps I am a little partial to her. 

SirC, No, no, she is a delicious creature, every 
body says so.— Bui 1 believe j neighbour, something 
bas nappened that you little think of. 

Aeart. What pray, sir Charles? 

Sir C. My nephew, Mr. HevUy 
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Re-enter Yinmg Clackit. 

YmngC. Here I air, at yoar service, sii^-Mjr anclo is 
a little unhappy in Ms maoner ; bnt Til clear the matter 
in a moment— 'Miss Harriot, sii^Your ward 

SirC. Gel away, you puppy ! 

Ymivg C. Miss Harriot, sir, yonr ward, i^ most w- 
compiisbed young lady, to be sure 

iStr C. Thou art a most acoomplish'd coxoomfo> to be 
sure. 

Heart, Pray, sir Charles, let the young geDtleman 
speak. 

Young C. You'll exense me, Mr. Heartly— My uncle 
does not set up for an orator — a little confused or so, 
gir. — You see me what I am— But I ought to ask par- 
don for the young lady and myself — We are joang, 
sir— I must confess we were wrong to conceal it from 
yon — bnt my uncle, I see, is pleaa^l to be angry, and 
therefore I shall say no more at present. 

Sir C If you don't leave the room this moment, and 
stay in the garden till I call yon 

Yovng C. I am sorry I have displeased yoo — ^I did 
not think it was mal-apropos ; but you must have year 
way, uncle— You command— I sabmit— Mr. HearUy, 
yours. [Exit* 

Sir C. Puppy! [Aside] My nephew's a little unthink- 
ing, Mr Heartly, as yon see, and therefore I have been 
a little cautious liow' 1 have proceeded in this ai&ir : 
but indeed he has persuaded me, in a manner, that 
your ward and he are not ill together. 

Heart. Indeed ! This is the first notice 1 htve had of 
it, and I cannot conceive why mSts Harriot should 
conceal it from me; for 1 liave often assured her that 1 
would never oppose her inclination, thoogh I might 
endeavour to direct it. « 

SirC. You are right, neighbour.— But here she is. 

Enter Harriot and l/ucy. 
Har. He is with company— I'll speak la Jiim 9Q0iber 
time. IHetires, 
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Lucy. Yonng^, Imndsome, and afraid of beinic tntn. 
— ^You are very particalar, miss. [Apart to Harriot. 

Heart. Misa Harriot, yoa most not ^. — [Harriot 
returns] Sir Charles, sire me leave lo inirodnoe joa 
to this yoQog lad j.—^Jntrw/uces her] You know» I 
soppoaei the reason of this reotleman's Tisit lo me? 

Hot. Sir! [Confrsed. 

Heart. Don't be distorb'd, I shall not reproach joo 
Intfa any thing bat keeping joar wishes a secret from 
ne so long. 

//or. Upon my word, sir Lncy ! 

Lucy, Well, and Iiocy ! I'll lay my life His a treaty 
of marriage. — Is that such a dreadful thing? Oh^ for 
shaane, madam ! Young ladies of fashion are not fright- 
ened at such things now-a-da^s. 

Heart. [To Sir Charkt] We hare gone too far, sir 
Charles. — We mast excuse her delicacy, and give her 
lime to recover : — I had better talk with her alone ; we 
will-leave her now. — Be persuaded that no endeavours 
shall be wanting on my part to bring this afiair to a 
bappy aod speedy conclusion. 

4rC, I shall be obliged to yoa, Mr. Heartly. 

Yoaog lady, your servant. What grace and mo- 
desty r She is a most engaging ci^tare, and I shall be 
proud to make her one of my family. [To Heartly . 

Heart. Yoa do us honour, sir Charles. 

[t^eunt Sir Charles and Heartly. 

Lucy. Indeed, miss Harriot, you are very particular. 
Yoa was tired of the boarding-school, and yet seem to 
liave no inelination to be married. — What can be the 
meaning of all this ? That smirking old gentleman is 
nnole to Mr. Clackit; and, ni^ life lor it, he has made 
some proposals to your guardian. 

iior. iPr'ytbee don't plague me about Mr. Claokit. 

Lucv. Bat why not, miss.^ Though he is a little fan- 
taatioal, loves to bear himself talk, and is somewhat 
eelf-aoffieient, yon most consider be is young, has been 
»br«NHJ, and keeps good oompany.~The trade will soon 
lie At an end, if ^oang ladies and gentlemen grow over 
nice aod exceptions. 
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Bar» Bat if I can find one wiUiout ihew fanltoi 1 
may sorel v please myself. 

Lucy, Witboat these faalu! aod is he yoonjr, mUs? 

Har. He is seosible, modest, polite, affable, and 

generous ; and cbarros from the natural impnlses of Ida 

own heart, as much as others disgust l>j their senseleaa 

airs and insolent affectation. 

Lucy. Upon mv word! — Bat why have jon kept this 
secret so long? Your guardian is kind to you beyond 
conception. — What difficulties can you have to over* 
comet 

Har. Why the diffioolty of declaring my senti- 
ments. 

iMcy. Leave that to me, miss. — But your spark, 
with all his accomplishments, must have very little 
penetration not to have discovered his good fortune in 
your eyes. 

Har, 1 take care that my eyes don't tell too much ; 
and be has too much delicacy to interpret looks to his 
advantage. Besides, he would certainly disapprove mj 
passion; and if I should ever make the declaratioiu 
and meet with a denial, 1 should absolutely die with 
shame. 

Lucy, ril ensure your life for a silver thimble. — But 
what can possibly hinder your coming together? 
Har, His excess of merit 

Lucy. His excess of a fiddlestick!— But come, III 
put you in the way: — Yon shall trust me with the 
secret— rU entrust it again to half a doscen friends; 
they shall entrust it to liaif a duaen more; by wbiok 
means it will travel half the town over in a week's 
time: Uie gentleman will certainly hear of it, and then 
if he is not at your feet in the fetching of a sigh, FU 
give up all my perquisites at your wedding.-^Wliat is 
his name, miss? 

Har. I cannot tell you his name — indeed I cannot; 
I am afraid of being thought too siugnlar. — But why 
should 1 be ashamed of my passion ? Is the impression 
which a virtuous character makes upon our bearla socb 
a weakness that it may not be ezooied ? 
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Lucy, Bjr mj hith, niM, I cmiH ondenUnd 70a : 
joa are afraid of bein^ thought ringolar, and >oa really 
are 80. — I would sooner renounoe all the patwions in 
the anivene, than have one in my bosom heating and 
flattering itaelf to pieees. 

^Re-enter Heartly. 

Heart, Leave us, Lao^r. 

Lucif, There's something going forward — 'tis rery 
hard 1 oan't be of the partjr. [Aside, Exit. 

Heart. She certainly thinks, from the character of 
tlie yoong man, that 1 shall disapprove of her choice. 

[Aside, 

Har, What can I possibly say to him? I am as much 
ashamed to make the dedaration as be would be to un- 
derstand it. [Aside. 

Heart. Don't imagine that I would know more of 
yoor thoughts than you desire I should ; but the tender 
care which I hare ever shown, and the sineere friend- 
ship which I shall always have for you, give me a sort 
of right to inquire into every thing that concerns you. 
— Some friends have spoken tu me in particular. — But 
that is not all— I have latelv found you tlii>ugbtful, al>> 
sent, and disturbed. — Be plain with me— has not some 
bodv been happv enough to please yon ? 

iior* I cannot deny it, sir^— yes-~aomebody indeed 
has pleased me. — Bat I must entreat you not to give 
credit to any idle stories, or inquire further into the 

Crtioultfs of my inclination; for 1 oannot possibly 
ve resolation enough to say more to you. 
Heart. But have yuu made a choice, ray dearP 
Har. I have, in my own mind, sir, and 'tis impossible 
to make a better j—reaaon, honoar, every thing must 
approve it. 

Heart. And how long bave yoo conceived this pas- 
sion? 

Har. Bver sinee I left the ooontry— to live with yoo. 
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Heart, I see ^our coDrniion, and will relieve too 
from it immediateiv — 1 am informed of the whole— ^ — 

Har. Sir! 

Heart. Don't be oneasy, for I oan with pleasure 
assure jou that joar passion is retorn'd with eqoal ten- 
derness. 

Har. If joQ are not deceived — ^I cannot be more 
happy. 

Heart. I think I am not deceived ;->bnt after the 
declaration yon have made, and the assurances which 
1 have j^ven yon, why will yon conceal it any longer? 
Have I not deserv'd a little more confidence from you ? 

Har, You have indeed deserv*d it, and should cer- 
tainly have it, were I not well assur'd that yon would 
oppose my inclinations. 

Heart. I oppose 'em ! Am I then so unkind to yon, 
my dear Harriot? — Can yon in the least doubt of mv 

affection for you P 1 promise yon that I have no will 

bul yours. 

liar. Since you desire it then, I will endeavour to 
explain myself. 

Heart. I am all attention— -speak. 

Har. And if I do, I feel I shall never be able to 
speak to you again. 

Heart J see your delicacy is hurt : but let roe entreat 
you once more to confide in me. — > — ^Tell roe his name, 
and the next moment I will go to him, and assure him 
that my consent shalj confirm both your happiness. 

Har. You will easiiy find him. — And when you have, 
pray tell him how improper it is for a young woman to 
speak first— persuade him to spare my blushes, and to 
release me from so terrible aaitoation.— 1 shall leave 
him with yon— and hope that this declaration will 
make it impossible for yon to mistake me any longer. 

[Going. 

Enter Young Clac%.it. Harriot remaintonthe Stage, 
Heart. Are we not alone? What can this mean? 

[Aside. 
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Yotmg C. Apropos, faith ! Here they are togetKer. 

Beart. I dia not lee him; but now the riddle's ex- 
plain'd. {Aside, 

Har. What can he waot oow?— Thit is the most 
spiteful iDterrnption. [A»ide, 

Young C. By yow leave, Mr. Heartly fOosfet 

him to go to Harriot] Hare I oauffht yon at la«t, my 

divine Harriot? — Well, Mr. Heartly, sans ta^on 

Bat what's the matter? — ^Things look a little gloomy 
here ;— one matters to himself and gives me no answer, 
and the other turns the head and winks at me. — How 
the devil am 1 to interpret all this? 

Har. 1 wink at you, sir? Did I, sir? 

Young C. Yes, you, my angel — hot mam — Mr. 
Heartly, for heaven's sake, what is all this? Speak, I 
conjare yon, is it life or death with me? 

Har. What a dreadful situation I am in ! 

Young C, Hope for the best — I'll bring matters about, 
I warrant you. 

Heart. Miss Harriot's will is a law to me; and for 
you, sir — the friendship which I have ever profess'd for 
your uncle is too siuoere not to exert some of it upon 
this occasion. 

Har. I shall die with confusion ! [Aside, 

You$ig C. I am alive again. — Dear Mr. Heartly, thou 
art a most adorable creature! What a happiness it is 
to have to do with a man of sense, who has no foolish 
prejudices, and can see when a young fellow has some* 
thing tolerable about him ! 

Heart. Sir, not to flatter you, 1 must declare, that 
it is from a knowledge of your friends and fanrilv, 

lady 



that I have hopes of seeing you and this young 
bappy. I will go directly to your uncle, 
bim that every Uiing goes on to our wishes. 



[Ooing, 

see your distress, and am 
tornr for it; bat it must be got over, and the sooner 
the better, — ^Mr. Claokit, my dear^ will be glad of an 



Har. Mr. Heartly— pray, sir! 
Heart. Poor Harriot, I see 
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opportnnity to entertain jon for the little time that I 
shall be absent! Puorniiss Harriot ! [Smilei. Exit, 

Ycu7igC. Allez, allez, monsieur! — I'll answer for 
that. — Well, ma'am, I think every tiling sncceeds to 

our wishes. — Be sincere, my adorable Don't you 

think yourself a very happy yoon;^ lady? 

Har. 1 shall be most particularly obliged to yon, 
sir, if you would inform me what is the meaning of all 
this. 

Young C. Inform you, miss?— Tlie matter, I believe, 
Is pretu clear :-— our friends have understanding — ^we 
have affections and a marriage follows of coarse. 

Har. Marriage»sir! Pray what relation or particular 
connexion is there between you and me, sir? 

Young C. I may be deoeiv'd, faith; — but upon my 
honour, 1 always supposed that there was a little smat- 
tering of inclination between us. 

Har, And have you spoke to my guardian open this 
supposition, sir? 

Young C. And are-you angry at it? I beli«.ve not. 

Har. Indeed, sir, this behaviour of yonrs is most 
extraordinary. 

Young C. Upon m^ soul, this is ver^ droll. — What! 
has not vour i^uafdtan been here this moment, and 
expresseci all imaginable pleasure at our intended 
anion r 

Har. He is in an error, sir : — and bad I not been too 
naoh astonished at your behaviour, 1 had ondeceiv'd 
him long before now. 

Young C. [Hums a Tune] But pray, miss, what can 
be jour intention in raising all this confusion in the 
fiunily, and opposing your own inclinations? 

Har. Opposing my own inclinations, sir? 

Young C. Ay, opposing your ^owu inclinations, ma* 
dam. 

Har, Be aslur*d, sir, I oeTor in my life had the least 
thought about you. 

Young C. Come, come, 1 know what 1 know 

Har* Don't make yourself ridiculous, Mr. ClaekiU 
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Young €. Don't joa make jooraelf miserable, miss 
Harriot. 

Har, I am ooly so when yon persist to torment me. 

Young C. And yon really believe that you don't love 
me? [Smila. 

Har, Posi lively not. 

Young C. And yon are very sure now that yon bate 
me ? [Conceitedly, 

Hot. Oh! most cordially. 

Young C. Poor yonng lady ! 1 do pity you from my 
soul. 

Har. Then why won't yon leave me? 

Young C. ** She never told her love, 
But let oonoealment, like a worm i'th' bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek." 
Take warning, miss, when yon once begin to nine in 
thought, 'tis all over with yon ; and be assured, since 
yon are obstinately bent to give yourself airs, that if 
you ouoe suffer me to leave this house in a pet — Do 
yon mind me? Not all vonr sighing, whining, fits, va- 
pours, and hysterics, snail ever move me to take the 
least compassion on yon Coute qui*! coote. 

Re-enter Heartly and Sir Charles Clackxt. 

SirC, There they are, the pretty doves! That is 
the age, neighbour Heartly, for happiness and plea- 
sure. 

Heart, I am willing, yon see, to lose no time, which 
may convince you, sir Charles, how proud I am of this 
alliance in our fkmilies. 

Sir C. 'Gad, I will send for the fiddles, and take a 
dance myself, and a fig for the gout and rheumatism. 

But hold, bold ^the lovers, methinks, are a little 

out of humour with each other. — What is the matter, 
Jack? Not poutins^ sure before your lime? 

Young C, A trifle, sir the lady will tell you. 

[Hums a Tune. 

Heart. You seem to be troubled, Harriot! — What 
ean this mean ? 
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Har. Yoo liare been in an error, sir, about me ;~I 
did nol ondeoeive you, because 1 could not imajj^Ine 
that tlier conseqoenoes could have been so serious and 
so sudden;— bat I am now forced to tell you that 
you have misunderstood me— that yon have distressed 
me. 

Heart. How, my dear? 

Sir C. What do you say, miss? 

Young C. Mademoiselle is pleased to be out of hu- 
mour I but 1 can't blame her ; for, opoii my honour, 
I think a little coquetry becomes her. 

Sir C. Ay, ay, ay— oh, oh!— Is that all? These little 
squalls seldom ovenel the lorer's boat, but drive it the 
faster to port— av, ay, ay 

Young C. Talk to her a little, Mr. Heartly. She is 
a fine lady, and has many virtues, but slie does not 
know the world. 

Heart. Por heaven's sake, miss Harriot, explain this 
riddle to nie. 

Har, I cannot, sir. — 1 have discovered the weakness 
of my heart— I have discovered it to vou, sir ;— but 
your unkind interpretations and reproachful looks ooa- 
vinee me that 1 have already said but too much. 

[Exit, Heartly "muset. 

Sir C. Well, but barkye, nepliew— ibis is going a 
little too far What have you done to her? 

Heart. I never saw her so agitated before. 

Young C. Upon my soul, gentlemen, 1 am as mach 

surprised at it as yon can be The little bronillerie 

between os arose upon her persisting that there was no 
passion, no penchant between as. 

Sir C. I'll tell you what. Jack ^Tbere is a certain 

kind of impudence about you, that 1 don't approve 
of. 

Young C. But what can the lady object to? 1 have 
offered to marry her, is not that a proof sufficient that 
1 like her? A young fellow most have some affection 
that will go such lengths to indulge it. Ha, ha I 

Sir C. Why really, friend Heartly, I don't see how i^ 
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joaoff man can veil do more, or a ladj desire more. 
Wlial say yoo, neighbour f 

Heart.' Upon mj word, I am puzzled abont it— 
mj thooghts upon the matter are so various and so 
oonfoBed. — Bvery thing I see and hear is so contradio* 
tory i a so ■ She certainly oannot like any body 
else! 

young C. No, no, I'll answer for that. 

Heart. Or she may be fearfnl then that your passion 
for her is not s|no«« ; or, like other yonng men of the 
Umies, yon may grow careless upon marriage and neg- 
lect her. 

Young C. Ha! ']^|^) you have hit it; nothing but 

a little naioral, delicate sensibility 

[Hums a Tune, 

Heart. If so, perhaps the violence of ner reproaches 
may proceed from the Inkewarmness of your profes- 



Young C. Je Tons demande pardon->~I have sworn 
lo her a hundred and a hundred limes that she should 
be the happiest of her sex : — But there is nolbing sur- 
prising in all this; it is the misery of an over-fond 
neart, to be always doubtful of its happiness. 

Heart. And if she marries tliee, I fear that shell be 
kept in a state of doubt as long as she lives. 

[Half aside. 

Re-enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Pray, gentlemen, which of yon has affronted 
my mistress? She is in a most prodigious taking yon- 
der, and Fows to return into the country again. 

XoungC. Poor thing! 

Heart, I mnst inqnire further in this; her behavionr 
is too particular for me not to be disturbed at it. 

Lucy. She desires that when she has recover'd her- 
self, she may talk with vou alone, sir. [To Heartly. 

Heart. I shall with pteasure attend her. [ivxtt Luqf* 

Sir C. I would give, old as I am, a leg or an arm to 
•be belov'd by that sweet creature as yoo are. Jack! 

B 
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Young C. Apd throw yoBr eoot and rheomatism into 

the bargain, uncle P Ha, ha! Di?m Bacohnt. La, 

]a, 1a» &c. [Sings, 

Sir C. I wonder what the devil ia oome to the yoang 
fellows of this are, neij^hbour Heartlj?-^Wbj a fine 
woman has no effect ttpon 'em. — ~l8 there no method 
to make 'em less fonvof themselves, and more mindfiil 
of the ladies? 

Heart. Lookje, Mr. Glackit, if miss Harriot's affec- 
tions declare for jou, she mnst not be treated with 

neglect or disdain Nor could I bear it, sir.-— r^Any 

man must be proud^ of her partialitv to him ; and he 
must be fashionably insensible irideedf, who would not 
make it his darling care to d^eod from every inquie* 
tnde the most delicate and tender of her sex. 

Sir C. Most nobly and warmly said, Mr. Heartly. 

— —Go to her, nephew, directljf ^throw yourself at 

her feet, and swear how mq«h her beauty and virtue 
have captivated you, and dont let her go fill you have 
set her dear little heart at rest. 

YoimeC. Would you have me say the same thinr 

orer and over again:— I can't do it positively ^It is 

my turn to be piqued now. 

Sir C. Damn your conceit, Jack, I can bear it no 
longer. 

Heart. I am Fery sorry to find that any young lady, 
so near and dear to me, should bestow her heart where 
there is so little prospect of its being valued as it 

ouffht. However, I shall not oppose my authority 

to her inclinations; and so Who waits there? 

Enter a Servant, 
liet the young lady know that I shall attend, her com- 
mands in the library. [Exit Servant} Will yoo excose 
' ve. teenllemen P 

SO- C. Ay, ay — we'll leave you to yourselves ; and 
pray convince her that I and my nephew are most siu'r 
oerely her very humble servants. 
Young C. O yes, yoo may depend upon me. 
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Heart. A very slender dependaooe truly. 

[Aside. Exit, 

Young C. Well be with joa agaiti to know what 

Toar t^te-jt-t^le produces, aod in the mean time I am 

hers and yours Adieu. Gome, uncle— '^Fal, 

lal.laja! 
Sir C. I could knock him down with pleasure. 

[Aiide» Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 




' SCENE I. A Library, 
Heartly and a Servant discovered. 
Heart. Tell misR Harriot that I am here.— If she 
as indisposed, I will wait upon her in her own room. — 
[Exit Servant] However mjsterious her condact ap- 

jiears to me, jel still it is to be deciphered ^This 

young ii^entleraan has certainly toach'd her — ^There are 
some objeclioos to him, and amonff so man? young 
men of fashion that h\\ in her way, she certainly mi^hi 
have made a better choice: 'she has an nnderitandinr 
to be sensible of this; and, if I am not mistaken, it is 
m struggle between her reason and her passion that 
occasions all this confusion. — But here she is. 

Enter Harriot. 

Har. I hope yon are not angr j, sir, that 1 left yon so 
abroptly, without making any apology ? 

Heart. I am angry that you tnink an apology neces- 
sary. — ^The matter we were upon was of such a delicate 
nature, that I was more pleased with yoar confusion 
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tksn I thoald have been with joor exoa8e8.^YoaHl 
pardon me, my dear. 

Bar, 1 liave reflected that the peraoa for whom 1 
have conoeiTed a most tender re^rd, maj, from the 
wisest motires, doabt of mj passioo; aod therefore I 
would endeavour to answer all his objeotions, and con- 
Ttnoe him how deserving he is of my highest esteem. 

Heart, I have not yet apprehended what kind of 
dispute ooold arise between you and Mr. Glackit: — 
but I would advise you both to oome to a reconcilia- 
tion as soon as possible. 

Har. He still continues in his error, aod I cannot 
uodeoeive him. ' [Aside, 

Heart. Shall I take the liberty of telling ^ou, my 

dew.—^Tdkes her Hand] You tremble, Harriot! 

What is the matter with you P 

Har. Nothing, sir. — Pray go on. 

Heart. I guess whence proceeds all your uneasiness. 
— Yon fear that the woria will not be so readily con- 
Tinoed of this yoong[ gentleman's merit as you are; 
and indeed I oould wisn him more deserving of you : 
but Tonr regard for him gives him a merit he otherwise 
would have wanted, and almost makes me blind to bis 
fiaiiogs. 

Har, And would yon advise me, sir, to make choice 
of this gentleman? 

Heart. 1 would advise you, as I always have done, 
to consult your own heart upon such an occasion. 

Har. If that is your advice, I will most religiouslj 
follow it; and, for the last time, I am resolved to dis- 
oover my real sentiments; bat as a confession of this 
kind will not become me, 1 have been thinking of some 
innocent stratagem to spare my blushes, and in part to 
relieve me from the shame of a declaration. — ^Mighi I 
be permitted to write to him ? 

Heart. I think yon may, my dear, without the least 
offence to your delicacy: and indeed you ought to 
explain yourself; your late misunderstanding makes it 
afafolntely neoeseary. 
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Har.^ Will yon be kind enoo^^h to Uftist me?— Will 
jou write it for me, sir.' 

Heart. Oh, most williniclj -T^Ajid m I am made a 
fwrty, it will remove all objections. 

Ifar. I will dictate to you in the best manner I am 
able. [^'ii?A«. 

Heart, Here is pen, ink, and paper; and now, my 
dear, I am ready. — He is certainly a man of family, 
and though he has some lillle faults, time and yonr vir- 
tues will correct them. — Come, what sliall 1 write? 

[Prepares to write. 

Hat. Pray give me a moment's thought; — 'tis a ter> 
rible task, Mr. Heartly. 

Heart. I know it is. — Don't hurry ^ourself-^I shall 
wait withuatienoe. — Come, miss Harriot. 
• Har. [Dictai\nf(] It is in vain for me to conceal from 
one of your understanding the secrets of my heart. 

Heart. The secrets of my heart — [Writes. 

Har, Though your humility and modesty toill not 
suffer you to perceive it. 

Heart, Do yoo think that he is much troubled with 
those qualities P 

Har. Prav indulge me, sir. 

Heart. 1 beg your pardon. — Your humility and mo- 
desty uriU not suffer you to perceive it. — So. 

Har. Every thing tells you that it is you that I 
love. 

Heart. Very well. [Writes. 

. Har, Ye»—you that I Joiw,— Do you understand 
me? 

Heart. O! yesj^vea— I understand yon—that it is 
you that 1 /ove.— This is very plain, my dear. 

Har, 1 would have it so. — And though I am already 
hound in gratitude to you 

Heart, in gratitude to Mr. Clackit? 

Har. Pray write, sir. 

. Heart. Well — in gratitude to you 1 must write 

what she would have me. [Atide* 

Har. Vet my passion is a mott Winter etted t 
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Heart. Mottditmterested'4)ne, 

Hot, And to convince you, that you on>e much more 
to my ajfeetwiM—*^ 

Heart, And then ? 

Har. 1 could toish that I had not experienced-^-'^ - 

Heart, Stay, stay: Had not exferienced, 

Har, Your tender care of me m my infancy. .. 

Heart. What did yoa gay P-— — Did 1 bear ri^ht, or 
am I in a dream ? [A$idd, 

Har, Why hare I declared myself ^—He*H bale me 
for my folly. iAnde, 

Heart. Harriot! 

Har, Sir! 

Heart, To whom do yon write this letter? 

Har. To— to— Mr. Clackit— is it not ? 

Heart, You must not mention then the care of yoor 
iofitney ; it woald be ridicolons. 

Har, It would indeed :-^l own it:— It is iniproper-r 

Heart. Then IMi onl^ finish yoar letter with the usuiil 
compliment, and send it away< 

Har. Yes— send it away — ^If yon think 1 oug^bt to 
send it. 

Heart. \Troubled\ Ooght to send it! Who's there? 

Enter a Servant, 
Garr^ this letter. [An actiort escapes from Harriotf at if 
to hmder the sending the LerterJ— Is it nut for Mr. 
Clackit? 

Har, IPeevishly] Who can it be for ? 

Heart, [To the Servant \ Here take this letter to Mr. 
Clackit. [Gwes the Later, Exit Servant, 

Har. He disapproves my passion, and I sbaJl die with 
coofosioo. [Aside, 

Enter Lucr. 
Utcy, Tlie conversation is over, and I may appear. 
MndeJ— Sir Charles is without, sir, and is inipatieut to 
know yoar determiBatioD;— ^May be be permitted to 
esyoB? 
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Heart. I mnst.retire to conceal ny wcaknesg. 

lAnde. Exit. 

Lucy. Upon m j word this is werj whiinucal.^Wbat 
18 the reason, miss, that yoor gaardum is gone away 
without sivinjr me an alMwer? 

Uar, w bat a contempt he most have for me, to be- 
have in this manner! f Aside. Exit, 

Luof. Extremely well this, and equally foolish on 
both sides !^ But what can be the meaning of it?— ^ 
What a shame it is that I don't know more- of this 
matter, a wench of spirit as I am, a favourite of my 
mistress, and as inquisitive as I ought to be! It is an 
affront to my character, and I most have satisfaction 
immediately. — [Getn^] I will go directly to ray young 
mistress, tease oer to death tilt I am at the bottom of 
this ; and if threatening, soothing, scolding, whispering, 
crying, and l^ing will not prevail, I will e'en give her 
warning — And go upon the stage. [^Exit* 

Re-enter Heartlt. 
Heart. The more I reflect upon whaA bm pass'd, the 
more I am convinc'd that she did not intend writing 

to ^his young fellow. What am^ I to think of it 

then ? — Had not my reason made a little stand against 
my presumption, I might have interpreted some of 
Harriot's words in my own favour ; bui-~-^Caa it be 
possible that so j^oung a creature should even oast a 

thought of that kind upon meP Upon me!-*— -No, 

no 1 will do her and myself the justice to acknow- 
ledge, tliat, for a very few slight appearances, there are 
a thousand reasons tliat destroy so ridionlons a sop- 
position. 

Enter Sir Charles Clackit, 
Sir C. Well, Mr. Heartly, what are we to hope for? 
Heart. Upon ny word, sir, I am still in Ibe dark ; we 

pusale about indeed, but we don't get forward. 
SirC. What the devil is the meaning of all this? 

There never sure were lovers so diffioolt to bring 



8CliN£ 1, JHlS GUARDIAN. S5 

logetber. Bat Lave yoa not been a little too rongh 
with the ladj? For as 1 p«M'd by her but now, sTi« 

seem'd a little out of humour And, upon my faith. 

Dot the lei» beautiful for a little pootirij^. 

Hanrt, Upon mjr word, air Charles, what I can col- 
lect from her behaviour is, that jour nephew is not so 
rauoh in her good graces as he made joa believe. 

^Sira »Egai<, like enough; But bold, hold 

this must be look'd a liltle into if it is so, J would 

be glad to know why and wherefore I have been made 

so ridiculous Eh, master Heartl v, does he take me 

for his fool, his beast, his Merry Andrew ? By the lord 
Harry- 

Heart. He is of an age, sir Charle^-^^ — 

Sir C. Ay, of ao age to be very impertinent ; but I 
shall desire him to be less free with his uncle for the 
future, I r *-'- 



Re-enter Lucy. 

Lucy, I have it, I have it, gentlemen ! You need not 
pnasle any more about the matter.— 1 have got the 

secret. ^I know the knight-errant that has wounded 

our distress'd lady. 

SirC, Well, and who, and what, child? 

iMf^. What, has not she told you, sir? ITo Heart, 

Heart. Not directly. 

Lucy. So much the better. — What pleasure it is to 
discover a secret, and then tell it to all the world I — 1 ' 
press'd her so much that she at last confess'd. 

SirC. Well, what? 

Lucy. That, in the first plaoey she did not like your 

phew. 
r C. And I told the puppy so. 

Lucy. That she had a most mortal antipathy for tiM 
7onn{|^ men of this age ; and that she haa settled her 
afiections upon one of riper years, and riper under- 
standing. 

SirC. Indeed! 

Lucy. And that she eipeoted from a lorer in his 
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liQtiimn more aflvotion, more complaisanoe, more oon* 
•tancy, and more dincretion of coarse. 

Heart. This is very partioolar. 

SirC. Ay, bat it is very prudent for all that. 

Lucy. In short, as she nad openly declared against 
the nephew, I took upon me to speak of bis uncle. 

Sir C. Of me, child f 

Lucy* Yes, of yon, sir}— -—And she .did not say me 
nay— But cant such a look, and feteh'd such a sigh 
— «^That if ever I look'd and sigfa'd in my life, I know 
bow it is with her. 

Sir C. What the devil ! Why sorely ^Eh, Lney! 

You joke for certain Mr. HearUy ! — —Eh !- 

Lucy. Indeed I do not, sir.— <-»'T^as in vain for me 
to say that nothing coold be so ridiculous as such a 
choice.— Nav, sir, I went a little farther (youll excuse 

me), and told her ** Grood God, madam." said I» 

** why he is old and fiou^t asthmatic, roenmatio, 
sciatic, spleen-atic. — It signifed nothing, she had deter- 
mined. 

SirC. But yoQ need not have told her all thai.— It 
can*t be nie. — No, no, it can't be me. 

Lucy. But I tell you it in, sir. — Yon are the man. 

Sir C. Say yon so? — ^Wby then, monsieor nephew, 

I shall have a little laugh with you Ha, ha, ha!— 

Yonr betters must be serv'd before voo. — But here be 

ooroes— ^ — Not a word, for your lira. We'll laogh 

at him most triumphantly — ^Ha, ha! but mom, mom* 

£nter Young Clackit. 

Young C. Meeting by accident with some artists of 
of the siring, and m^ particular friends, I have broo^^ht 
'em to celebrate miss Harriot's and my approaching 
happiness. [To HearUy, 

Sir C. Do yoo hear the poppy ? [To Lucy. 

Heart. It is tine to clear op all mistakes. 

SirC, Now for iL 

Heart. Miss Harriot, air, was not deitin'd for yoo. 

Young C. What do joo aay, air? 
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Heart. That the young ladjr bas fix'd her affections 
vpon another. 

Young C. Upon another ? 

Sir C." Yes, sir, another : ^That is Enflrlisb, sir ; 

and joo may translate it into French, if you like it 
better. 

young C. Very well, sir, extremely well. 

Sir C. And that other, sir, is one to whom yon ow« 
great respect. 

young C. I am bis most riespectful harable servant. 

SirC. Yon are a fine yonth, my sweet nephew, to 
tell me a story of a cock and a bull, of you and the 
young lady, wlien you have no mure interest in her 
than the csar of Muscovy. 
. Young C. ISmiUs] But, my dear oneie, don't carry this 

jest too far ^1 shall begin to be uneasy : but wh<iever 

my precious rival is, he must prepare bimitelf for a little 

humility ; for be he ever so mignly. my dear uncle. 1 

have Uiat in my pocket will lower his tup-sails tor him. 

{Searching hit Fock€t» 

SirC. Well, what's that e 

Young C. A fourte<>n pounder only, my good nnde 
—A letter from the lady. [Takts it out of his Pocket, 

SirC. What! to you? 

Yotmg C. To me, sir ^l^his moment receiv'd, and 

overflowing with the tenderest seutiments. 

SirC. To you f 

YeungC. Most undoubtedly. She reproaches me 

with my excessive modesty. ^Tliere can be no mis* 

take. 

Sir C. What letter u this he chatters abont ? 

[To Heartly, 

Heart. One written by me, and dieteted by the 
voong lady. 

SirC. What! sent by her to him? 

Heart. 1 believe so. 

SirC. Well, but then How the devil Mrs. 

I^ooy ! Eh ! ^What becomes of your fine story ? 

Lucy. I don't understand it. . 

SirC. Norl! 
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Heart, [UeiitaHng] Nor ^1 

Young C, But I do — ^And so joa will all pretenMy. 

Re'Cnter Harriot. 

Hot, Bless me, Mr. Heartlj, what is all this mmic 
. for in the next room ? 

Youn^C. I brought the gentlemen of the striiir, 
MNuleuioiiielle, to convinoe joo that I feel as I oueht 
the honour 3^011 have done me — [Hhotoing the LHtery-^ 
But, for heaven's sake, be sincere a little with these 
good folks ; they tell me here that 1 am nobody, and 
tkere is another happier than myself. 

tiar. To hesitate an? lunger would be injarioos to 
my guardian, his friend, this voong gentleman, and my 
own charaoter. You mtve all been in an error. — ^My 
bashful ness may have deceived you — ^My beark iie?er 
did. * 

Young C. Cost vrai. 

Hot. Therefore before I declare my stptimeBls, it is 
proper thai I disavow any engagement: — But at the 
same time muKt oonfe sa 

Young C. Oh- ho! 
. Har. With fear and shame < 



Young C. Courage, mademoiselle ! 

Har. That another, not you, sir, has nin'd a power 
over mv heart. [To loung Clackit, 

Sir C. Another, not you ; mind that. Jack. Ha, ha! 

Har. It is a power indeed whioh he despises.'—I 
cannot be deceived in his conduct. — Modesty may tie 
the tongue of our sex, but silence in him could proceed 
only from contempt. 

SirC How preltilv she reproaches me! — But I'll 
ioon make it up with her. [Atide. 

Har. As to that letter, sir, vonr error there is 
excusable ; and I own myself in that particular a little 

blameable. But it was not my iaolt that it was sent 

to yitu ; and the contents must have told you, that it 
could not possibly be meant for you. 

[To Young Ckekit. 

Sir C, Proof positive, Jack : — Say no more. Now is 
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»y time io b6giD.^Heni '—hero !— iSweet joong lady ! 
---Ilea ! — whose charms are so migbly, so far transcend* 
ing every thing that we read of in hislorj or fable» 
bow could you possibly think that my silence pro- 
ceeded from contempt.^ Was it natural or prudent, 
think jou, for a man of sixty -five, nay, just entering 

into his sixty-sixth year 

' Young C. O misericorde! what, is my ancle my rival i 
Nay then 1 shall burst, by Jupiter! — Ha, ha, ha! 

liar. Don't imagine, sir, that to me your age is any 
faalt. 

Sir C. [Bowing] Yoor are very obliging, madam. 

Bar, Neither is it, sir, a merit of timt extraordinary 
nature, that I should sacrifice to it an inclination which 
I have conceived for another. 

Sir a How is this? 

Young C. Another! not you; mind that, nnde. 

Lmc^. What is the meaning of all Ibis? 

Young C. Proof positive, uncle — And very positive. 

Sir C. I have been led into a mistake, madam, which 
I hope you will excuse; and I have made myself very 
ridiculons, which I hope I shall forget: — And so, 
madam, I am yonr humble servant. 

Heart. What I now see, and the remembrance of 
what is past, force me to break silence. 

Young C. Ay, now for it. — Hear him — hear him. — 

Heart. O, my Harriot ! — I too must be disgraced in 
my turn.-— Can you think that I have seen and con- 
versed with you unmovM ? — Indeed 1 have not. — ^The 
more I was sensible of yoor merit, the stronger were 
my motives to stifle the ambition of my heart.— But 
now I can no longer resist the violence of my passion, 
which casts me at your feet, the most unworthy indeed 
of all yoor admirers, but of all the roost affectionate. 

ffar. I have refused my hand to sir Charles and this 
young gentleman : the one accuses me of caprice, the 
other of singularity:—- Should I refuse my hand a third 
time [Smi/tn/r] I might draw upon myself a more severe 
reproach— and therefore I accept yonr fiivonr, sir, and 
wAi endeavour to deserte it. 
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Heart. And thns 1 seal my acknowledgmeDto, simI 
from benoeforlli devote my everjr though^ and all my 
iervices to the author of mj happiness. 

[Kisses her Hand, 

Sir C. Well, my dear discreel nephew, are yon 
satis6ed with the fool's part yoa hare given me» and 
plar'd yourself in the faroe? 

Young C. What would yon have me say, sir? lam 
too muon a philosopher to fret. 

Heart, I hope, sir Charles, that we shall still con- 
tinue to live as neighbours and friends. For you, my 
Harriot, words cannot express my wonder or *mv joy ; 
iny future condact must tell yoo what a sense I nave 
of my happiness, and how much I shall endeavour t« 
deserve it 

For ev'ry charm that ever yet bless'd yooth, 

Accept compliance, tenderness, and truth ; 

My friendly care shall change to grateful love. 

And the fond hasbaud still the GuaHdiam prove. 

[Exeunt. 
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THE GOOD-NATURED MAN, 

Which was declared by Dr. Johnson to be the 
best comedy of his day, after Thb Provoked 
Husband, was first acted at Covent Oarden The- 
atre in the year i76S, It was indifferently re- 
ceifed, and in some scenes mncb opposed; it 
however rose considerably above its first recep- 
tion, but still only succeeded in a degree very 
inferior to its merit. 

Dr. Goldsmith founded the character of his 
hero on one he had introduced as the lover of 
Miss Braddock, in his own Life of Bean Nash. 
This comedy, though much approved in the closet^ 
is very seldom brought forward on the stage. 



PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY DR. JOHNSON. 

SPOKEN BY MR. BENSLEY. 

Prb3T hj the load of life, the wear^ mind 
Sonreys the general toil of humankind ; 
With oool jiubmiflsion joins the labouring train. 
And social sorrow loses half its pain : 
Our aoxions bard, without oomplaint, raaj share 
This boslling season's epidemic care, 
like Gmsar's pilot, dig^ifj'd bj fate, 
ToBs'd in one common storm with all the great. 
Distressed alike, the statesman and the wit. 
When one a borough courts, and one the pit 
The busy candidates for power and fame 
Have hopes, and fears, and wishes just the same; 
Disabled both to combat or to fly, 
Most hear all taunts, and bear without reply. 
Uncheck'd, on both, loud rabbles vent their rage, 
As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 
Th' offended burgess hoards his angry tale, 
For that blest year when all that vote may rail ; 
Their schemes of spite the poet's foes dismiss. 
Till that glad night, when all tliat hale may Inss. 
This day the powder'd curls and golden coat, 
Sa^s swelling Crispin, begg*d a cubler's Tote. 
This night, our wit, the pert apprentice cries. 
Lies at my feel ; I hiss hiro, and he dies. 
The sreat, 'tis true, can cbarm th' electing tribe; 
' The bard may supplicate, but cannot briM. 
Yet judg'd by those, whose voices ne'er were sold* 
He feels no want of ill-persuading gold; 
But confident of praise, if praise be due, 
Tmsts without fear, to ment, and to you. 
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ACT THB FIRST. 




SCENE I. An Apartment in Honey wood's Boute* 
Enter Sir William Honeywood and Jarvis. 

iStr W. Good Jarvis, make no apolog^ies for this 
honest blunlness. Pideiiij, like jours, is the best ex- 
oose for everj freedom. 

Jar, 1 can t help beinf; |l)lant» and being verj angrj 
too, when 1 hear yon talk of disinheriting so good, so 
worthy a young gentleman as yoar nephew, my master. 
All the world loyes him. 

Sir W. Say rather that he loves all the world ; that is 
hU fault. 

Jar, I'm sore there is no part of it more dear to him 
than f on are* though he lias nut seen you since he was 
a child. 

Sir W, What signifies -his affeolioii to me, or how 
can 1 be proad of a place in a heart where every sharper 
and coxcomb find an easy entrance ? 

Jar. I grant you that he's rather too good-nator'd ; 
that he's too mnch every man's man ; that ne laughs Ihia 
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minate with one, and cries the next with another; bat 
whose instroclions niaj he tliank for all this? 

Sir W. Not mine, sure? Mj letters to him darinjp mr 
employment in Italj, Un^^ht him onlj that philosophy 
which might prevent, not defend, his errors. 

Jar, Faith, begging yoar honoor's pardon, this same 
philosophy is a good horse in the stable, bat an errant 
jade on a journey. Whenever I hear him mention the 
name on*l, I'm always sore he's going to play the fool. 
Sir W. Don't let as ascribe his faolts to his philo- 
sophy, I entreat yoo. No, Jarvis, his good natnre 
arises rather from his fears of offending the importu- 
nate, than his desire of making the deserving happy. 
« Jar. What it rises from I don't knowj bat^ to be 
sure, every body has it that asks it. 

Sir W, Ay, or that does not ask iL I have been now 
for some t^me a concealed spectator of his follies, and 
find them as boundless as his dissipation. 

Jar. And yet, faith, he has some fine name or other 
for them all. He calls his extravagance generosity, 
and his Irasting every body aniversai benevolence. It 
was but last week he went securitv for a fellow whose 
face he scarce knew, and that he called an act of exalted 
mo — fflUi^muaificence ; ay, tiiat was the name he gave 
it. 

Sir W. And upon that I proceed, as my last effort, 
though with ver^ little hopes to reclaim him. That 
very fellow has just absconded, and 1 have taken up 
the security. Now my intention is to involve him in 
fictitious distress, before he has plutaged himself into 
real calamity ; to arrest him for that very debt, to clap 
an officer upon him, and then let him see which of hu 
firiends will come to his relief. 

Jar. Well, if 1 coald but an^ way see him thoroughly 
vexed — ^^el, faith, 1 believe it impossible. 1 have tried 
to fret him myself every morning these three years; but 
instead of being angry, he sits as calmly to hear me 
scold, as he does to bis hair-dresser. 

Sir FT. We must try him onoe more, however; and 
1 4lon'l despair of succeeding ; af, by yoor mcAOS, I caa 
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hvre frequent opportanities of being aboat bim, wilh- 
oot being known. What « pily it is, Jarvis, tbat anj 
inan*8 good will to others ahoold produce so much neg^ 
leot of himself as to rec^aire correction ; yet there are 
some (aolts so nearly allied to excellence, that we can 
scarce weed out the vice without eradicating the virtue. 

[Exii. 

Enter Honeywood. 

Honey. Well, Jarvis, what tnessages from my friends 
this morning? 

Jar, You have no friends. 

Honey. Well, from my acquaintance then? 

Jar, IPulU out BilU] A few of our usual cards of 
compliment, that's all. This Mil from your tailor, this 
from your mercer, and this from the little broker in 
Crooked-lane. He says he has been at a great deal of 
trouble to get baek the money von borrowed. 

Honey. That 1 don't know ; but Vm sure we were at 
a great deal of trouble in getting him to lend it. 

Jar. He has lost all patience. 

Honey. Then he has lost a very good thing. 

Jar, There's tbat ten guineas you were sending to 
the poor gentleman and bis children in the Fleet. I 
believe that would slop his mouth, for awhile at least. 

Honey, Ay, Jarvis, out what will fill their mouths in 
the mean time? Must I be cruel because he happens to 
be importunate ; and, to relieve his avarice, leave them 
to insupportable distress f 

Jar. 'Sdealb ! sir, the question now is how to relieve-*, 
yourself— yourself ! Hav'n't I reason to be out of my 
jienses, when I see things going at sixes and sevens? 

Honey. Whatever reason you may have for being out 
of your senses, I hope you'll allow that I'm not quite 
unreasonable for continuing in mine. 

Jar. You're the only man alive in your present situa- 
tion that could do so. Every thing upon the waste. 
There's miss Richland and her fine fortune gone already, 
and npon the point of being given to your rival. 

Honey. I'm no man's rival. 

Jar, Your uncle in Italy preparing to diaioberit you ; 
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your own forlune almost spent ; and nothiBg^ but press- 
ing creditors, false friends, and a pack of drooken ser- 
Tanls that joor kindness Iws made onlit for anj.otber 
familj. 

Honey. Then they liaTe the more ocoasion for being 
in mine. 

Jar. So!— What will jon hare done with him that I 
caaf^ht stealing Toar plate in the pantry? In the fact; I 
caoght him in the fiiet 

Money. In the fact! If so, I really think thai we 
shoald pay him his wages, and tarn bim off. 

Jar. Yes, he shall be torned off, tlie dor; we'll bang 
him, if it be only to frighten the rest of Uie family. 

Honey. No, Jarris; it's enough that we have lost 
what be has stolep, let us not add to it the loss of a fel* 
low creature. 

Jar. Well, here was the foolmau jnst now to com- 
plain of the butler ; he says he does most work, and 
ouffht to have most wages. 

Honetf. That's but just ; tbppgh perhaps here comes 
tlie buller to complain of the footman. 

Jar. AjTy H's the wsj with ihem all, from the scolljon 
to the privy counsellor. If they have a bad master.- 
they keep quarrelling with him ; if they have a g^ooa 
master, toey keep quarrelling with one another. 

Enter Butler, drunk. 

But. Sir, I'll not stay in the family with Jonathan ; 
you must part with him, or part with me, that's the ex — 
ex-^position of the matter, sir. 

Honey, Explicit enough. Bat what's his fault, good 
Philip? 

But, Sir, he's given to drinking, sir; and I shall have 
my morals corrupted by keeping such company. 

Honey. Ha, ha! he lias such a diverting way. 

Jar. O quite amusing. 

But. 1 find mj wines a going, sir; and liquors don't 
go without mouths. I hate a drunkard, sir. 

Honey. Well, well, Philip, I'll hear you opon that 
another time; so go to bed now. 

Jar. To bed ! Col him go to the devil I 
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BtU, Begging yoar houoor'i {lardon, and b^giiijf 
joor pardon, master Jarvis, I'll not go lo bed, nor to the 
devil neither : I have enough to do to mind my cellar. 
1 forgot, yoor honour, Mr. Croaker is below. I came 
on purpose to tell yon. 

Honey. Why didn't you show him op, blockhead ? 

But. Show him up, sir ? With all my heart, sir. Up 
or down, all's one to me. [Exit. 

Jar, Ay, we have one or other of that family in this 
bouse from mornine till night. He comes on the old 
affair, 1 suppose; the match between his son, that's just 
returned from Paris, and miss Richland, the yoang lady 
lie's guardian to. 

Honey. Perhaps so. Mr. Croaker, knowing my friend- 
ship for the young ladv, has got it into his head that | 
can persuade her to wnat I please. 

Jar. Ah ! if you loved yourself but half as well af 
she loves you, we should soon see a marriage that would 
set all things to rights again. 

Honey. Love me! Sure, Jarvis, you dream. No; 
that she is the most lovely woman thai ever warmed the 
human heart with desire, I own; but never let me har- 
bour a thought of making her unhappy, by a connexion 
with one so unworthy her merits as I am. No, Jarvis, 
it shall be ray study to serve her, even in spite of my 
wishes; and to secure her happiness, though it destroys 
my own. 

Jar. Was ever the like.' I want patience. 

Honey. Besides, Jarvis, though 1 could obtain miss 
Richland's consent, do you think I could succeed with 
her guardian, or Mrs. Croaker, his wife? who, though 
both very fine in their way, are yet a little opposite in 
their dispositions, you know. 

Jar, Opposite enough, heaven knows; the very re- 
verse of each other: she, all laugh, and no joke; he, 
always complaining, and never sorrowful; a fretl'ul, 
poor soul, that has a new distress for every hour in the 
four-and-lwenty. 

Honey. Hush, hush, he's coming up, he'll hear yon. 

Jar. One whose voice is a passing-bell-—^ 
Honey, Well, well, go, do. 
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Jar. A raven that bodes nolhing: but tniscliief ; a 
coffin and cross-bones; a bundle of rue; a sprig of 
deadly night-shade; a— — 

[Uoneywood stops his Mouth, and jmshes him off. 

Honey. I must own mv old monitor is not entirely 
wrong. There is something In my friend Croaker's 
conversation that quite depresses me. His very mirth 
is an antidote to all gaiety, and his appearance has a ' 
stronger effect on my spirits than an nncfertaker's shop. 

Enter Croaker. 
Mr. Croaker, this is such a satisfaction 

Crocik. A pleasant morning to Mr. Honey wood, and 
many of them. How is this? You look most shock- 
ingly to-day, ray dear friend. I hope this weather does 
not affect your spirits. To be sure, if this weather 

continues 1 say nothing bnt God send we be all 

better this day three months. 

Honey. I heartily concur in the wish, though I own 
not in your apprehensions. 

Croak. May be not! Indeed what signifies what 
weather we have in a country going to ruin like ours ? 
Then so many foreigners, that I'm afraid for our wives 
and daughters. 

Honey. 1 have no apprehensions for the ladies, I ' 
assure yon. 

CrocJt. May be not And what signifies? The women 
in my time were good for something. I have seen a 
lady drcAsed from top to toe in her own manufactures 
formerly. But now-a-days the devil a thing of their 
own manufactures about them, except their faces. 

Honey. But, however these faults may be practised 
abroad, you don*t find them at home, either with Mrs. 
Croaker, Olivia, or Miss Richland. 

Croak. By-the-by, my (lear friend, I ,don't find this 
match between miss Richland and my son much relished, 
either by one side or t'other. 

Honev. I thought otherwise. 

CrooK. Ah, Mr. Honeywood, a little of your fine 
serious advice to the young lady might go far: I know 
she has a very exalted opinion of yoor anderstandlng. 
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Honey, Bat would not tbat be nsorpiiig an aathorilj 
tbat wore properly belones to jouraelf .' 

Croak. My dear friend joo know bot little of my 
authority at borne. People think, indeed, because they 
see me come out in a morning thus, with a pleasant 
face, and to make ray friends merry, that all's well 
within. But I have cares that would break a heart of 
stone. My wife has so encroaoh*d upon every one of 
iiiy privileges, tbat I'm now oo more than a mere lodger 
in my own house. 

Honey, Bot a little spirit exerted on your side might 
perhaps restore your authority. 

Croak, No, though I had the spirit of a lion ! I do 
rouse sometimes. But what then ? Always haggling and 
haggling. A man is tired of getting the better, before 
his wife is tired of losing the victory. 

Honey. It's a roelancboly consideration indeed, that 
our chief comforts often produce our greatest anxieties^ 
and tliat an increase of our possessions is but an inlet 
to new disquietudes. 

Croak, Ah, m^ dear friend, these were the very 
words of poor Dick Doleful to me not a week before 
he made away with himself. Indeed, Mr. Honey wood, 
I never see von but you put me in mind of poor — 
Dick. Ah, there was merit neglected for you! and so 
true a friend ; we loved each other for thirty years, and 
yet he never asked me to lend hira a single fartbifi|;. 

Honey. Pray what could induce him to commit so 
rash an action at last ? 

Crifak, I don*t know, some people were roaHcions 
enough to say it was keeping company with me; be- 
cause we used to meet now and then and open our 
hearts to each other. To be sure I loved to hear hira 
U|lk, and he loved to hear me talk; poor dear Dick. 
tie used to say that Croaker rhymed to Joker; and so 
we us'd to laugh — Poor Dick. (Going to Cry, 

Honey, His fate affects me. \ 

Croak. Ay, he grew sick of this miserable life, where \ 
we do nothing but eat and grow hungry, dress and 
■ndress, get up and lie down; while reason, tbat should 



14 THE GOOD'N ATCRBD MAN. ACT 1. 

watch like a nane by oor aide, falls as fiut asleep as 
we do. 

Hortey. Vert true, sir, nothing can exceed the Fanilj 
of bur existence, bnt the folly of odr parsoits. We 
wept when vfre came into the world, and every day tells 
ns why. 
/ ' Croak. Ah, my dear friend, it is a perfect satisfkctcon 
' to be miserable with yon. My son Leontine shan't 
lose the benefit of snch fine conversation, ril jnst step 
home for him. And what if I bring my last letter to 
the Gazetteer, on the increase and progress of earth- 
qaakes ? It will amuse us, I promise jou. I thei« prove 
now tiie late earthquake is coming: round to pay as 
another visit from London to Lisbon, from Lisoon to 
the Canary Islands, from the Canary Islands lb Pal- 
mvra, from Palmyra to Constantinople, and so from 
Constantinople back to London afi;ain. [Exit. 

Honeu. Poor Croaker! 1 shall scarce recover my 
spirits these three days. Sure, to live opon such terms 
is worse than death itself. And yet, wnen I consider 
my own situation, a broken fortune, an hopeless pas- 
sion, friends in distress; the wish, but not the power 
to serve them [Pataei and sight, 

Ht-enUr Butier. 
. But. More company b^low, sir; Mrs. Croaker and 
miss Richland; shall I show them up? Bnt they^re 
sho wi ng up themsel ves. [Exit. 

Enter Mes. Gboaxbb and Miss RichLand. 

Mi*$ ft. YouVe always in such spirits. 

Mn. C. We havejttst come, my dear Hbneywood, 
from the auction. Tbere was the old deaf dowager, as 
Bsual, bidding like a fury against herself. And then so 
curions in antiques! Herself the most genuine piece 
of antiquity in the whole collection. 

Honey. Excuse me, ladies, if some uneasiness from 
friendship makes me unfit to share in this good humour : 
I know youMI pardon me. 

Mrs. C. I vow he seeuu as melancholy as if he had 
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I tftkeu a doM of my httsbftiid this morning. Weil, if 
I RiciilMcl iwre will pardon yoti, 1 nibHt. 

Mist R, YoQ would wem to inrinaate, madam, tbat 
f hare paiiicalar mnoo* for being disposed to refuse 
it. 

Mrt. C. Whalever I insitttiatie, my dear, don't be so 
lead^ to wish an explanation. 

Mist R. I own I slioald be torrj, Mr. Honejwood's 
lonr friendship and mine shonid be ihitunderstood. 

Honey. There's no answering fuf others, madam. 
Bot I hope vooMI never find me presuming to offer 
more than the most delicate A-iendship may readily 
allow. 

Miu R, And I shall be prouder of soeh a tribute 
from yoo than the most passionate professions from 
others. 

Honey. My own sentiments, madam : friendship is a 
diainterealed oommerce between equals ; love, an abject 
intercomrae between tyrants and slaves. 

MisfR. And, without a compliment, I know none 
more disinterested or more capable Of friendship than 
Mr. Honey wood. 

Mrs. C. And indeed I know nobody that has more 
friends, at least among the ladies. Miss Prnze, miss 
Odbody, and miss Winterl>ottom, praise him in all 
companies. As for miss Biddy Bundle, she's his pro- 
fessed admirer. 

MU$R. Indeed! an admirer! Bnt is she seriously 
so.handsomeP Is she the mighty thing talked of? 

Honey, The town, madam, seldom begins to jMriiise a 
ladf's l>eauly, till she's beginning to lose it. [^ymiling. 
Mrs. C. But shiB*ft resolved never to iMe it, it seems. 
For as lier natural Usee decays, her skill improfes in 
making the artificial one. Well, nothing diverts me 
more than one of those fine, old, dressy things, who 
thinks to conceal her age, by every where exposing 
her person ; slleking lieraetf op in the front of a side^ 
box ; tndlinj^ through a minnet at Almaok't ; and then, 
in the puMio gardens, looking for all the world like 
one uf the painted rliint of the plaoe. 
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Hottey. Every age has its admirers, ladies. While 
joa, perhaps, are trading amoog the warmer climates 
of jouth, tnere ooght to be some to carrv on a useful 
commerce in the frozen latitudes beyond fifty. 

Miss R, But then the mortifications they must suffer 
before they can be fitted out for traffic. ' I have seen 
one of them fret a whole morning at her hair-dresser, 
when all the fault was her face. 

Honey. And yet I'll engage has carried that face at 
last to a very good market This good-natured town, 
madam, hasliusbands, like spectacles, to fit every age, 
from fifteen to fourscore. 

Mrs. C, Well, you're a dear good-natured creature. 
But yoQ know you're engaged with us this morning 
upon a strolling party. 1 want to show Olivia the 
town, and the things; I believe I shall have businesa 
for vou for the whole day. 

Honey. I am sorry, madam, I have an appointment 
with Mr. Croaker, which it is impossible to put off. 

Mrs. C. What! with my husband? Then I'm resolved 
to take no refusal. Nay, 1 protest you must. You 
know I never lau^h so much as with you. 

honey. Why, if 1 musi, 1 most. Do vou find jest, 
and I'll find laugh, I promise yon. We'll wait for the 
chariot in the next room. ^ExeunU 

Enter Leontine and Olivia. 

Leon. There they go, thoughtless and happy. My 
dearest Olivia, what would 1 give to see you capable of 
sharing in their amusements, and as cheerful as they 
are. 

OIL How, my Leontine,. bow can 1 be cheerful, when 
I have so many terrors to oppress meP The fear of be- 
ing detected bv this family, and the apprehensions of a 
censoring world when 1 must be delected 

Leon. The world! my love, what can it say.' At 
worst it can only say, that beingr compelled by a mer- 
cenary guardian to embrace a life yon disliked, yoo 
formed a resolution of flying with the man of your 
ehuice; that yon confided in bis honour, and took 
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refuge in jMjr falfaer's hoMe; the only one where yonrs 
coald remun withoafc ceDMre. 

Oli* Aol consi<ler« lieentiae, yonr betii^ sent to 
Fraoee to brinn^ home a rister ; tati kiflead of a titter 
hriapng home--"-— 

Leon, One dearer than a thooaand tisters. One that 
I aat oonviitoetf #iil be cquall j dear to the ^est of the 
familj, when she comet to be known. 

Ok. And that, 1 fear, will sliortly be. 

Xiean. Impossible, till We onrselvea think proper to 
make the diseovery. Mj sister, you know, has been 
with her aunt, at Lyons, sioce she was a child, and yun 
find every creature in the family lakes yon for her. 

OU. But mayo*! she write P mayn't her aaitl write.' 

Leon. Her aunt soaroe ever writes, and all my sister's 
letters are directed to me. 

OIL But won*t yovr refusing miss Richland, for. 
whom, you know, the old gentleman intends you, create 
a suspicion f 

Leon, There, there's my master-stroke. I have re- 
solved JHit to refase her ; nay, an boor henoe I have 
eonseated to go with my father, to matkcher an ofller 
of my heart and forUHie. 

Oil Your heart and forUme! 

Leon, Don't be alarmed, my dearest. Can OiiviA 
ihiok so meanty of my honour or my love, as to sup- 
pose I coold ever hope for happiness from any but her ? 
No, my Olivia, neither the force nor, permit me to add, 
the defioacv of my passion, leave any room to sospect 
me. I only offer miss Richland an heart I am con<* 
vinoed she wHI reiiise ; as 1 am confident that, witliout 
koowiaig it, her affeetions are fixed upon Mr. Hooey- 
wood. 

OU, Mr. Honeywood ! you'll excnse my apprehes- 
sions ; bat when year merits oome to be pat in the ba- 



Lean. You view them with too mneti partiality. 
However, by making this offer, I show a seeming cora- 

tlianee with my lather's oommands; and perhaps, npon 
er refftta), I may huve his codmbI to choose for myself. 
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OH, And jel, tnj Leontiiie, I own I shall envy her 
even joar pretended addresses. I consider every iwik, 
every expression of your esteem, as doe only to jne. 
Tlus is folly perhaps: I allow it; but it is natqral to 
soppose, that merit which has made an impression on 
ones own heart, may be powerful over that of another. 

Leon, Don't, mv life's treasure, don't let ns make 
imaginary evils, wnen yon know we have «o many real 
ones to encounter. At worst, you know, if Miss Rich- 
land should consent, or my father refuse his pardon, it 
can but end in a trip to Scotland ; and 

Re-enter Croaker. 

Croak, Where have yon been, boyf I have been 
seeking you. My friend Honeywood here has been 
saying such comfortable things. Ah! he's an example 
indeed. Where is he? I left him here. 

Leon, Sir, I believe you may see him, and hear him 
too in the next room -, he's preparing to go out with 
the ladies. 

Croiik, jDan I believp my eyes or ears? I'm stmok 
dumb with his vivaoiK, and stunn'd with the loudness 
of his laugbv Was there ever silch a transformation! 
[A Laugh behind the S^cenes; Croaker fntmics W] Ha, 
Jia, ha! there it goes; a plague take their balderdash ; 
yet I could expect uolniiig less, when my precious 
wife was of the partj* 

Xeon. Since you find so many objections to a wife, 
sir, how can you be so earnest in recommending one 
tome? 

Croak, I have told you, and tell you again, boy, that 
miss Richland's fortune must not ^6 out of the fiunily. 

Leon, But, sir, it may be possible she has no incli- 
nation to me<. 

Croak, I'll tell yon once for all bow it stands: a good 
part of miss Richiand's large fortune consists in a claim 
upon government, which mv good friend, Mr. Lolly, 
assures me the Treasury will allow. One half of Ihis 
she is to forfeit, by her fatlier's will, in case she refuses 
to marry you. So, if she rejects yon, we aeico half her 
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forlone; if she accepU you, we mim the whole, end a 
fine girl into Uie bergain. 

L^n, But, sir, if jfoo will bet listen to reeion 

Croak. I lell yoo Vm fix'd, determined ; so now pro- 
dooe yoor reasons. When I'm determined, I always 
listen to reason, because it can then do no harm. 

Leon. You have alleged that a mutual choice was 
the first reanidite in matrimonial happiness. 

Croak. Well, and yon have both of yon a mutual 
choice. She has her choice — ^to marry you, or lose 
half her fortune; and you have your choioe^to marry 
her, or pack out of doors without any fortune at all. 

Leon* An only son, sir, might expect mure indnl- 



Croak. An only father, sir, might expect more obe- 
dience ; besides, luw not your sister herej that never 
disobliged me in her life, as good a right as you ? He's 
a sad dog, Liv^, my dear, and would tike all from you. 

Oil. Dear sir, I wish you*d be convinced that I can 
never be happy in any addition to my fortune, which 
is taken from bis. ' 

Croak, Well, well, say no more ; but come with me, 
and we shall see sometJiing that will give us a great 
deal of pleasure, I promise you ; old Ruggins, the curry- 
comb maker, lying in state : I'm told he beoomes his 
eofin prodigiously. He was an intimate friend of 
mine ; and these are friendly tiungs we ought to do for 
eaoh other. [Eatewnt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 




SCBNE I. Croaker's Hause, 
Enter Miss Richland an<2 Garnet. 

Miss R. Olivia not his sister? Olivia not LeottCine*a 
sister? 

Gar, Na more bis sister than I am ; I had it all from 
bis own servant; 1 can get any tbing from that qnarter. 

Miss R. But bow ? Tell me ajcaio. Garnet. 

Gar, Why, madam, as I told jou befoiw, instead 
of going to Lyons to bring home his sister, who has 
been there with her aunt these ten years, he never 
went further than Paris ; there he saw and fell in love 
with this yoang lady ; by-the-by, of a prodigious fa- 
mily. 

Miss R, And brought her home to my guardian aa 
Lis daughter. 

Gar. Yes, and daughter she will be. If he don't 
consent to their marriage, they Ulk of trying what a 
Scotch jMirson can do. 

Miss R, Well, I own they have deceived me — And 
so demurely has Olivia carried it too !— Would you 
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believe il, Garnet, 1 told ber tM my secrets ; and yet 
the sly cheat concealed all this from me ^ 

Gar. And, upon my word, madam, I don't much^ 
blame her; she was loath to trost one with her secrets, 
tliat was so t ery bad at keeping^ her own. 

Miss R, But, to add to their deceit, the joang: gen> 
tieman, it seems, pretends to make roe senoos propo- 
sals ; and yoo know 1 am to lose half my tbrtone if 1 
refuse him. 

Gar, Yet, what can you do ? for being, as yea are, 
in love with Mr. Honeywood, madam 

Mist R. Well, no more of this ! As to my gaardian, 
and his son, they shall find me prepared to receive 
them ; Vm resolved to accept their proposal with seem- 
ing pleasure, to mortify them by compliance, and throw 
the refusal at last upon them. 

Gar. Delicious! and that will secure your whole 
forlane to yourself. Well, who could have thought 
so innocent a face coold cover so much cnteness f 

Miss R. Why, girl, 1 only oppose my prudence to 
their cunning, and practise a lesson they nave taught 
me against themselves. 

Gar. Then you're likely not long to want employ- 
ment; for here they come. 

Ent^ Cboakbji and Lbontins. 

Leon. Excose me, sir, if I seem to hesitate npon the 
point of putting the lady ho important a question. 

Croak. Ijord, good sir! moderate your fears; I tell 
yoa we must have the half or the whole. Come, let 
me see with what spirit yoo begin! Well, why don't 

yoQ? Bh! What? Well then— I most, it seems Miss 

Riehland, my dear, I believe you guess at our business; 
an afikir which nearly concerns youi^ happiness, as well 
as my son's. 

Miss Ab Sir, I should be ongratefnl not to be pleased 
with any thing that comes recommended by yon. 

Croak. How, boy ; could yoo desire a finer opening ? 
Why donltyon begin, I say ? [To Leontine, 

Leon, Tfs true, madam, my father, madam, has some 
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intentioiM — bem — of expIainiDg an affair-~whiph — him- 
self—can best explain, madam. 

Croak, Ves, raj dear, it comes entirely from my 
son ; it's all a request of his own, madam. 

Leon. The whole afibir is onW this, madam; n^ 
father has a proposal to make, which he insists none 
bat himself shall deliver. 

Croak, In short, madam, yon see before yon one 
that lores yon ; one whose whole happiness is all in you. 

Mist R. I never had any doahts or voar regard, sir; 
and I hope yon can have none of m^ daty. 

Croak, That's not the thing, ray little sweeting; my 
love! No, no, there he stands, madam; his very looks 
declare the force of his passion — Call up a look, p'oa 
dog. — Bat then bad yoo seen him, as I have, weeping, 
speaking soliloquies and blank verse, sometimes melan- 
onoly, and sometimes absent— 

MUs R. I fear, sir, he's absent now : or sach a de- 
claration would have come most properly from himself. 

Croak* Himself, madam! he would die before he 
could make such a confession. 

Mist R. 1 mast grant, sir, that a silent address is the 
genaine eloquence of sincerity. 

Croak, Madam, he has forgot to speak any other lan- 
guage; silence is become his mother touj^oe. 

mitt R, And it must be confessed, sir, it speaks very 
powerfully in his favour. And yet, 1 shall be thought 
too forward in making such a confession ; shan't 1, Mr. 
JLeontine? • 

Leon. Confusion! my reserve will undo me. Bat, 
if modesty attracts her, impodence may disgust her. 
I'll try. [Aside'] Don't imagine, from my silenoe, ma- 
dam, that I want a due sense of the honour and hap- 
Einess intended me. My father, madam, tells me, your 
amble servant is not totally indifferent to yoo; he 
admires you ; I adore you : and when we come tojse- 
ther, upon my sool, I believe we shall he the happiest 
couple m all St James's. 

Mitt R. If I could flatter myself, yoa thought as yoa 
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Leon, Doabt my dnoerity, madaiD? By yoar dear 
•elf I swear. Ask the brave if tbey desire i^ory ; ask 
eotnurdt if tbey covet safety 

Croak. Well, well, no more qaestions about it. 

Leon* Ask the siek if the? long for health ; ask 
misers if they love money; ask 

Croak. Ask a fool if lie can talk nonsense! What 
■ignifies asking, when there's not a soal to give yoo au 
answer? If yon would ask to the porpose, ask this 
lady's consent to make yon happ^. 

MUaR. Why, indeed, sir, his uncommon ardoor 
almost compels me, forces me to comply. And yet I'm 
afraid he'll despise a conquest gain'd with too mnch 
ease; won't yon, Mr. Leontine? 

Leon, Confusion ! lAtide] O, by no means, madam ; 
by no means. And yet, madam, yon talk of force: 
there is nothing I would avoid so much as oompnisiou 
in a thing of this kind. No, madam, I will still be 
generoQS, and leave you at liberty to refuse. 

Croaik. But 1 tell you, sir, the lady is not at liberty. 
It's a match. Yon see she says nothing : silence gives 



Leon. Consider, sir, the cruelty of coiMtraining her 
inclinations. 

Croak. But I say there's no cruelty/ I>on't you know, 
blockhead, that girls have always a roundabout way of 
aayinjif yes before company? So get you both j^one toge> 
tfaier into the next room ; and bang him that interrupts 
the tender explanation. Get you gone, I say ; I'll not 
hear a word. 

Leon. But, sir, I must beg leave to insist 

Croak* Get off, yoo pappy, or I'll beg leave to insist 
■pon knocking you down. Stupid whefp. But I don't 
wonder; the boy takes entire! jr after his mother. 

[Exeunt Miu Richland and Leontine. 

Enter Mrs. Croakeb. 
Mr$. C. Mr. Croaker, 1 bring you something, my 
de^r, that I believe will make yon smile. 
Croak, I'll hold yon a gaioea of that, my dear* 



^4 THE GOOO-NATUBBD MAM, AC I SB. 

Mrs. C. A leUer; and, aft 1 knew th» hMd, i veo- 
torea to open it. 

Croak. And bow can jpoa ex|»eot your leaking ofMo 
nj letters sboold gire loe pleasure? 

Mrs, C. Pooh, it's from joor sister at Ljom, an^ 
contains good news : read it. 

Croak. What a Frenchified cover i« here ! Thai sUler 
of mine Imm some good qualities; but 1 could never 
leaoh her to fold a letter. 

Afrs. C. Fold a fiddlestick. Read what it conlaini. 

Cr^. [Reads'] Dear Nick— iln English gentl&Hon, 
of targe fortunet nasfor some time madtfmnalte, ih4mgk 
honourable proposals to your daughter Olivia. They 
love each other tetiderly ; and I Jind she has eonsent^d, 
without letting any of the family know, to crown his 
addresses. As such good ^'ers don't come even day, 
your own good setiset nis large fortune, and family con-' 
sideraiions, will induce you to forgive her. Yours ever, 

Rachel CaoAKtB. Mj daughter Olivia privatoljr 

oontraoted to a man of large fortune ! This is good 
news indeed: m^ heart never foretold ne of Ibis. 
And jet, how slily the little baggage has carried it 
since she came home. Not a word on'i to' the old ones 
for the world. Yet, 1 thought I saw something she 
wanted to conceal. 

Mrs, C. Well, if thej have eonoealed their mmour, 
tJiejr shan't conceal their wedding ; thai shall be pab- 
lie, Vm resolved. 

Croak. I tell thee, womap, the wedding is the nest 
foolish part of the ceremony. 

Mrs. C. Bui come, lell me, mj dear, doa*t you owe 
more to loe than yofi care to confess ? Woul4 Jfou h^e 
ever been known to Mr. Lofty, who has ttadertaken 
miss Richlaud*s claim at the 'IVeasury, but for aie? 
Who was it first made him an acquaintance at lady 
Shabbaroon's rout? Who got him to promise us his 
interest? Is nut lie a baok-slnirs favourite; one thai 
ean do what he pleases with those that de vrhat they 
please? IsnH he an acquaintaace that all your groaning 
and lamenlalions ouuld never have gut us? 
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Cr$ak, H0 if ft idui of itiporlaooe, I n^ruit yoa. 
And jret, what amazes me is/ that while lie is gitimg 
awaj places to all the world, Iw oanl get one for Min- 
self. 

Mrt, C. That, perhaps* hmj be owing to his nioetjr. 
Gjreat lueo are not eaailjp satisfied. 

Enter a French Servant, 

Sen, An expresse from noasievr iiofty. He vi( be 
▼ifit open your honour's instrimnaat. He be only 
giving four five instruclioo, read two tree memqirial, 
call QfKMi von ambassadenf. He vil be vid yoa in one 
tree minotes. 

Mrt. C. Yoo see now, my dear. Whatan extonsivo 
departoient ! We)l, friend, tet yoor master know, that 
we are extremely honoured by Ibis honour. [£n< 
French (Servant] Was there any thing ever in a higher 
style of breeding? All messages among the great are 
now done by express. 

Croak. To be sare, no man does little things with 
more solomnily, or oimms more respect than he ; but 
be*s in the right on't. In onr bad world, respect is 
given where respect is daim'd. 

Mrt. C. Never mind the world, my dear ; yoo were 
never in a pleasanter place in your life. Let us now 
think of receiving him with proper respect ; [A hud 
ropptfig at the Door] and there he is, by ihetbuuderiog 
rap. 

Croak. Ay, verily, there he is,as elose upon the heels 
of his own express, as an indorsement upon the back 
of a bill. Well, I'll leave yoo to receive him, whilst 
I go to chide my little Olivia for intending to steal a 
marriage without mine or her aunt's consent. [Eat, 

Enter Lofty, tpeaking to hit Servant. 
Lofty. And if the Venetian ambassador, or that leaM- 
ing creature, the marquis, shoold call, I'm not at home, 
pack-horse 



, I'll be pack-horse lo none of then. Mj dear 

madam, I have just snatched a moment And if the 

expresses to his graee be ready, let them be sent eft'; 
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they're of imporlanoe. Madam, I ask a thonnaiid par- 
dons. 

Mrs, C. Sir, this hoDOor-— * 

Lofiy, And, Dabardiea, if the person calls abonC 
the commission, let liim know that it is made out. As 
for lord Cambercoarl*s stale reanest, it can keep cold r 
joa anderstand me. Madam, 1 ask ten thousand par^ 
dons. 

Mrs.C, Sir» this honour 

. Lofiu, And, Dubardien, if the man comes from the 
Cornish boroagh, yon must do Uim ; yon must do himt 
I say. Madam, I ask jon ten thoasand pardons.-^^ 
And if the Russian — ambassador calls; but h^ wiH 
scarce call to-day, I believe. And now, madam, I have 
just got time to express my happiness, in hairing the 
honour of being permitted to profess myself your most 
obedient humble servant. 

Mrs. C. Sir^ihe happiness and honour are all mine ; 
and yet, I'm only robbing the public while 1 detain 
yon. 

Lc^. Sink the pnblie, madam, when the &ir are to 
be attended. Ah, could all my hours be so charmingly 
devoted ! Thus it is eternally : solicited for places here ^ 
teased for pensions there ; and courted every where. 1 
know you pity me. 

Mrs. C, Bxcuse me, sir. '* Toils ef empires* pleasures- 
are," as Waller says 

Lofty. Waller! Waller! is he of the house ? 

Mrs, C. The modern poet of that name, sir. 

Lqfhf, Oh, a modern! we men of business despise 
the moderns ; and as for the ancients, we have no tiniiie 
to read them. Poetry is a pretty thing enough for our 
wives and daughters; but not for us. Why now, hern 
I stand, that know nothing of books. I say, madam, 
I know nothing of books ; and yet, 1 believe, upon a 
land-carriage fishery, a stamp act, or a jaghire, I can 
talk my two hours witliout feeling tlie want of them. ^ 

Mrt. C, The world is no stranger to Mr. Lofty's emi> 
nence in every capacity. 

Lofty, I'm netning, nothing, nothing in the world > 
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» mere obtaore gvntleinaD. To be sore, indMd, one 
or two of the preieni nuioisters are pleMed to represeoi 
me M a formidable mao. I know they are pleased to 
bespatter me at all their little dirty leveet; yet, upon 
mv soal, 1 wonder what tbej tee in me to treat me to ! 
BMaaores, not men, ha? e always been my mark ; and I 
▼ow, bv all that's boooorable, my resentment has never 
done^ the men, as mere men, any manner of harm — 
that is, as mere men. 

Mrs. C. What importanoel and yet, what modesty. 

Lofty. Oh, if von talk of modesty, madam! there I 
own, I'm aooessible to praise : modestv is my foible. 
It was so the doke of Brentford osed to say of me: 
<* I love Jack lioftt,** he nsed to say ; " no man has a 
finer knowledge of things ; quite a man of information ; 
. and when he speaks upon his legs, by the Lord, he's pro- 
digious ; he soouts them ; and yet all men have their 
fiitttU: too moch modesty is his,*' says his graoe. 

Mrs. C. And yet, I daresay, you don't want assoranee 
when you come to solicit for your friends. 

Lofty. O, there indeed Tm in bronze. Apropos, I 
have just been mentioning miss Richland's case to a 
certain personage; we must name no names. When i 
ask, I am not to be put off, madam. No, no, I take 
my friend by the button: a fine girl, sir; great justice 
in her case. A friend of mine. Borough interest* 
Bosiness must be done, Mr. Secretary. 1 say, Mr. 
Secretary, her bosbess most be done, sir. That's my 



Mrt. C. Bless me, yon said all this to the secretary 
of state, did yon? 

Lofty. I did not say the secretary, did I? Well, 
corse it, since yon have found me out, I will not deny 
it : it was to tlm secretary. 

Mrt. C. This was going to the fountain bead at once ; 
not applying to the understrappers, as Mr. Honey wood 
would have had us. 

L^, Hooey wood! he, he! He was indeed a fine 
solicitor. I suppose yoo have heard what has just hap- 
pened to him? 
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Mrt, C. Poor, detr mao ! fio toddent, i hope. 
Lqfip. Vadotiej m&Aam, thwVs all. Hio or«diton 
bavo taken him lato enstOdjr. A prisoner in hia own 



Mtt. C. A priaontr in hia own faonte! How! Fm 
qoite oohappy for hkn. 

Ltf%. Why, so am f. The man, to be sore, was 
immensely gdod-natared ; btit then I oe«kl never find 
that he had any tbinj^ in him. . 

Mts, C. His manner, to be sore, wasexeessif a harm« 
less ; some indeed thought it a little dall : for my part, I 
always eonoesled my opinion. 

Loftv- It can't be oonoealed, madam, the man was 
doll, doll as (he last new oomedy \ A poor imnraoti- 
eable creatore! I tried oooe or twice to know if ne was 
fit for bnsiness ; but he bad scarce talents to be groom- . 
porter to an orange barrow. 

Mrs. C. How diflbrently does miss Riehhmd tbinb 
of bim ! for, 1 believe, with all his ftiulis, she loves 
him. 

% Lqfiy. Loves bim! Does she? Yoo should core her 
of that by a)l means. Let nio see : what if she were 
sent to him this instant, in his present dolefnt sitoation f 
My life for it, that works her core. Distress is a per- 
fect antidote to love. Suppose we join her in the next 
room? Miss Richland is a fine girl, lias a fine forlane, 
and most not be thrown away. Upon my hoitoor, ma- 
dam, I have a regard for miss Hiohland ; and, rather 
than she should 1^ thrown away, 1 should tbinb it no 
indignity to marry her myself. [Efftfun^ 

ite-enler Lisontihe, with Oliyia, 
Leon. And yet trnsl me, Olivia, I had every reason 
to expect miss Richland's refusal, as I did every thing 
in my power t» deserve it. Her indelicacy surprises 
me! 

Oti. Sure, Leontine, there's nothing so indelicate in 
being sensible of your merit. If so, i fear 1 shall bo 
•be most guilty thing alive. 

fon, JBut you mistake, my dear. The same atten- 
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lion I fued to Mvaace aj neril wHb 70a, I (wnotited 
to lessen it with her. 

OU, We h»fe both disgeosbled too long; I litve 
alwiKys been aftba«ied ; 1 mm now quile weary of it-^ 
Sure I ooold never have ando'gone so much for anj 
oMier hot jon. 

Leon, And yon sball find mf j^ralilude eqoal to jonr 
((ftjidest oonphanee, 

Olu Then whj should we defer our scheme of h amble 
Ifappiness, when it is now ifi oar power? J tafisi be the 
favourite of jonr father, it is true; but can it ever be 
lliong^ht that bis present kindness to a supposed ohiki 
9'iil oonlioue to a known deoeifar? 

Leon. As his altaohments are but few, tbej are laat- 
ing. His own marriajse was a priratie one, as oors maj 
be. Besides, I have SQVwied him alrcatdy at a distance, 
and find all his answers exactly to our wit»h. Nay, by 
an expression or two that dropped from him, I am in- 
dttoed to think he knows of tiiis aQair. 

on. Indeed 1 But tltat would be a happiness too 
great to be expected. 

Leon. However it be, Vm certain ^ou have |>ower 
over him; and am persuaded, if yon informed him of 
our situation! that he would be disposed to pardon it. 

Oli- You had equal expectations, Ijoontine, from 
Tour last scheme with miss Richland, which yon find 
has sacQeaded most wretchedly. 

Leon, And that's the beat reason for trying anoUier. 
— ^As we could witdi, he comes this way. Now, my 
dearest Olivia, be resolute. 1*11 just retire within hear- 
ing, to come in at a prof>er time, either to share vour 
dangper or eonfirm your victory. lEHt* 

Re-enter Croaker. 

Croak, Yes, J must forgive her; and yet not too easily 
neither. It will be proper to keep up the decoroms of 
resentment a little, if it be only to impress her with an 
idea of my authority. [Aside. 

Oli. How X tremble to approach him ! [Aside] Miglit 
I presiune^ sir? — If I interrupt yoo 
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Croak, No, ohild, where I Imve an afibotion, il is not 
a little thiiiff can internipt me. 
' OIL Sir, rm fiensnble how ill I deserve this partiality ; 
yet heaven knows there is nothing I woold not do to 
gain it. 

Croak. And yon have bat too well saeceeded, you 
little bossy yon. With those endearing ways of yonrs, 
on my conscience, I could be brought to forgive any 
thing. 

OU, Bat when too know my goilt — ^yes, yoa shall 
know it, though I feel the greatest pain in the cpnfes- 
sion. 

Croak. Why then, if it be so very great a pain, you 
may spare yourself the trouble, for 1 know every syl- 
lable of the matter before you begin. 

OU. Indeed ! Then Vm undone. 

Croak. Ay, miss, you wanted to steal a match. I'm 
not worth lleing consulted, I suppose, when there's to 
be a marriage in my own family. No, I'm to have no 
hand in the disposal of my own children ; no, I'm no- 
body. I'm to be a mere article of family lumber; a 
piece of cracked china, to be stuck up in a corner. 

OiL Dear sir, nothing but the drnul of your autho- 
rity could induce us to conceal it from yoo. 

Uraak. No, no, my consequence is no more ; I'm as 
little minded as a dead Russian in vnnter, just stock 
up, with a pipe in his mouth, till there comes a thaw. 

OIL I was prepared, sir, for yoor anger, and despaired 
of pardon, even while I presumed to ask it 

Croak. And yet yon should not despair neither, livy. 

OIL And do yoo permit me to hope, sir.' Can I ever 
expect to be forgiven? But hope has too long deceived 

Croak. Why then, child, it shan't deceive yon now, 
for I forgive yoo this very moment 1 forgive yoo all ; 
and now you are Indeed my daughter. 

OU, O transport! This kindness overpowers me. 

Croak. I was always against severitv to our children. 
We have been yoons and giddy ourselves, and we can't 
expect boys and girb to be old before their time. 
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on, WbatgeneroBitv! Bat can joq forget tfae many 
iftlsehoods, the diBsimQiatioii 

Croak, You did indeed diuemble; bat where's the 
ipri that won't diuemble for an hosband? My wife and 
1 had never been married, if we had not diasenibled a 
little beforehand. 

OU, It shall be my future eare never to pot soeh ge- 
neroailj to a peooiid trial. Aud as for the partner of 
my offence and folly, from his native honour and the 
jjast sense he has of lus doty, I can answer for him 



Re-^nter Leoktine. 

Xeon. Permit him thus to answer for himself. IKneels] 
Thus, sir, let me speak my^ gratitude for this unmeritea 
forgiveness. Yes, sir, this even exceeds all your for^ 
mer tenderness : I now can boast tiie most intuilgent of 
fathers. The life he gave, compared to this, was but a 
trifling blessing. 

Crcmk, And, good sir, who sent for yon, with that 
fine tn^edy face and flourishing manner r I don't know 
what we have to do with your gralilude upon this ooca- 
sion. 

Leon. How, sir, is it possible to be silent when so 
much obliged ? Would you nefi/se me the pleasure of 
being j^toful? of adding my thanks to my Olivia's? 
of sharing in the transports that yon have thus occa- 
sioned i 

Croak, iiord, sir, we can be happy enough, without 
your coming in to make up the party. 

Leon. But, sir, I that have so large a oart in the be- 
nefit, is it not my duty to show my jov r Is the happi- 
ness of marryiufj^ my Olivia so small a blessing ? 

Croak, Marrying Olivia ! marrying Olivia! marrying 
his own sister ! Sore the boy is out of his senses. His 
own sister I 

Leon. My sister! 

Croak. What does the booby mean? or has he any 
meaning? 

Leon. Mean, sir? Why, sir— only when my sister is 
to be married, that 1 have the pleasure of marrying her^ 
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ftir ; lliat M, of giving lier tway, air. I Imto made a 
puint of it. 

Croak. O, v» ibal all? Gi<re her »mwv. Yoa have 
made a point of H* Tlien yon bad a« i^od make a point 
of firiA ^if lAfi^ away yonrsetf, an Tin flpoiag^ to prepare 
the writings between you and misft Rjohland this very 
mindta. What a faas ifr here aboat nothia^^! Why, 
what's the natter nowf I thoarht 1 had nado yoa at 
least w happy as yoa eookl wish. 

on. O yeSf sir» rery happy.— ~^How have I been 
niislaken ! [Aside, 

Croak. Do yon foresee any thinjc* child? You look 
as if yoo did. I think if any thing was to be foreseen, 
1 have as sharp a iook-4)at as another ; and yet I fore- 
see nothing. [Exit, 

OU, What oan it mean? 

Lemi. He knows something ; and yet, for my life, I 
can't tell what: bat whatever it be, I'm resolved to pot 
it oat of fortune's power to repeat oar mortification. 
I'll hasto and prenve for oar journey to Scotland this 
very evening. My friend Hoaoywood has promised 
me his advice and assistance ; and I know so mnch of 
his honest lieart, that if he can't relieve oar nneasi- 
nesses, he will at least sliare them. {£ieairt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCBNB I. Young Hon£ywood*s House, 

Enter Honetwood, Bailtff, and FoUower. 

BtuL Look je, sir, 1 have anvsted as good men ai 700 
ID mj time; no dj^paragenent of joa oeiUier. Men 
that would go forty goineat oo a game of oribbage. I 
ehalleDge the town to show a man in more geateeler 
fMraotioe than myself. 

Heney. Without all qnestion, Mr. — — . I forget 
your name, sir. 

BaiL How ean yon forget what yon ne?er knew? 
He, he, he! 

Honey. May I beg leave to ask yonr name i 

BaiL Yes, yon may. 

Homey. Then pray, sir, what is yoor name, sir? 

BaiL That I didn't promise to tell yon; he. he, he ( 
A joke breaks 1/0 boifes, as we say among ns that prao* 
tioe the law. 

Honey. Yon may have reason for keeping it n Moret 
perhaps? r 
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Bail, The law does nothing witfaoot reason. Fiu 
asham*d to tell mjr name to no man, sir. If von can 
show can8«f, as why, npon a special Mpas> that I should 
prove mjp name— But oome,Timothjr Twitch is mj name. 
And now jpon know mj name, what have yon to say 
to tliat? 

Honey. Nothing in the world, good Mr. t*witoh, but 
that I have a fiitvour to ask, that's all. 

Bail. Ay, favours are more easily asked than granted, 
as we say among us that practice the law. 1 have taken 
an oath against granting favours. Wonld you have me 
peqnre myself? 

Honey. But my request will oome reoonunended in 
so strong a manner, as, I believe you'll have no scruple. 

(PvUU out his Purte] The thing is only this : 1 believe 
shall be able to discharge tnis trifle in two or three 
days at furthest; but as I would not have the affair 
known for the world, I have thoughts of keeping you, 
and your good friend here, about me till the debt ia 
disoliarged ; for which I shall be properly grateful. 

.Bait. Oh! that's another maxum, and altogether 
within my oath. For certain, if an honest man is to 
set any uiing by a thing, there's no reason why all 
tmnn should not be done in oiriUty. 

I&ney. Dottbtless^all trades most live, Mr. Twitch ; 
and yours is a necessary one. [Gtoei him Money, 

BtinL Oh! your honour; 1 hope your honoor takes 
nothing amisf as I does, as I does nothing but my duty 
in so doing. Tm sure no man oan say 1 ever give a 
gentleman, that was a gentleman, ill usage. If 1 saw 
that a gentleman was a gentleman, I have taken money 
not to see him for ten weeks together. 
*> Honey* Tenderness is a virtue, Mr. Twiteh, and hu- 



imlv- 

BaU, Hamanity, sir, is a.jewel ; it's better than gold. 
I love humanity; People may say that we, in our waj^, 
have no humanity; but I'll sfiow von my bnmanitjr this 
moment. There's my follower nere, little Planigan, 
with a wife and four children; a guinea or' two would 
be more to him than twice as much to another. Now, 
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M I ean't show him tnj honuuiitj mjwlf, I most beg 
leare 500II do it for mo. 

Honey. I assore yoo, Mr. Twttob, yoors is a moit 
powMrfol reoommendatioD. 

[Givei Money to the Ftlhtoer, 

BaiL Sir, joa*re a gentlemao : I tee yoo know what 
to do with yoar money. Bat to hnsineM : we are U» 
be with yoo here ai yoar friends, i suppose; but set in 
case coropaay comes.— Little Planigan here, to be 
•are, has a good face, a rery good noe; bot then be 
is a little seodv, as we say amonr as that practice the 
law. Not well in clothes. SrafHce the pocket-holes. 

Honey. Well, that shall be remedied without delay. 

Enter a Servant, 

SerV' Sir, miss Richland is below. 

Honey, How unlucky. Detain her a moment. We 
must improve, my sood friend, little Mr. Planigan's 
appearanee first, ffere, let Mr. Planigan have a suit 
of mv clothes — quick — ^the brown and silver — Do you 
hearr 

Sen. That yoar honour gave awa^ to the begging 
gentleman that makes verses, beoaase it was as good as 
new. 

Honey. The while and gold then. 
- Serv., That, your honour, I made bold to sell, beoaase 
it was good for nothing. 

Honey. Well, the first that comes to hand then : the 
blue and gold. 1 believe Mr. Planigan will look best 
in bine. lExewU Servant and FoiUmeri 

BaiL Rabbit me, bot little Planigan will look well 
in an;^ thing. There's not a prettier scout in the four 
oonnties after a shy-cook than be: scents like a hound ; 
sticks like a weazle. He was master of the ceremonies 
to the black queen of Morocco when 1 took him to 
' follow me. 

Re-enter Follower. 

Heh, aeod, I think he looks so well, that I don't care 
if I have a suit from the same place for myself. 
Honey. Well, well, 1 he^r the lady coming. Dear 
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Mr. TwHob, I beg yo»'Hfgiv4 yo«r friend diraetioM-nol 
to neftk. As for jonrself, I know jou will nj notliMg 
witooat beiof cNreeMd. 

BaU. Never yoo few me; III ihow the lUy thai I 
btve ■omelliiDf to mj fisr myself m well m another. 
One nwB has one way of talking^ and anather man has 
anoHier; that's all the diiwenee between them. 

Enter Miss Richland and Maid, 
MiafL Yonll besnrpriaed, sir, with this visit; bot 
roa know I'm jet to Ihaak yon for ohoosing my Mltle 



library, 



Honey. Thanks, madam, are- 1 
•I that was obliged by yonr commands. 
Two of my very good friends, Mr. Twitch and Mr. 
Flani^an. Pray, geul l pmo tt, sit without ceremony. 

MtstR, Who can these odd-looking men be? 1 fear 
it is is I was informed. It mast be so. lAside. 

BaU. [After a Pause'] Pretty weather, very pretty 
weather for the time of the year, madam. 

Foi, Very good oiroait weather in the ooMlry. 

Honetf. Ton officers are generally favonrttes among 
the ladies. My friends, madam, have been upon very 
disagreeable duty, I assure you. The fisir should, ill 
some measure, recompense the toils of the bnve. 
' MUsR. Our officers do indeed deserve every Ikvonr. 
The gentlen^ are in the marine service, I presume; 
snr? 

f{<m«u. Why, madam, they do — oecasioMiny serve 
in the inbet, madam : a dangerous service. 

Aftsf R. Fm told so ; and f own, it has often sur> 
prised me, that, while we have had so many instances 
of bravery there, we have had so few of wit at home to 
praise it 

' Honey, I grant, madam, that our poets have not 
written as our soldiers have fought; but they have 
done all they could. 

Miu R, rm quite displeased when I see a fine sab- 
jeot spoiled by a dull writer. 

Honey, We^ 8|iee]# not be so severe agaivet doll 



JCEMB 1. THS 0OOl>*>AT1IIUBD MAV. SV 

writan, madun ; it is ten to one bat the dolleit writer 
esroeedfl the most ri||^ Freseh oritio who pnsiuneft |» 
despife him. 

FoL Damn the Fhnoh^ the fuurle t(mi8, and aU that 
belourt to them. 

Mi$»R, Sir! 

Money. Ha, ha, ha! honest Mr. Flaaifan. A troe 
English officer, madam ; he's not oonleoted with beat^ 
injr the Frenoh, hot he will sootd them too. 

Mtst R, Yet, Mr. Hone^wood, this does sot con- 
Yiace MO bat that severity in oriticism is neoessarj : it ^ 
was our frst adoptiag the sairerityof Freooh taste, that * 
has bronirfat them in tarn to taste as. 

BoiL Tsate as! bj the Lord, madun^ thej deronr as. 
t&iv» mo nse ere bat^*4aslej and I'll be damn'd b«t Ihey 
ca a w in fui »-beliyfiil. 

Jftts R, Yery extrsordinarj this. 

FoL Bat rery troe. What malces the bread risiag? 
the parte voos that devoor os. What makes the mat- 
ton tenpenoe a pooad? the parle voas that eat it ap. 
Whal makes the beer threepenoe halfpenny a pot? — ^ 

Honef. Ah, the Yolgar rogoes! all will be oat. 
[Atide] Right, gentlemen; very right upon my word,; 
and qaile ia tim purpose. Tliey draw a parallel, ma- ^' 
dam, between the mental tasle and that of oar senses. 
We araanjwr'd as modh by Freooh sofsrity in the one, 
■a by Franoli rapaoity in the other. That's their meaning. 

Jntif Rm lliwigh Ldon.'t s e e the force of tha-pomlM, 
yoirU own thatsve shonld sometimes pardon books, 
as we do oar friends, that have now and then agreeable 
absurdities to recommend them. 

BmL That's all my e^; the .king onfycan pardon, 
as the law says: for set in case 

Utnuv* I'm qoite of your ouinion, sir: t see the 
whole 4in{l of yoor argument. Yes, certainly oar pre- 
aoming to pardon any work, is avrogating a power that 
belongs to another. If all have power to condemn, 
what writer can be fsee? 

BaU. By his habos oornos. ■ His habas oorpas can 
set him free at aay time; tor sat in oaia 
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Honey, Vm obiised to yoa, rir, fbr tlie hint ir» 
nadun, m mj friend ohservefl, oar laws are so oarerol 
of a MoUemao's penon, sare we ought to be eqoally 
oareral of his dearer mrt, his fiune. 

FoL Ay, but if so be a man's nabb'd, yoo know— 



Honey. Mr. Flaniean, if yoo spoke for ever, yon 
«onld not improve tbe last observation. For my own 
fiart, J think it eonclosive. 

Bail. As lor the matter of that, mayhap-—- , 

Honey. Nay, sir, give me leave in this inilanoe^ to 
be positive: for wfere is the neoemity of eensnring 
works without genius, which most shortly sink -of 
themselves? what is it but aiming our nnneoessary 
blow against a viotim already under the hands of jus- 
lice? 

BaiL Justice! O, by the elevens, if jfou talk about 
justice, I thiok I «m at home there; for, in a course 
of Jaw 

Honey. My dear Hr. Twitch, I discern what you'd 
be at perfectly ; and 1 believe the lady must be sensi- 
ble of the art with which it is introduced. I suppose 
you perceive the meaning, madam, of his courfe or law? 



[u« it. I protest, sir, 1 do not. 1 perceive onl v that 



you answer one nntleman before ^ 
p-nehasi 



I well begun. 

fiat/. Madam, this here question is about severity, 
Aiid justice, and pardon, and the like of they. Now 
to explain the thing— >*- 

Himey, O! curse your explanation. [Aside* 

Re-^nter a Servant, 

Sen. Bir. Leontine, sir, below, desires to speak with 
you upon earnest |>usinesfi. [Eant, 

Honey. That's lAoky. [AMide] Dear madam, you'll 
«xeus» me, and my good friendsliere, for a few minutes. 
There are books, madam, to amuse you. Come, g en 
tlemen, ^fou know I make no ceremonv with sacb 
friends. After you, sir. Excuse me. Well, if I must; 
but I kniow jour mttural politeness. 

BaU, Before and behind, yoo know*. 
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JP«L Ay, 9jf before and befaind ; before and behind. 
[Exeunt Htmeywood, Bmi^,..imd FoUowti^m 
MUtR, Wbftt oan all this mean, Garnet? 
Gar, Mean» madam? why, whatshoald it mean, bnt 



what Mr. Lofty lent yoa here to see? Tb^ people 
be oalb oflicera, are offieerB sore.«noogh : sheriff's offi- 
oen. 

MiitR. Ay, it ia oertainl^ so. Well, thongh bis 
perplexities are far from giving me pleasure ; yet, I 
own there's something Tery ridionloos in them, and a 
jnst panishmeni for his dissimnlation. 

Gar. And so they are. But 1 wonder, madam, that 
the lawyer yon just employed to pay his debts, and set 
bim free, has not done it by this time : he ought at least 
to ha?e been here before now. 

Enter Sir William Honeywood. 
Sir W. For Miss Richland to nadertake setting him 
free, I own, was quite unexpected ; it has totally un- 
hinged my sohemes to reclaim him. Yet, it gives me 
pleasure to find, that, among n number of worthless 
friendships,' he has made one acquisition of real value; 
for there mvst be some sofler passion on her side that 
prompts this generosity. Ha! here before me! I'll 
endearour to sound her affeetions. [Ande] Madam, as 
1 am the person that have had some demands upon the 

Kntleman of this house, i hope yon'U excuse me, if, 
fore 1 enlarged him, I wanted to see yourself. 

Miff A. The precaution was very unnecessary, sir. 
I suppose, your wants were only such as my agent had 
power to satisfy. 

Sir W, Partly, madam ; but 1 was also willing yon 
should be folly apprised of the character of the gen- 
tleman you intended to serve. 

Mui A. It must come, sir, with a very ill grace from 
Tou. To eensure it, after what you b«re done, would 
look like malice; and to speak iaronrably of aobarao- 
ter you liave oppressed, would be impeaching^ your 
own. And sore bis tenderness, his humanity, his nni- 
Tersal friend^ip, may atone for many faollSk 
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» Sir W. That friendship, madMi, which is exerted 
in too wide a sphere, beeooMs lotaUj nseless: oor 
boBDly, like a drop of water, disappean when diffused 
too widely, The^ who pretend most to this nnifiersal 
benevolence, arfr.eilher oeeeiTers, or dopes ; men wh^ 
desirb to eover their private ill nature, 07 a pretended 

Si;ard for all ; or men who, reasoning themselves into 
se feeKnes. are mere earnest in pursoit of splendid, 
than of asenil virtues. 

ilftM R. 1 am surprised, sir, to hear one who has 
probablj been a gainer bj the follj of others, so severe 
10 his oensnre of it. 

Sir W. Whatever I may have gained by folly, ma- 
dam, yoo see 1 am willioff to prevent yonr kising by it. 

Mill R. Year cares for me, sir, are unnecessary* 
I always suspect those services which are denied where 
Ihey are wanted ; and offered, perhaps, in hopes of a 
refusal. No, sir^ my directions have been given, and 
I insist upon their being complied with. 

Sir W. Thou amiable woman ! I can no longer con- 
tain the expressions of mv fpratitude; my pleasure. 
YoQ see before you one who lias been equally careful 
of his interest : one who has for some time been a con- 
cealed spectator of his follies ; and only punished, in 
hopes to reclaim them — his uncle. 

Miu A. Sir William Honeywood ! You amaae me. 
How shall i conceal my confusion ? [Agide] I fear, 
sir, you'll think I have been too forward in my services. 
I confess I 

Sir TT. Don't make any apologies, madam : I only 
ind myself unable to re|>ay toe obligation. And yet,. 
I have been trying my interest of late to serve yoo. 
Having learned, madam, that yon had some demands 
upon government, I have, though unasked, lieen your 
solicitor there. 

iiUt R. Sir, I'm infinitely obliged to your intentions; 
but my guardian has employed another gentleman, who 
assures mm of success. 
Sir W. Who? the important little man that visits 



SirW, Who? the important little 
here? IVust nie« madwn^ he's^teoaiift 



nptibie among 
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men in power, ftad nttarlv amble to serve yoa. M(^ 
iiofty'ft DTomuei «re mooh belter known to people of 
fi»hiou tun his person, I assure too. 

Miu R, How bftTe we been deoeived ! As eare as 
onn be, here be oonMs; 

SirW, Does be? Remember I'm to oontinoe an- 
known: mj return to fingland has not as yet been 
made piibUo. With what impodence be enters! 

Enter Lofty. 
Lqft^. Let the obariol--Iet ny ehariot drive off; 
ril visit to his graoe's in a ehair. Miss Richland here 
before me ! PnnoUial, as nsoal, to the calls of huina- 
■itj. l*m very sorry, madaai, things of this kind 
shonid happen, esoeoially to a man I Jmve shown every 
where, and carried amongst os as a parlioohur aoqnaint- 



Miti R. I find, sir, yon have the art of making the 
misfortanes of others vonr own. 

Lo^. My dear nia4am, what can a private man like 
me do i one man can't do every thing : and then, I do 
ao much in this wa]|r every day. L^t me see: some- 
thing considerable mig[ht M.done for him by snbsorip- 
tion : it could not fail if I carried the list. I'll under- 
take to set down a brace of dakes, two dozen- lords, 
and half the lower honse, at my own peril. 

Sir ?r. And aAer all, it's J 
he might reject the ofier of si 

Lofy. Then, madam, what < 
I never make promises. In troth, I opce or twice 
tried to do something with him in the way of business ; 
bot, at I often told his nnole, sir William Honeywood, 
the roan was ntterly impraotioable* 

Sir fF. His ande! Then that gentleman, I suppose, 
is a particolar friend of jomnf 

LcftV' Meaning me, sir?— Yes, madam^ as I often 
said, '* My dear sir William, yon are sensible I wonid 
do any thing, as far as my poor interest goes, to serve 
yoar family;" but what can be done? there's no pro- 
4Mring fint-rato plaoeaJbr nittth<rate nUtilies, 



w ray own peru. 
*s more than probable, sir, 
r snob powerfol patronage, 
lat can we do? Von know. 
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MiiiR, I bftfe lieard of nr Williain Honey wood; 
he's abroad in enptoyment; be confided in your jndg^ 
moot, I snpuoie. 

^fty- Whjr, yes, madam ; 1 believe air William bad 
some reason to confide in my judgment ; one little rea- 
son, perhaps. 

Mtss R. Pray, sir, what was it? 

Lofly, Why, madam — bat let it go no farther — ^it 
was 1 procured him his place. 

SirW. Did you, sir? 



Lcfiy. Either you or I, sir. 
Mtu H. This, Mr. " 



. Lofly, was very kind^ indeed. 

l^y. 1 did love him, to be sure ; he had some 
ainosing qualities ; no man was fitter to be toastrmaster 
to a club, or bad a better bead. 

MittR. A better bead? 

Lof^' Ay, at a bottle. To be sure he was as doll as 
a choice spirit; but, hang it, he was grateful, very 
grateful : and gratitude hides a multitude of fimlls. 

Sir W, He might have reason, perhaps. His place is 
pretty considerable, I'm told. 

14^' ^ tnficy * >>>oro trifle, among ns men of busi- 
ness. The truth is, he wanted dignity to fill up a 
greater. 

Sir W* Dignity 4>f person, do von mean, sir? l*m 
tuld he's mudi about my siae and figure, sir. 

Lofty. Ay, tail enough for a marching regiment ; bat 
tljenlie wanted a something; a consequence of form ; 
a kind of a — 1 believe 4he lady perceives my meaning. 

Aftsf H. O perfectly ; yoa courtiers can do any thing, 
I see. 

Lo/ty. My dear madam, all this is bat a mere ex- 



change; we do greater things for one another every 
day. Why, as inos, now : M me suppose you the first 
lord of the Treasury, you have an employment in yon 
that I want; I have a place in im Imityoa want; do 
me here, do you there: interest of both sides, few 
words, fiat, done and done, and it's over. 

Sir W, A thought strikes me. [Jside] Now yea 
mention sir William Honejwood, madam; and as he 
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jMoif, fir, M ooqauDtuice of jroun ; yonll be glad to 
hetr iie'« ariifed from Ital v ; 1 had it from a friend 
wlio knows him aa well as he does me, a ad j — may 
depend on mj informalion. 

Lffiv. The def il he is! [ilnde. 

SirW. He is eertainiy r e t nw i ed ^ and as this gentle- 
man is a friend of yoors, he can be of signal ser? ioe to 
4IS, by introdociog me to him j there are some papers 
relative to yoor affiurs, that require dispatch and his 
iospectiou. 

Afiti R. This sentleman, Mr. Lofty, is a person 
emplored in my affairs: 1 know yoa'll serve ns. 

Lofty, My dear madam, I live bat to serve yon. Sir 
Wilflam shall even wait upon him, if yon think proper 
to command it 

Sir W. That would be qoite nnneeesaary. 

Lofty, Well, we most introdooe yon then. Gall npon 
me — let me see--ay, in two days. 

Sir W, Now, or the opportunity wiU be lost for ever. 

Lofty. Well, if it mast be now, now let it be. But, 
damn it, that's nnfortunate; my lord Grig*s .t urn e d 
Pensaoola business comes on this very hour, and I'm 
engaged to attend— another time — 

Sir W. A short letter to sir William will do. 

Lofty, You shall have it; yet, in my opinion, a letter 
is a very bad way of going to work ; fi^e to lace, that's 
my way. 

Sir W. The letter, sir. will do quite aa well. 

Lofty, Zounds, sir, do you pretend to direct me ; 
direct im in the busiaesa ot office? Do yon know me, 
sir! who am I? 

- MluR* Dear Mr. Lofty, this request is not so much 
Jiis aa mine ; if my commands — bat you despise my 
power. 

Lofty, Sweet oreatnre! vonr commands could even 
control a debate at midnight; to a power so constitu- 
tional, I am all obedience and tranquillity. He shall 
have a letter; where is my secreUry, DubardieuP And 
yet, I protest I don't like this way of doing busineia. 
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I tbiak if I spoke fint to ar WilliMii^Bat joa wiU 
]»ve it so. lExit with Mits RickUmd. 

Sir W, Ha, Im, Iui! This too is one of my nephew's 
bopeful associates. O Taoity, thou oonstant deoeiver, 
how do all thy efforts to exalt, serve but to sink ns. 
Thy fidse colooring^s, liipe those employed to heighten 
beaoty, only seem to mend tbai bloom which the^ oon* 
tribute to destroy. I'm not displeased at this inter- 
view; exposing this fellow's impudence to the coalempt 
it deserves, may be of use to my design; at teaat, if be 
on reflect, it will be of use to himself. 

Enter Jarvis. 
How now, JarviSy whereas yoor master, my nephew? 

Jar, At his wits end, I believe ; he's scarce gotten 
out of one sorape, but he's running his head into 
another. 

SirW. How so.' 

Jar. The house has but just been cleared of the 
bailiffs, and now he's again engaging, tooth and nail, in 
assisting old Croaker's son to patch up a clandestine 
matoh with the young lady that passes in the boose for 
his sister. 

Sir W* Bver busv to serve others. 

Jar, Ay, any body but himself. The yoong oovple, 
it seems, are Just setting out for Scotland, and he sop- 
plies them with money for the journey. 

Sir W, Money! how is he.able to supply others, who 
has scarce any for himself? 

Jot, Why, there it is ; he has no OMwey, ihal's true; 
but then, as be never said no to any request in his life, 
he has given them a bill drawn by a friend of his upon 
a merebant in the citv, whioh 1 am to get changed ; for 
you must know that 1 am to go with them to Scotland 
myself. 

SvrW,Homi 

Jar, It seems the young {i;enileman is obliged to lake 
a diffenml road from his aistMss, as he is to call upon 
an oBole of his that lives out of the way,.in «rder to 
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prepare a place for their riBception when they retoro ; 
so thej hare borrowed me from m? master, as the pro- 
perest person to attend the yoang lady down. 

Sir W, To the land of matrimony ! A pleasant joor- 
iie]N Jarvis. 
Jar. Ay, bat I'm only to have all the faligaes on't 
Sir W> Well, it may be shorter, and less fatiguing 
than yon imagine* I Know bnt too nrach of tl^e Toung 
lady's family and connexions, whom I have seen abroad. 
I have also disoovered that miss Richland is not indi^ 
ferent to my tboogjbtless nephew^; and will endeavour, 
though I fear in vain, to establish that connexion. Bat. 
oome, the letter I wait for most be almost finished ; 111 
let yon farther into my intentioM in the next room. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENE I. Croaker's ifotise. 
Enter Lofty. 

Lofty. Well, sore the devil's in me of late, for ron- 
niog mj head into soch defiles, as nulhiog hut a genius 
like my own ooald draw me from. 1 was formerlv 
contented 'to hosband oat my places and pensions with 
some degree of frugality ; Mrt, corse it, of late I have 
given away the whole Court Register in less time than 
the^ ooald print the titie*page ; yet, hang it, why scruple 
a lie or two to come at a fine girl, when I every aay 
tell a thousand for nothing. Ha! Honey wood here 
before me. Coold miss Richland have set him at 
liberty? 

Enter Honetwooo. 
Mr. Honeywood, I'm glad to see you abroad again. I 
find my concnrrence was not necessary in your unfor- 
tunate afiairs. 1 had put things in a train to do your 
business ; but it is not for me to say what 1 intended 
doing. 

Honey, It was anfortanate indeed, sir. But what 
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adds to BT anearinew is, Ihat while joa seem to he 
aoqnainteo with my misfurtane, 1 myself oonlinoe stilt 
a stranger to m? beuefaotor. 

Lofty* How r not know the friend that served joa ? 

Honey* Can't guess at the person. 

Lofty. Inquire. 
. Honey. I baTe, but all I can learn is, that he ciiooses 
to remain concealed, and that all inquiry must be 
froitless. 

Lofty. Must be fruitless^ 

Honey, Absolutely fruitless. 

Lofiy. Sure of that? 

Honey, Very snre. 

Lofty, Then FU be damned if yon shall ever know it 
from me. 

Honey, How, sir? 

Lofty. I suppose now, Mr. Honeywood, you think 
my rent-roll very oonsiderable, and that 1 hare Tattt 
sums of money to throw away ; 1 know yon do. The 
world to be sore savs snob things of me. 

Honey. The world, by what I learn, is no stranger 
to your generositT. But where does this tend ? 

Lofty. To nothing; nothing in the world. The 
town, to be sore, When it makes soch a thing as me the 
•abject of oonversation, has asserted, that 1 never yet 
patronised a man of merit, 

. Honey. I have beard instances to the contrary, even 
from yourself. 

Lofty. Yes, Honeywood, and there are instances to 
the contrary, that yon shall never hear from myself. 

Honey. Ha, dear sir, permit me to ask you but ono 
qoestion. 

Lofty. Sir, ask me no questions : I say, sir, ask mo 
no aoestions; V\i be damn'd if I answer them. 
. Honey, I will ask no fartber. My friend^ my bene- 
iaotor. It is, it must be here, that 1 am indebted for 
freedom, for hononr. Yes, thou worthiest of men, 
firom the begumiug I suspected it, but was afraid to 
return thanks; which, if undeserved, might seem re- 
proaches. 
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Lajftf* Blood, sir, oan't a nuui be pennilted to oBJov 
thd Inxorj of Ids own feeUflgs withoot all this panuwr 

Uonev. Naj, do not attempt to oonoeal an Mtioi» 
that adds to joar faonoar. Year looks, joor air, your 
manner, all confess it. 

Ltfiv. Confess it, sir. Tortnre itself, sir, shall 
never briog me to confess it Mr. Honejwood* make 
me bmppj, and let this be bnried in oblivion. I hate 
ostentation ; yon know 1 do. I alwajs loved to be a 
friend^ and not a patron. 1 beg this may make no kind 
of distance between us. 

Honey. Heavens ! Can I ever repay saoh friendship ? 

Lofty. A baaatelle, a mere bajpilelle. Bnt I see 
yonr heart is Imming to be grateful* Yoa shall be 
grateful. It would be cruel to disappoint you. 

Honey. How? Teach me the manner. If there any 
wav? 

Lqfhf, Prom this moment you're mine. Yes, my 
friend, yon shall know it — ¥m in love« 

Honey. And can 1 assist yoo? 

lafiy. Nobody so well. 

Money . In what manner ^ I'm all impatienee. 

Lofty, You shall make love for me. 

Honey. And to whom ? 

Lofty. To a lady with whom yoa have great interest 
Miss luchland. 

Honey, Miss RioUand*! Wat ever any thing more 
unfortunate ? ' 

Lofty. Unfortunate indeed ! And yet 1 can endure it 
Between ourselves, I think she likes me. I'm not apt 
to boast, but I think she does. 

Himey, Indeed ! But do yon know the person yon 

Lofty. Yes, I know you are her friend and orine: 
that* s enouffh. To yon, therefore, I commit the soooess 
of my passion. Let friendship do the' rest. I kav# 
only to add, that if asiy time my Uttle interest can be 
of serviee— but, hang it, TU make no promises — ^^oa 
k«ow my iateveat is yoors at any time. No apolonesy 
my friend, I'll not be answered, it shall be so. [Earit. 
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honey. Open, geaeroas, onsaftpeeUng nuiD ! HeKtUe 
^ibioks that I love her too; tod with such aa ardent 
pauion ! — Bat then it was ever but a vain and hopeless 
one; myr torment, mj persecntion! What shall I do? 
Love, friendship, a hopeless passion, a deserving friend! 
Lore, tliat has been my tormenter; a friend^ that has, 
perhaps, ^istress'd himself to serve me. U shall be so. 
Yes, I will discard the fondling hope from mj bosom, 
and exert all mj inflaenoe in his mvpor. And jet to 
see her in the possession of uiother! Insupportable. 
Bat then to betray a generous trusting friend !— Worse, 
worse. Yes, I'm resolved. Let me but be the instru- 
ment of their happiness, and then quit a country where 
1 most for ever aespair of finding my own. [Eceit, 

Enter Olivia and Garnet, who ccaries g, MUliner^t 
Box, 

OH, Dear me, I wish this joorney were over. No 
news of Jarvis yetP 1 believe the ofil peevish creature 
deiajs purely to vex me. 

Gar, Why, to be suro, madam, I did hear him say, 
<* a little snobbing before marriage would teach jou to 
bear it the better afterwards. ' 

OU. To be gone a full hour, iboogh be had only to 
get a bill changed in the city ! How provoking! 

Gar. rU lay my Jife, Mr. Leontine, that had twice as 
Btuch to do, ip setting off by this time from his inn ; 
and here yon are left behind. 

OU, Well, let OS be prepared for his coming, how- 
ever. Areyoasnre you have omitted nothing, Garnet? 

Gar, Not a stick, madam — all's here. Yet I wish 

Jou Goatd take the white and silver to be married in. 
I's the worst luck in tlie world, in any thing but 
9vhite. I knew one Bett Stobbs, of our town, tbat was 
married in red ; and, as sure as eggs is eggs, the bride- 
groom and she had a miff before morning. 

OU. No matter. I*m all impatience till we are out 
of the bouse. 

Gar, Bless me, madam, I Iwd almost forgot the wed- 
ding-ring!— The sweet little thing!— 1 don't think i^ 

D 
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would go on mj Utile finj^. And what if I pot in a 

Kntleman's niebt-^wp, iii case of neoesnty, madam? 
It here's Jama. 

EfUerjARViB* 

OH, O Jarvia, are yon oome at last? We have been 
ready tbis half hour. Now let*g be eoiny. Let na fly ! 

Jar, Ay, to Jericho; for we abali hare no going to 
Seotland this boot, I fancy. 

OU, How ? What's the matter? 

Jar. Money, money, is the matter, madam. We have 
got no money. What the plagne do yon send ne of 
^onr fool's errand for? My master's bill npon tbe city 
IS not worth a msh. Here it is ; Mrs* Garnet may pia 
op her hair with it. 

01%. Undone! How could Honeywood serve as so? 
What shall we do? Can't we go without it? 

Jar. Go to Seotland without money? To SooUand 
without money! Lord, how some people understand 
geography! 

OU. W hat a base insincere man was your master, to 
serve us in this manner. Is this his good nature? 

Jar. Nay, don't talk ill of myf master, madam. I 
won't bear to hear any body talk ill of him but myselC 

Gar, Bless us ! now I think on't, madam, you need 
not be under any uneasiness r 1 saw Mr. Leoatine re- 
ceive forty guineas from his father just before he set 
out, and he can*t yet have left the inn. A short letter 
will reach him there. 

OU. I'll write immediately. How's this? Bless me, 
my hand trembles so I can't write a word. Do you 
write, Garnet; and, upon second thooghts, it will be 
better from yon. 

Gar. Truly, madam, I write and indite but pooriy. f 
never was knte at my laming. But I'll do what I can 
to please you. Let me see. All out of my own head^ 
I suppose? 

OtL Whatever yon please. 

Gar. lWrUe$} Mviter Croaker ^Twenty guineas. 
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Oli. Aj, twenty will do. 

Gar, At the bar of the Talbot tiU caUed for. Etpe- 
ditwn—mU be blovm up^aU if a ftame-^tfuick, dit- 

patch-Oupidy the little god of love. 1 conclvde H, 

■UMlaai, witli Copid ; 1 love to see a love-letter end like 
poetry. 

OU, Well, weH, wbit yoo pleue— any thiny. But 
Iww shall we send it? I can trust none of the serirants 
of this fiunily. 

Gar. Odso, ' madam, Mr. Honeywood's 'bvtler is in 
the next room: he's a dear, sweet man; Inll do any 
thin; for me. 

Jar, lie ! the do^, bell oertalnly commit some blan* 
der : he's drank and sober ten times a day. 

Oli. No matter. Ply, Garnet. Any body we ean 
tmst will do. [Exit Garnet] Weil, Jarvis, now we can 
have notbinfif more to interrupt ns. Yon may take op 
the tlitncs and carry them on to the inn.— Have yon no 
bands, Jarvis? 

Jar. Soa and Mr, yoan; lady. Yoo, thdt ara goinf^ 
to be married, Ihiok tUncs ean never be done too fiuil; 
but we that are old, and know what we are about, most 
elone maChodioallyy madam. 

OH. WoU, sure» if my iadiaoretions Ircre to be done 
over againo*-*- 

Jar. My lile fisr it, you wo^d do tbem lea tivies 
over. 

OU. Vikj wiU yon «a«k M? if yoo knew bow im- 
happy tbey make me 

Jar. Verv unhappy, no doubt: I was once inst as 
anbappy when I was going to be auirried myself. I'U 
tell ye« a story about that. 

Oli. A story! when l*m all impatience to be away. 
Was there ever snob a dilatory creature ! 

Jar. Well, madam, if we mtiBt march, why we will 
mareb, that's all. Thongh, odd* bobs, we have still 
forgot one thing we should never travel withoal-Hi 
case of good razors, and a box of sbaving^powdor. 
Bot nomstter, I betteve weabaU be pretty well shaved 
by the way. ' "^ ' [Gomg, 
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Re-enter Garnet. 
. Gar, Undone, undone, mtdun. Ab, Mr. Jarris, job 
Mid right enoQgh. As sore as death, Mr. Honejwood'a 
rogne of a drunken batler dropped the letter before 
he went ten yards from the door. There's old Croaker 
hm just picked it ap, and is this moment reading it to 
himself in the hall. 

OU. Unfortunate! We shall be discovered. 

Gar. No, madam> don't be oneasj; he oan make 
neither head nor tail of it. To he sure he looks as if 
he was broke loose from Bedlam about it, but he can't 
find, what it means, for all that — O lod, he is coming 
this waj all in the iKlrrors! 

OIL Then let us leave the house this instant, for fear 
be should ask further questions. In the mean time» 
Garnety do you write and send off just such another. 
, lExemfU 

Enter Cboakeb. ~ * 

Croah Death and destruction !. Are all the horrors 
of air, fire, and water to be levelled onlv at me? Am I 
only to be singled out for gunpowder-plots, oombnsti- 
bles, and confli^ration ? Here it is — an inoendiary letter 
drooped at my door. IReads] To fMuter Croaker, these 

wUh^ed. Ay, ay^ plain enough the direction. All 

in the genuine inoendiary spelling, and as cramp as the 

devil. With speed* O, confound your speed!-^ 

But let me read it onoe more.-— — Muitor Groakar, at 
sone as yoetu see this, leve twenty gwmes at the bar of the 
Taiboot teli caUd for, or yowe a£l yower experetion wiU 
be al blown up. — ^Ah, but too plain. Blood and gain 
powder in every line of it Blown up ! murderous dog 1 
All Uown up (-— Heavens 1 what have I and my poor 

family done, to be all blown up? Our pockets are low, 

and money we must have, Av, there^s the reason; 

they'll blow us up, boeaime they have got low pockets. 
-— *it if 6ttl a short titne you have to consider; for \f 
ihtt ttkes lotnd, the house wiU quickly beaUtf aflame. 
-~— ^Inhuman-monslers! blow us up, and then burn oa! 
The earthquake at Lisbon was but a bonfire io iL . « 
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Make quick dispatch. And to 'no more at pretent ; but 
may Cupuf , the little god of love, go with you wherever 

you go* ^The little god of love ! Copid, the little god 

of love go with me! Uo you to the devil, too tnd yoor 
little Copid together! I'm so frigbtened, l soaroe know 
whether i sit, stand, or go. Perhaps this moment I'm 
treading on lighted matches, biasing brimstone, and 
barrels of gunpowder. They are preparing to blow 
me up into the clonds. — Murder ! We shall be all burnt 
in oar beds ; we shall be all burnt in our beds! 

Efllttr Miss RlQHLAND. 

Misf A. Lord, sir. what's the matter? 

Crook, Murder's the matter. We shall be all blown 
up in our beds before morning. 

Miss A. I faUpe not, sir. 

Croak* What signites what you hope, madam, when 
I have aoertifioate of it here in my handP Will nothing 
alarm my family^ Sleeping and eating, sleepin|^ ana 
eating, is the only work from morning till night in my 
house. My insensible orew could sleep, though rooked 
by an eartCquake, and fry beef-steaks at a volcano. 

Miit R, But, sir, you have alarmed them so oftea 
already, we have nothing but earthquakes, famines, 
plagues, and mad dc^s, from year's end to year's end. 
Vou remember, sir, it ia not above a month ago, joa 
aMured us of a oontpiraoy among the bakers to poison 
OS in our bread; and so kept the whole family a week 
upon potatoes. 

Croak. And potatoes were too good for them. But 
why do I stand talking here with a girl, when i should 
be fisoing the enemy without? — ^Here, John! Nioode- 
musi search the house. Look into the cellars, to see 
if there be any combustibles below ; and above, in the 
apartmeDts, tliat no matches be thrown in at the win- 
dows. liDt all the fires be pot out, and let the engine 
be drawn out in the yard, to play upon the bouse in 
ease of necessity. [Exit* 

Mitt R, What can he mean by all this? Yei why 
skoold I inquire, when be alarms us in this manoer 
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almost ov«ry day? Bot Honey wood baa detired an in- 
teiriaw wiih no in privata. What can he mean? or 
rather wliat meaof thi» palpitation at his api»roaob^ It 
is the first time beeper snowed any thing in Inscondoet 
that seemed psrtieoiar. Sare he cannot mean lo-— *- 
fiothe'sheffe. 

Rd'enter HoNiTwpoD. 

Honey. I presomed to solicit thw intertisw, madm, 
before I left town, to be pemiitled 

MittR* Indeed! LeavHig town, sir P 

Honey. Yes, madam ; perhaps the kingdom. I have 
presomed, I say, to desire the nroar of this interriew, 
m order to disclose something which oar long friend- 
ship prompts. And yet my fears 

AftM R. Hb fears! What are bn fcars tfr mine? 
[Aiide] We have indeed been long ao^oainted, sir; 
▼ery long. If 1 remember, our first meeting was at the 
French ambassador's. Do yon reeolleet how y«a VMra 
pleased to rally me npoB my complexion there? 

Boney. Perfeotiv, madam. I presumed to reprova 
yoo for painting ; bat y«MHr wanner blashes soon oan- 
▼inoed the company Oat the ooloariag was aii from 
natnre. 

Mkt R» AaaA yet yoa only meant it, in your good« 
natared way, to make w» pay a eomplioMnt to myaeifk 
In the sama nmnner yoa danced that night with tin 
most awkward woanaa in oampany, because yo« sms 
nobody else woald take her oot 

Honey, Yes, and was rewarded the MXt night by 
dancing with the finest woman in company, whom every 
body wished to take oot 

Mm R. Well, sir, if you tkooght so then, I fear yow 
jndgBMnt haa since corrected the enrors of a first ini> 
nression. We generally show to arast adranlagn at 
first. Our sex are like poor tradesmen, thai pot oil 
their best goods to be seen at the windows. 

Homey, Vhe firat imaressioo, madam, did indeed de- 
oeire me. I ezpeotea to find a woman with aM tkn 
fenlts of ooascioas, fiattered beaoty ; I cSEpected to find 
bar vain and insolent. Bnterciy day haa since I 
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ine that it it powible to ppsaeM ieose withont pride, 
and beauty, withont affeotatioD. 

Miu R, This, sir, if a style very aaomial with Mr« 
, Houeywood ; and I should be glad to know why bo 
i thos attempts to iocreaae that vanity which his own 
lessons hath taught ne to despise. 

Hone^, I ask pardon, madani. Yet, from our long 
friettdsllip, I presumed 1 might have some right to offer, 
withont offence, what you may refuse withont offend- 
ing. 

' MissR, Sir! 1 beg yon'd refect, though I fear 1 
shaH scarce have any power lo refuse a request of yours ; 
^et Ton may be precipitate : consider, sir. 

Honey. I own my rashness ; but as I plead the cause 
of friendship, of one who loves — donH be alarmed, 
madam — who loves yon with the most ardent passion, 
whose whole happiness is placed in you. 

Misi A. I fear, sir, I shall never find whom you mean 
by this description of him. 

Money. Ah, madam, it but too plainly points bin 
out, though he should be too humble himself to urge 
his pretensions, or you too modest to understand them. 

Mits A. Well, it wonid be affectation any longer ta 
pretend ignorance; and I will own, sir, i have long 
been prejndioed in his fiivour. It was but natural to 
wish to make his heart mine, as ho seemed himself 
ignorant of its value. 

Honey. 1 see she always loved him. [ilsid^l I find, 
madam, you're already sensible of his worth, iiis pas- 
sion'. Ilow happy is my friend, to be the favourite of 
one with snob sense to distinguish merit, and suck 
beauty to reward it. 

Miss A. Your friend, sir ? What friend ? 

Himey: My best friend— my friend, Mr. Lofty, ma* 
dam. 

Miss A. He, sir? 

Honey. Yes, he, madam. He is indeed what your 
warmest wishes might have formed him ; and to his 
other qualiiioB, ho adds that of the most pasai o na tr 
regard for yon« 
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MiuR, Amusement! — ^No more of this, I beg jou, 
•ir. 

Hofiey. I see yonr confusion, madam, and know bow 
to interpret it And since I so plaiuljr read the Ian- 
gaage of jonr heart, shall I make inj mend happj* bj 
oommnnicating jronr sentiments? 

Miss R» Bj no means. 

Honey. Excuse me, 1 most ; I know you desire it 

Missn, Mr. Honey wood, let me tell yon, that you 
wrong my sentiments and yourself. When I first ap< 
plied to your friendship, I ex|>ected advice and assist- 
ance ; but now, sir, I see that it is Tain to expect hap- 
Einess from him, who has been so bad an economist of 
is own ; and that I most disclaim his friendship, who 
ceases to be a friend to himself. fEitt 

Honey, How is this ? She has confessed she loved 
him, and yet she seemed to part in displeasore. Can 
I have done any thing to reproach myself with f Nv, 1 
believe not: yet, after all, these things should not be 
done by a third person. 

Re-^nter Croaker, with a Letter in his Hand, and 
Mrs. Croaksr* 

Mrs, C. Ha, ha, ha! And so, my dear, it's your su- 
preme wish that I should be quite wretched upon this 
occasion? Ha, ha! 

Croak. [^Mimics'] Ha, ha, ha! And so, my dear, it's 
your supreme pleasure to give me no better eonsola- 
tion? 

Mrs. C. Positively, my dear, what is this inoendiarv 
stuff and trumperv to mer Our honse may travel throogb 
the air, like the bouSe of Loretto, for anght 1 care, if 
I'm to be miserable in it. 

Croak. Would to heaven it were eonverCed into an 
house of correction, for your benefit Have we not 
every thing to alarm ns? Perhaps this very moment the 
trasedy is beginning. 

Mrs. €, Then let us reserve our distress till the rialnji^ 
of the curtain, or give them the money they want, and 
have done with them. 
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Crvdk. Give tlieiii my mouej?— And pray what right 
have they to my noiiey ? 

Mr$» C, And pray what right then have yon to my 
good bamoorP 

Croak, And lo year good hqmoar advifle* roe to part 
with my money ? Why then, to tell yonr good humour 
a piece of my mind, Vd sooner part with my wife. — 
Here'g Mr. Honeywood, iee what he'll say to it My 
dear Hooey wood, look at this inoendiary letter dropped 
at my door. It will freeae yon with terror ; ana yet 
lovey here can read it-HNUi read it, and laugh. 

Jan. C. Yet, and lo will Mr. Honey wood. 

CrooA. If he does. Til suffer to be hanged the next 
minute in the rogue's ^laoe, that's all. 

Mn. C, Speak, Mr. Honeywood, is there an^ thing 
more foolish than my husband's fright upon this ooca- 
iion? 

Honeu* It would not beoome me to decide, madam ; 
bot doubtless the greatness of bis terrors now wiU but 
invite them to renew their villany another time. 

Mrs. C. I told jou he'd be of my opinion. 

Croak, How, sur! do you maintain that I should lie 
down under sueh an injurr, and show^ neither by m^ 
tears or oomplaiatsy that 1 nave something of the spirit 
of amaninmeP 

Honey, Pkurdon me, sir ; the sorest way to have ledresa 
is to be earnest in the pursuit of it. 

Croak. Ay, whose opinion is be of now? 

Mrs, C. But don't you think that laughing off our 
fears is the best way ? 

Honey. What is the best, madam, few can say ; but 
I'll maintain it to be a very wise way. 

Croak, But we're talking of the best Surely tlie 
best way is to faoe the enemy in the field, and not wait 
tiU he plunders us in our very bed-ohamber. 

Mrs. C. But can anv thing be more absurd than lo 
double our distresses by our apprehensions, and pot it 
in the power of every low fellow, that can scrawl ten 
words of wretched spelling, to torment us? 

Honey, Withont doobt^ nothing more absurd. 
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Croak* How ! woold it not be mote absurd to dMpise 
the rattle till we are bit by the 8Dafce^ 

Honev. Witboot doabt, perfeetiy absord. 

Croak* Then yon are of my opinioo? 

Honep, Bntirely. 

Mn. C. And yon reject ntneP 

Honey, Heavens forbid, nadam. No, sore no rea- 
ioning ean be more jost than yoora. 

Croak, A plagoe of plagues, we can't be both right. 

Hon«y, And why ma? not iM>tb be right, madam?-— 
Mr. Croaker, in earnestly aeeking redress, and yon in 
waiting the event with good haraoor? Fhiy let me see 
the letter i^^. — I have it.— Tliis letter requires twenty 

Gineas to be left at the bar of the Talbot inn. tf it 
indeed an incendiary letter, what if yon and I, sir^ 
go there; and when the writer oomes to be paid his 
expected booty, seize him? 

Creofc. My dear friend, it's the very thing, the very 
thin^. While I walk by the door, yon shall phmt yooiw 
self m ambnsh near the bar, bnrst ooC npon the min* 
creant like a masked battery, extiert a oonfassiott at 
once, and so hang him np by sorprise. 

Homey. Yes ; bat I would not cheoiJ» to exersise to6 
much severity. It is my oMXim, sir, that crimes gMe> 
rally panish themselves. 

Croak, WeH, bnt we may upbraid him a fiule, I sup- 
pose? [Iroincalfy. 

Honev, Av, but not punish him too rigidly. 

CrooH, Well^, well, leave that to my own benevo- 
lence* 
^ Honey* Well, I do ; but remember that miiversal 
benevolence u the first law of natmre. 

[ExewU Honeywood and Mrs, Croaker. 

Oroofc. Yes, and my nniversal benevoleBoe will himg 
the dog, if he had OS many necks av a hydra. [£artt. 



ACrP THE FIFTH. 




SCENB I. An Inn, 

Enter Olivia and Jabvis. 
- on. Well, we Imre got lafe to tlie ian, hoiMTer. 
Now, if the post-obaise were ready—— 

Jar, The boms are KHt fiaiaUog their oaU; and, as 
the^ are not goiojr te oe auurried, thej ohooae to take 
thmr own tine. Bedidef , too don't oontider, we have 
ffot no answer from oar ietiow traveHer yet If wo 
bear nothing from Mr. Leontine, we have only one 
w^ left OS. 

OIL Whatwar^ 

Jar, The wavnome again. 

OtL No ; I haire maiM a resolntioo to go, and no- 



thing shall indnee me to faf«ak it. 

Jar, Well, Til go hastfln things without: and Til 
caU too at the har, to see if any thing shoold be left 
forosdiere. Don't he in nioh a pbgny hurry, madam, 
and we shall go the fiuter. [EanL 
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Enter Leontinb. 

Leon, My dear Olivia, mj anxiety till yoo were oal 
of dangler, was too great to be resisted. I eoold not 
help coming to see yoo set' oat, though it exposes os to 
a discovery. 

OU. May every thing yoa do prove as fortanaln. 
Indeed, Leontine, we luiTe been most cruelly disap- 
pointeo. Mr. Honeywood's bill opon the city has, it 
seems, been protested, and we have been otterly at a 
loss how to proceed. 

Leon. How! an offer of his own too. Sore he^oald 
not mean to deceive as. 

Olu Depend upon his sincerity; he only mistook the 
desire for the power of serving us. But let us think 
no more of it. 1 wish the post-chaise was ready. 

[They go up the Stage* 

Enter Croaker, tmperceived* 
• Croak. Well, while my friend Honey wood is upon 
the post of danger at the bar, it n^ost be ro v bnsiness 
to have an eye about me here. 1 think i know an 
incendiary's look ; for wherever the devil makes a por* 
chase, he never fiuls to set his mark. — Ha! who have 
we here? My son and daughter! What can they be 
doing here.^ tAride, 

OIL Every moment we stay increases our danger, 
and adds have to my apprehensions. 

Leon. There's no danger, if Honeywood has kept 
my fother, as he promised, in employment. 

Oti, My fears areirom yoar father's suspicions. 

Leon, But, believe me, Olivia, you have no great rea- 
son to dread his resentment. His repining temperr as 
it does no manner of injury to himself, so will it never 
do barm to others ; he only frets to keep himself em- 
ploTed, and scolds for his private amusement. 

On. I don't know that; but I'm sure, on some occS' 
sions, it makes him look most shockingly. 

Croak. {Ditcovert himteU^ How does he look oow^ 
— ^Hotw does he look now f 
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OU. Ab! 

Leon, Undone. 

Croak, How <)o I look now? Sir, I am your Tory 
Iraqible servant. Madam, I am yoora. What, yon are 
going off, are yon i Then first, if yon please, take a 
word or two from me with yon before yon go. Tell 
me first where yon are going i and when too nave told 
me that, perhaps I shall know as little as I did before. 

Leon, If that be so, oor answer mig^ht bnt increase 
your displeasure, witboot adding to your informa- 
tion. 

Croofc. I want no information from yon, poppy : and 

iron too, ii^ood madam, what answer have you ^l, eh? 
'A cty unthoutf Stop km] I think I heard a noise. My 
riend. Honey wood, witboot— has be, seised the incen- 
diary? Ah, no; for now I hear no more on't 

Leon» Honey wood, withont! Then, sir, it was Mr. 
Honeywood that directed yon hither? 

Croak, No, sir, it was Mr. Honeywood conducted 
me hither. 

Leon, Then, sir, he's a Tillain. 

Croak, How, sirrah, a villain ! because be takes most 
care of your mther? Honeywood is a friend to the 
family, and Til have him treated as such. . 

Leon, I shall study to repay his friendship as it de- 
' serves. 

Croak. All, rogae» if you knew how earnestly be 
entered into my griefs, you would love him as I do. 
[A cry without. Stop htm] Fire and fory ! they^ have 
seized the incendiary : they have the villain, the incen- 
diary in view. Stop him, stop an incendiary, a mur- 
derer; stop him. [£rtt. 

OU, Oh, my terrors! what can this new tumult 
mean? 

Leon» Some new mark, I suppose, of Mr. Honev- 
wood's sincerity; but we shall nave satisfaction: jbe 
shall give me instant satisfaction. 

OIL it most not be^ my Leontine ; whatever be oor 
fate, let us not add guilt to our misfortunes : you most 
forgive him. 
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Leon, Forji^ire him! Has he not in every instuice 
betrayed at ? Forced me to borrow monej from faim, 
wUeh afpeen a mere trick, to 4elaj at? promiaed to 
keep my father enifaged till we were out of daager, 
and here brooffht him to the very scene of oor escape? 

OH. Don't be preeipitate; we amy yet be mistakeoi 



Enter Postboy ^ dredging in Jab vis, followed by 

HONEYWOOD. 

Pott, Ay, master, we have him iast enongh : here is 
the incendiary dog. Vm entitled to the reward. Ill 
lake my oath I saw him ask lor the money at the bar, 
and then run for it 

Honey, Gome, bring him along; let as see him. 
\l>^o(men hu Mistofc^ Death! what's here P Jarvis, 
Leonline, Olivia! What can all this mean? 

Jar, Why, I'll tell yon what it meaM: that 1 was 
an old fool, and that yon are my master— that's all. 

Honey, Gonfosion. 

Leon, Yes, sir, I find you have kept your word with 
me. After such baseness, I wonder bow you can ven- 
tore to see the man yon havie injured. 

Honey, My dear Leontine, by my life, my houoor— • 

Leon, Peace, peace, for uame: I know yoa/sir; I 
know you. 

Honey, Why, won*t you hear me? By all that's just, 
I knew not 

Leon* Hear you, sir ! to what porpose ? I now see 
through all your low arts ; your ever complying with 
every opinion; your never refusing any request; yaor 
f rien ds h ip a s -enia mon a s a pr es t ito t e 'B fiM > e a ffa ,^»nd-aa^ 
f a ll a ^ ioM; all these, sir, have long been contemptible 
to the world, and are now perfectly so to me. 

Honey, Ha! contemptible to the world! that reaches 
me. lAnde, 

Leon. All the seeming sincerity of your professions, 
I now find were onhr allurements to betray; and all 
your seeming regret for their consequences, only cal- 
colatod to cover the cowardice of ywu heart Draw, 
villain! 
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jRe-enter Croaker, out of Breath. 

Crook. Where is the yilkis? Where ia the inoen- 
dijurj? [Seises ike Pe<t6oy] Hold htm fiut, the dog : be 
has ,the nllows in his fine. Gone, joo dog, oonuss; 
ovefess di, end haeg yourseir. 

Post. Zoonds. mesler, what do joa throttle ne for ? 

CrsoJb. [BetU htm] Do^, de joo resist? do yoa 

sist? 

Post. Zounds, master, Ym not he; there's the man 
that we thoaght was the rogae, and turns ont to be one 
of the eomnany. 

Croak. How? 

Honey. Mr. Croaker, we haT« all been nnder a 
strange mistake here;^ I find there is nobodj gniltjr : it 
was ul an error; entirely an error o^ oar own. 

Croak. What, yon intend to bring'em off, I sappose; 
I'll hear nothing. 

Honey. Madam, yon seem at least oalm enough to 
hear reason. 

Oli. Excuse me. 

Uoneu. Good Jarris, let see then explain it to yoo. 

Jar. What signifies explanations when the thing is 
doneP 

Honey, Will nobody hear me? Was there erer snob 

a set, so blinded by passion and prejodiee! My 

good friend, I belie?e you'll be sorpnsed when I sseure 
yon (Totk«Poi«%. 

Pott. Sure me nothing^I'm sore of nothing but a 
good beatings 

Crook. Come then, you, madam, if yon «Ter hope 
for any favour or forgiveness, tell me sincerely all yon 
know of this aflUr. 

OU, Unhappily, sir, I'm but too much the cause of 
your suspicions : you see before yon, sir, one that with 
fidse pretences hen slept into your family to betray it: 
not your daughter- 
Crook. Not my daughter ! 

0(i Not yoor daughter; but * mean deeeiTer—wha 



Honey. Help— gif e her air. 
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Croak. Aj, ay, take the yooDg woman to the air ; I 
wonld not hurt a hair of her head, whoie ever daogbler 
she may be— not so bad as that neither. [Efreunt all 
but Croaker] Yes,^, all's oot; I now see the whole 
aflfair : ray son is either married, or goings to be so, to 
this lady, whom he imposed upon me as his sister. A j, 
certainfy so. And yet I don't find it afflicts roe so maoh 
as one might think : there's the advantage of fretting 
away onr misfortunes beforehand; we never feel them 
when they oome. 

Enter Miss Ricbland and Sib William 

HONEYWOOD. 

Sir W, Bot bow do yon know, madam, that mj 
nephew intends setting off from this place? 

Miff ft. My mmd assared me he was come to this 
inn ; and my own knowledge of his intending to leave 
the kingdom, soggested the rest. Bnt what do I see? 
iny guardian here before as! Who, my dear sir, ooold 
have expected meeting yon here? to what accident do 
we owe this pleasure? 

Crock, To a fool, I believe. 

MtM A. Bot to what purpose did yon come? 

Croak. To play the fool. 

MtM ft. But with whom? 

Croak, With greater fools than myself. 

Mttift. Explain. 

OooJIc. Why, Mr. Honey wood brooght me here, to 
do notlnng now 1 am here : and mj son is going to be 
married tu I don't know who, that is here ; so now yon 
are as wise as I am. 

MUi ft. Married ! \o whom, sir? 

Croak. To Olivia : my daughter, as I took her to be : 
bat who the de t it she is, or whose daughter she is, 1 
know no more tBan the man in the moon. 

Sir W. Then, sir, it will be enough at present to 



» von, that, both in pmnt of birth and fortune, the 
voong lady is at least your son's equal. Being left by 
her lather, sir James Woodville 

Cro€k. Sir James WoodvUle! What, of the west? 

Sir W, Being left by him,. I say, to the care of a 
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neroenarj wreloli, whote ou\j aim ww to teoore Iwr 
fortane to himself, the wm tent into Prance, ander pre- 
tence of education ; and there every art was triea to 
fix her for life in a convent, oontrarjr to her inclinations. 
Of this I was informed npon mj arrival at Paris ; and, 
as I had been once lier &ther*8 firiend* I did all in my 
power to fru8tra,te her {piardian's base intentions. 1 
Lad even meditated to rescne her from his authority^ 
when your son stept in with more pleasing violence, 
gave lier liberty, and voo a daaghter. 

Croak. But 1 intend to have a daughter of my own 
choosing, sir. A young lady, sir, whose fortune, by my 
interest with those that have interest, will be doable 
what mjr son has a right to expeoL Do yon know Mr. 
Lofty, sir? 

^ Sir W. Yes, sir; and know that you are deceived in 
him. But step this way, and I'll convince von. 

[Croaker and Sir William Haneywood talk apart. 

Re-enter Honeywood. 

Hanev. Obstinate man, still to persist in his outrage I 
Insulted by him, despised by all, 1 now begin to grow 
contemptible even to mjself. How have i sunk by 
too great an assiduity to please! How have I overtax'd 
all my abilities, lest the approbation of a single fool 
should escape me! But all is now over; 1 have sar* 
rived my reputation, my fortune, my friendships, and 
nothing remains henceforward for me but solitude and 
repentance. 

Hiu R. Is it true, Mr. Honeywood, that tou are 
setting off, without taking leave of your friends? The 
report is, that you are quilting England. Can it be? 

Honey, Yes, madam, 1 leave jfou to happiness; to 
^ one who loves you, and deserves your love ; to one 
' who has power to procure you afflnenoe, and generosity 
to improve your enjoyment of it. 

Mi»$ R. And are you sure, sir, that the gentleman 
'you mean is what vou describe him? 

Honey. 1 have toe best assurances of it. As for me, 
weak and wavering as I have been, obliged by all, and 
s 
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ineapftble of sernng any» wliat happiness can I find foot 
in sotitade? what hope bal in beings forgotten? 

MiuR, A thousand! to live among friends that 
esteem you, whose happiness it will be to be permitted 
to oblige you. 

Jhmey,. No, madam ; my resolution is fixed. Infe- 
riority among stran^rs is easy ; but among those that 
once were equals, insupportable. Nay, to show yoo 
how far my resolution ean go, J can now speak with 
calmness of my former follies. I will even oonfesa, 
that, among the number of my other presumptions, I 
had the insolence to think of loving you. Yes, madam, 
while 1 was pleading the passion of another, my heart 
was tortured with its own. 

Miu R. You amaze me ! 

Honey, But you'll forgive it, I know yoo will ; since 
the confession should not have come from me even 
now, but to cdUvince you of Uie sincerity of my inten- 
tion of— never mentioning it more. \G(nng. 

Miss R, Stay, sir, one moment. Ha! he here ! 

Enter Lofty. 

Lofty. Is the coast clear ? None but friends. I have 
followM you here with a trifling piece of intelligence : 
but it goes no further, things are not yet ripe for a 
discovery. I ha%e spicits working at a certain board ; 
your affair at the Treasury will be done in less than — a 
thousand years. Mom ! 

Miss R. Sooner, sir, I should hope. 

Lofty. Why, yes, 1 believe it may, if it falls into 
proper hands, that know where to push and where to 
parry; that know how the land lies. £h. Honey wood. 

Miss R* It is fallen into yours. 

Lofty. Well, to keep yoo no lonser in suspense, yoor 
thing is done. It is done, I say; tnat's all. I have just 
had assurances from lord Neverout, that the claim has 
been examined, and found admipsible. Quietus is the 
word, madam. 

Honey, Bat how ? his lordship has been at Newmar* 
ket these ten days. 
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Lofty. Indeed! Then sir Gilbert Goose mnst liavci 
been most damnably mistaken. 1 had it of him. 

Miss R. He? Why, sir Gilbert and his familj have 
been in the country this month. 

Lofty. This month P It most certainly be so. Sir 
Gilbert's letter did coMe to me from Newmarket, so 
that he mnst have met bis lordship there ; and so 
it eameaboDt. I have bis letter about me, I'll read it 
to yon. [Taking out a large Bundle] Thai's from Paoli 
of Corsica, that from the marquis of Squilacfai. Have 
you a mind to see a letter from count Poniatowski, 

now kin^ of Poland ? Honest Pon [Searching'} O, 

sir, what are yon here too.' I'll tell you what, honest 
friend, if you have not absolutely delivered my lelter 
to sir William Honey wood, you may return it The 
tbinj^ will do without him. 

Sir W, Sir, 1 have delivered it, and must inform yon, 
it was reoeived with the most mortifyinji^ contempt 

Croak. Contempt! M[r. Lofty, what can that mean? 

Lofty. Liet bim f^o on, let liim ffo on, I say. You'll 
find It come to sometliinjc pretteulfv. 

Sir W, Yes, sir, I believe you'll be amazed, if, after 
waiting some time in the anti-chamber, after bein;; sur- 
veyed with insolent ooriomty by the passing servants, I 
was at last assared, that sir William Honeywood knew 
no sacb person, and I mnst certainly have l>een imposed 
opon. 

Lofty, Good ; let me die, very good. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Groo^. Now, for my life, 1 can't find oot half the 
goodness of it. 

Xo^5^. Youoan't? Ha, ba! 
• Croak. No, for the soul of me ; I think it was as 
confonnded a bad answer as ever was sent from one 
private gentleman to another. 

Ltfty. And so you can't find out the force of the 
message? Why 1 was in the house at that very time. 
Ha, ba! It was I that sent that very answer to my own 
letter. Ha, ha! 

Croak, Indeed! How? why? 

Ltfiy, la one word* tbiogs between sir William and- 
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me mast be behind the cortaia. A pftrtj has manir eyes. 
He sides with lord BozEard, I side with sir Gilbert- 
Gk>ose. So that ouriddles the mysterj. 

Croak, And so it does indeed, and all my anspioioii* 
are over. 

Lofty, Yonrsospioions! What then yon have beea 
sqspecting, yon have been saspecting^, have yon? Mr. 
Croaker, you and I were friends, we are friends no 
longer. 

Croak, As I hope for yonr favoar, I did not mean to 
offend. It escaped me. Don't be discomposed. 

Lofty. Zoonds, sir, bnt I am discomposed, and will 
be discomposed. To be treated thus! Who am I? 
Was it for this I have been dreaded both by ins and 
oQts ? Hare I been libelled in the Gazetteer, and praised 
in the St. James's? Have I been chaired at Wilaman's, 
and a speaker at Merchant-tailors' Hall f Have I bad 
my hand to addresses, and my head in the print-shops, 
and talk to me of suspects! 

Croak. My dear sir, be pacified. What can yon have 
but asking; pardon f 

Lofty. Sir, 1 will not be pacified! SospecU! Who 
am IP To be ased thus, have I paid coort to men in 
favour to serve my friends, the lords of the Treasury, 
sir William Honey wood, and the rest of the gang;, and' 
talk to me of suspects! Who am I, I say, who am i .' 

6'tr W. Since, sir, you're so pressing for an answer, 
nt tell yon who yw are. A gentleman, as well ac- 
quainted with politios, as with men in power; as well 
aoc|oainted with persons of iashion, as with modesty ; 
with lords of the Treasurv, as with trutli ; and with 
all, as you are with sir William Honey wood. I am sir 
William Honey wood. [ Discovers kit Ensign* oftheBaih, 

Croak. Sir William Honeywood ! 

Honey. Astoniiibment! my uncle! [Aiide. 

Lofty. So then my confounded genius has been alt' 
this time only leadinir me up to the garret, in order to 
flin^ me out of the window. 

Croak, What, Mr. Importance, and are these your 
works? Suspeot yon ! You who have been dreiided by 
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the ins Mnd oats: joa ¥pho fasve bad yoar hand to 
addresses, and joar head stuck up in pnntrshops. If 
you were served right, yon should have your head 
•look up in the pillory. 

Lofty, Ay, stick it where you will, for, by the Lord, 
it oats bat a very poor figure where it sticks at present. 

Sir W, Well, Mr. CrMker, I hope yon now see how 
iooapable thu gentleman is of serving ]fou, and how 
little miss Richland has to expect from his influence. 

Cfoek, Ay, sir, too well f see it, and I can't but say 
I have had some boding of it these ten days. So I'm 
resolved, since my son has placed hu affections on a 
ladj of moderate fortune, to be satisfied with his 
choice, and not run the hazard of another Mr. Lofty, 
in helping him to a better. 

SirW» I approve your resolution; and here thej 
come to receive a confirmation of your pardon and 
consent. 

Re-enter Mbs. Caoaker, Jarvxs, Leontins, and 
Olivia. 

Mr$. C. Where's my husband? Come, come, lovey. 
yon most forgive them. Jarvis here has been to tell 
ine the whole afiair ; a^d, I say, yon must forgive them. 
Our own was a stolen match, you know, my dear; and 
we never had any reason to repent of it. 

Cr^ak. I wish we could botn say so : however, this 
gentleman, sir William Honeywood, has been before- 
hand with yon in obtaining their pardon. So, if the 
two poor fools have a miaa to marry, I think we can 
taok them together without crossing the Tweed for it. 
[Joinvne their Handi. 

Leon. How blest, and unexpected ! What, what can 
we say to such goodness ? But our fotnre obedience 
shall be the best reply. And, as for this gentleman, to 
whom we owe— 

&*tr W. Excuse me, sir, if I interrupt your thanks, 
as I have here an interest that calls me. [Turning to 
Uoneywood] Ves, sir, you are surprised to see me; 
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and I own that a desire of oorrocluig joiir follies lod 
me bitfaer. 1 taw, witb indignation, the errors of a 
Blind tliat onl^ ttooKht applause from others ; that easi- 
ness of disposition, which, thoog^b inclined to the nghtj 
bad not coani||;e to condemn the wronif. I saw, with 
regret, those splendid errors, that still took name from 
some neigbboaring duty. Your charitj, that was but 
injustice ; ^onr benevolence, tliat was but wteaknesa ; 
and ^our friendship bat credulity. I saw, with regret* 
great talenU and extensire learning only employed 
to add sprigbtliness to error, and increase your per- 
plexities, r saw your mind with a thousand natural 
charms : but the greatness of its beauty served only to 
heighten my pity for its prostitution. 

Honey. Ocase to upbraid me, sir; 1 have foriome 
time but too Mrongl^ felt the justice of your re- 
proaches. But there is one way still left me. Yes, 
sir, 1 have determined, this very lionr, to quit for ever 
a niace where 1 have made myself the voluntary slavfi 
or all; and to seek among strangers that fortitude , 
which may give strength to the mind, and marshal all 
its dissipated virtues. Yet. ere 1 depart, permit me to 
solicit favour for this gentleman ; wBo, notwithstand- 
ing what has happened, has laid me under the most 
signal obligations. Mr. LoU> 

Lofty. Mr. Honey wood, ^'m resolved upon a refor- 
mation, as well as you. I now begin to find, that the 
man who first invented the art of speaking truth was « 
much cuuninger fellow than 1 thought bim. And to 
prove that 1 design to speak truth for the future, I must 
now assure you, that yon owe TOur late enlargement to 
another ; as, upon my soul, I Lad no hand in the mat- 
ter. So now, if any of the company has a mind for 
preferment, he may lake my place. I'm determined to 
resign. [£att. 

Honey. How have I been deceived ? 

Sir W. No, sir, you have been obliged to a kinder, 
fairer friend for that favour. To miks Richland. Would 
she complete our joy, and make the man she has ho* 
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noored bj her friemlsbip happy ia her lote, I bboold 
tfaeu forpt aU, and be as blest as the welfare of my 
dearest kinsman can make roe. 
^ Miu R. After what is past, it wonid be but affecta- 
tion to pretend to indiflerenoe. Yes, I will own an 
attachment, which 1 find was more than friendship. 
And if roj entreaties cannot alter his resolution to quit 
the countr;f , 1 will eren try if my hand has not power 
to detain him. IGiving her Hand. 

Honey. Heavens ! how ean I have deserved all this i 
How express my happiness, my gratitude^ A moment 
like this overpays an aee of apprehension. 

Croak. Well, now f seeconlent in every face; bat 
heaven send we be all better this day three months. 

Sir W, Henceforth, nephew, learn to respect your- 
self. He who seeks only for applause from without, 
has all his happiness in another's keeping. 

Honey. Yea, sir, I now too plainly perceive my 
•rrors. My vanity, in attempting to please ail, by 
fearing to offend any. My meanness in approving 
folly, lest fools should disapprove. Henceforth, there- 
fore, it shall be my slud^ to reserve my pity for real 
distress ; my friendship lor trne merit ; ana my love for 
her, who first taught me what it is to be happy. 

[J&reunt. 



EPILOGUE*. 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BULKLBY. 

As puffing qaaoks some caitiff wretch procure 
To swear toe pill, or drop, has wrought a cure; 
Thus on tlie stage, our play-wrights still depend 
For epilogues and prologues on some friend, 

• The anther, in ezpecUtlon of an epHocne fh>m a Mend at 
^dbrd, deferred wifliag one himself tiQ the very last hour. 
What i» here <tfered, owes ail Us MeceM to the gruaeM manner 
of the actreis who spoke it. 
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Who knows each art of ooaxin^^ a|i the town. 
And make full manj a bitter pill go down. 
Conscious of this, our bard haa gone about. 
And t^as'd each rhjming friend to help fain out. 
An epilogue, things can^t go on without it ; 
It .could not fail, would jou bat set about it 
" Young man," cries one (u bard laid up in clover), 
** Alas, young man, my writing days are over ; 
Let boys play tricks, and kick the straw, not J ; 
Your brother doctor there. perhuM, may try." 
*< What, I, dear sir?** the doctor interposes; 
*' What, plant my tfaisUe, sir, among his roses? 
No, no, rve other coittests to maintain ; 
To-night I head our troops at Warwick-lane. 
Go, ask ^onr manager." «* Who, me? Your pardon ; 
Those UiiBgs are not our forte at Covent-garden." 
Our author's friends, thus plac'd at happy distanoe. 
Give him good words indeed, but no assistance. 
As some unhappy wight, at some new play. 
At the pitpdoor stands elbowing away, 
While oft, with many H smile, and many a shrug, 
He e^es the centre where his friends sit song, 
His simpering friends, with pleasure in their eyes, 
Sink as be sinks, and as he rises rise : 
He nods, they nod; he cringes, the^ grimace; 
. But not a soul will budge to give him place. 
Since then, unhelp'd, bur bard must now conform 
To 'bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 
Blame where you must, be candid where you can. 
And be each critic the GOOD-if atur'd man. 



(). WUttincliam, Printer, Chbrwick. 
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GEORGE BARNWELL 

Was first acted at Drary Lane in 1731, and, as it 
has been ever since, with considerable success. 
George the Second's qneen was so much pleased 
with it, tliat she did the aatfaor the honour to 
request a perusal of the manuscript ; which was 
taken to her, at Hampton-court Palace, by Mr. 
Wilks. No eulogium that can be passed on this 
play can speak its merits equal to a well-known 
anecdote (which is considered as strictly genuine) ; 
that when Mr. Ross performed the character of 
George BarnweU in 1752, the son of an eminent 
merchant was so struck with certain resemblances 
to his own perilous situation (arising from the arts 
of a real Millwood), that his agitation brought on 
a dangerous illness; in the course of which he 
confessed his error, was forgiven by his father, 
and furnished with means of repairing the pecu- 
niary wrongs he had priTately done his employer. 
Mr^ Ross says, ** Though I never knew his name, 
or saw him to my knowledge, I had for nine .or 
ten years, at my benefit, a note sealed up, with 
ten guineas and these words : * A tribute of gra- 
titude from one who was highly obliged, and saved 
from ruin, by seeing Mr. Ross' perfonnahce of 
BarmoelL* "—It will scarcely be credited that this 
play was refused by the regular establishment of 
the theatres, and at last acted by the junior mem- 
bers of the company, who, at the conclusion of 
the nsnal season, re-opened the house on a summer 
speculation, which was most profitably aided by 
the attraction of Georob Barnwell. 



PROLOGUE. 

Thc traffic muse, •oblime, delifffats to show 
Priooes distreM'd, and scenes of royal woe ; 
In awfol ponp, majestic, to relate 
The fitll of nations or some hero's fate : 
That soepter^d chiefs may, by example, know 
The strange vioissitades of things below; 
What dangers on seoarity attend ; 
How pride and oraelty in rain end : 
Hence Providence supreme to know, and own 
Humanity adds glory to a throne. ■ 

In ever^ former age and foreign tongue. 
With native grandeur thus the goddess sung. 
Upon oar stage, indeed, with wished success, 
YOUV0 sometimes seen her in an hnmbjer dress ; 
Great only in distress. When she complains 
In Southern's, Rowe's, or Otway's moving strains. 
The brilliant drops that fall from each bright eye, 
The absent pomp with brighter gems supply. 

Forgive us then, if we attempt to show, 
In artless strains, a tale of private woe. 
A London 'prentice rnin'd is oar theme, • ' 
Drawn from the fam'd old song that bears his name. 
We hope your taste is not so high, to scorn 
A moral tale esteem'd ere you were born ; 
Which, for a oenturv of rolling years. 
Has fiU'd a thousand thousand eyes with tears. 

If thoughtless youth to warn, and sliame the age 
From vice destructive, well becomes the stage ; 
If this example innocence ensures. 
Prevents oar guilt, or by reflection cores ; 
If Millwood's dreadful crimes, and sad despair. 
Commend the virtue of the good and fair ; 
Though art be wanting, and our numbers £ul. 
Indulge the attempt, in justice to the tale. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiG. 

AM,ongmaUy adedy in 1759. 

Thofowgood Mr. Bridgewater. 

BarmoelL Uncle to George Mr. Robeorfs. 

George Bamwell Mr. Gibber, Jan. 

Trueman Mr. W. Mills. 

Bktnt MnRWetherilt. 

Maria Mrs. Gibber*. 

Millwood Mrs. BuUer. 

Lucy Mr8.Cbarke. 

, DniryZmc, igi4. C*vtmi Owim, 1812, 
Tlwroi^good .... Mr. Powell. Mr. EgerlBB. 
^^Jy;^^/^ I Mr. R. Phillips. Mr.Morray. 

GeorgeBamwell . • Mr. Rae. Mr. G. Kemble. 

Trueman Mr. Holland. Mr. Abbott 

Blunt Mr. Raj. Mr. Atkins. 

Gaoler ....... Mr. Loois. ■ 

John ....«.., Mn Jefferies. 

Robert Mr. SaijanL 

Maria ...«..• Mrs. Home. Miss S. Booth. 

MiUwood Mrs. Glover. Mrs. Powell. 

Lucy Mrs. Sparks. Mrs.Gibbs. 

Officers, with thevr Attendants, Keeper, and Footmen, 

SCENE, London and an adjacent Village, 

• Mr. abber*! flnt wife. 



ACT THE FIRST. 




SCBNE I. A Room in Thorowo6od*s House, 
Enter Thorowoood and Trueman. 

True, OiBy the packet from Genoa is arrived. 

IGwes Letters, 

Thorow, Heaven be praised! the storm that threat- 
ended our rojal mistress, pore relinoo, liberty, and 
laws, is for a time 'diverted. By this means, time i« 
fl^ned to make snch preparation on our part, as may^ 
heaven concurring, prevent his malice, or turn tm 
meditated mischief on himself. 

True„ He must be insensible indeed, who is not 
affected when the safety of his country is concerned. Sir, 
may I know by what means? — If 1 am not too bold — 

Thorow, Your curiosity is laudable ; and I gratify it 
with the greater pleasure^ because from thence you 
may learn how honest merchants, as such, may some- 
times contribute to the safety of their country, as they 
do at all times to its happiness ; that if hereafter yoa 
should be tempted to any action that has the appear- 
ance of Vfee or meanness in it, upon reflecting on the 
dignity of our profession, yon may with honest scorn 
reject whatever is unworthy of it. 

True. Should fiamwefl, or I, who have the beneP* 
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of jour example, bj our ill conduct brine any impn- 
tation on that hononnible name, we must be left with- 
out excuse. 

Tkorow. Yon compliment, young man. {Trueman 
bovn respectftklly] Nay, I'm not ofTeiided. As the name 
of meronanl never degrades the gentleman, so by no 
means does it exclude him ; only take heed not to pur- 
chase the character of complaisant at the expense of 
your sincerity. 

Trtie. Sir, have yon any commands for me at this 
time ? 

r^oroiw. Only look carefully over the files, to see 
whether there are any tradesmen's bills unpaid ; if there 
are, send and discharge 'em. We must not let arti- 
ficers lose their time, so useful to the public and their 
families, in unnecessary attendance. lExit Trusman, 

Enter Maria. 
Well, Maria, have y6u given orders for the entertain- 
ment P I would have it in some measure worthy the 
guests. Jjdl there be plenty, and of the best, that the 
courtiers may at least commend our hospitality. 

Maria, Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your 
well-known generosity by an ill-timed parsimony. 

Thorow. Nay, 'twas a needless caution; I have no 
cause to doubt vour prudence. 

Maria. Sir, I find myself unfit for conversation. I 
should but increase the number of the company, with- 
out adding to their satisfaction. 

Thorow, Nay, my child, this melancholy must not be 
indulged. 

Maria, Company will but increase it I wish yon 
would dispense with my presence. Solitude best suits 
mypresent temper. 

Tnorow, You are not insensible, that it is chiefly on 
your account these noble lords do me tlie honour so 
frequently to ^oe my board. Should you be absent, 
the disappointment may make them repent of their con- 
descension, and tlnuk their labour lost 

Maria, He that shall think his time or honour lost 
in visiting you, can set no real valne on your daughter's 
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company, whose oalj merit is that she is Tonnu The 
man of qaalitj who chooses to oooverse with a jjpntle* 
man and merchant of your worth and character, may 
confer honour by so doings, but he loses none. 

Thorow. Come, come, Afaria, I need not tell yon, 
that a yoong g^entieman may prefer your couYersation 
to mine, and yet intend me no disrespect at all; for 
though he may lose no honour in my company, 'tis 
Tery natural for him to esipect more pleasure in yours. 
I remember the time when the company of the greatest 
and wisest man in the kiuffdora, would have been 
insipid and tiresome to me, if it had deprived me of an 
opportunity of enjoying your mother's. 

Maria, Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her: 
for generous minds know no pleasure in society but 
where 'tis mutuaii 

Tkorow. Thou knowesl I hare no heir, no child, but 
thee ; the fruits of many years successful industry must 
all be thine. Now it would give me pleasure, great aa 
m^ love, to see on whom yon Will bestow it. I am 
daily solicited by men of the greatest rank and merit> 
for leave to address yon ; but I have hitherto declined it, 
in ho^ that^by observation, I should learn which way 
your inolinati«ii tends ; for, as I know Jove to be essen- 
tial to happiness in the marriage sta^, I had rather my 
approbation should confirm your choice than direct it. 

Maria. What can I sa^? How shall I answer as I 
ought this tenderness, so uncommon even in the best of 
parents? But you are without example; yet, had you 
Deen less indulgent, I had been most wretched. That 
I look on the crowd of courtiers that visit here, with 
equal esteem, but equal indifference, you have observed, 
and I must needs confess ; yet, had ^ou asserted yonr 
' authoritv, and insisted on a parent's ri^ht to be obeyed, 
I had submitted, and to my dutv sacrificed my peace. 

Thoraw. From your perfect obedience in every other 
instance, I feared as mnch ; and therefore would leave 
yon without a bias in an affair wherein your happiness 
IS so immediatelv concerned. 

Maria. Whether from a want of that just ambition 
that would become your daughter, or from some other 
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oaoM, Ikoow Dot; bat I find hi^h birth and titles don't 
reoomnend the man who owns them to mj alfeetions. 

Thorow. I would not that thej should, unless his 
merit recommends him mere. A noble birth and for> 
tone, though thej make not a bad man good, yet thej 
are a real advantage to a worthy one, and place his 
Tirtnes in the ftirest light 

Mario. I cannot answer for m j inolinations ; but thej 
shall ever be submitted to yonr wisdom and antboritj. 
And as you will not compel me to marry where I can- 
not loye. love sliall never make me act contrary to my 
doty. Sir, have I your permission to retire P 

Thorow, fJl see yon to your chamber. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. A Room in Millwood's House, 
Enter Millwood and Lvct. 



MiU. How do I look to-day, Lucy? 
Lucu, O, killingly, madam! A little i 
oa*ll be irresistiblel But why this m 



I more red, and 
yoa'll be irresistiblel But why this more than ordi- 
nary care of your dress and complexion? What new 
conquest are you aiming at? 

MUL A conquest would be new indeed ! 

Lucy, Not to yon, who make 'em cvqp j day^-bot to 

me 'Well, 'tis what I'm never to ex^^t— —onfor- 

tunate as I am Bat your wit and beauty — 

Mill, First made me a wretoh, and still continoe me 
so. Men, however generous and sincere to one another, 
are all selfish hypocrites in their afiTairs with us ; we are 
no otherwise esteemed or regarded by them, bat as wo 
contribute to their satisfaction. 

Lucy. You are certainly, madam, on. the wrong side 
of this argument. Is not the expense all theirs? And I 
am sore it is oar own ftult if we han't oor share of the 
pleasure. 

Mm, We are bot slaves to men. 

Lucy, Nay, 'tis they that are slaves most certainly, 
for we lay them under contribution. 

MiU, 'Slaves have no property ; no, not even in 
themselves : all is the victor's. 

Lucy, You are strangely arbitrary in your principles, 
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MUL I would hvn my oonqoest conpleto, like tlioM 
of Ibe Spaniards in the new world ; who first plondered 
tlie natives of all the wealth they had, and then oon« 
denned the wretches to the mines for life, to work for 
more. 

Lucy, Well. I shall never approve of yoar schome of 
government ; 1 should think it mnoh more politic, as well 
as jost. to find my subjects an easier employment. 

lldUL It is a general maxim among the knowing part 
of mankind, that a woman without virtue, like a man 
without honour or honesty, is capable of any action, 
though never so vile; and yet what pains will they not 
take, what arts net use, to seduce us from our inno- 
eeniie, and make us contemptible and wicked, e?en in 
their own opinion? Then is it not just, the villains, to 
their cost,- should find us so? But guilt makes them 
suspicious, and keeps them on their guard ; therefore 
we can take advanU^pfb only of the younj^ and innocent 
part of the sex, who never having injured women, 
apprehend no danger from them. 

Lwv» Ay, they must be young indeed! 

Miui Such a one I think I have found. As I have 
passed throogh the city, I have often observed him 
receiving and paying considerable sums of money; 
from thence I conclude he is employed in afiairs of 
consequence. 

Lucv. Is he handsome? 

MiU. Ay, ay, the stripUng is well made, and has a 
good face. 

Lucy. About—— 

MiiL Bighteen. 

Lflicy* annooent, handsome, and about eighteen! 
Yonll be vastly happy. Why, if yon manage well, 
you may keep him to yourself tliese two or three vears. 

MUL If I manage well, I shall faAve done with him 
muoh sponer. Having long had a design on him, and 
meeting him yesterday, 1 made a foil stop, and gaoing 
wishfufly on his (ace, adced his name. He blushed, 
and, bowing very low, answered George Barnwell. I 
begged his pardon for the freedom I bad taken, and 
told him that he was the person I had long wished to 
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see, and* to whom I had an affair of iroportanoe to com- 
mimicate at a proper time and place. He named a 
taTcm ; I talked or honour and repatation, and invited 
him to my house. He swallowed the hait, promised to 
come, and this is the time I expect him. IKnocking at 
the Door] Somebody knocks. D'ye hear, I'm at home 
to nobody to-day bat him. lExit Lucy] Less affiura 
mast give way to those of more consequence; and I 
am strangely mistaken if this does not prove of great 
importance tome, and him too, before I have done with 
him. Now, after what manner shall I receive him ? . 
Let me consider — What manner of person an I to 
receive? He is young, innocent, and bashful; there- 
fore I must take care not to put him oat of ooantenanoe 
atfirot. 

Enter Barnwell, bowing very Un6. Lucy at a Distance. 

Mill, Sir, the surprise and joy ! 

Bam, Madam! 

Mill, This is such a favour lAdvancmg, 

Bam, Pardon me, madam ! 

MilL So unhoped for! IStiU adoancet, Barnwell 
talutet her, and retire* in cori/twum] To see you here 
Excuse the confusion— 

Bam. I fear I am too bold. 

MilL Alas, sir, I may jnstlyapprehend you think me 
so. Please, sir, to sit. 1 am as nrach at a loss how to 
receive this .honour as I ought^ as I am surprised at your 
goodness in conferring it 

Bam. I thought yon had expected me: 1 promised 
to come. 

Mill. That is the more surprising : few men are such 
religions observers of their word. 

3am. All who are honest are. 

Mill, To one another; but we simple women are sel- 
dom thought of oonaoquence enough to gain a place in 
their remembrance. 

[Laying her ^and on his, as bu.acddent. 

Bam* Her disorder is so mat, she donH perceive 
she has laid her hand on mine. Heavens! tow slie 
trembles! What can this mean? [Aside, 
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MiU. The interoRt I hare io all that relates to yoo 
(Ihe reason of which you shall know hereafter) excites 
lay oariositj; and were I sore yoa woald. pardon m^ 
presoifiptioD, 1 should denre to know yonr real senti- 
ments on a very particular subject. 
. Bam, Madaaiyvpumayooniroand my poor thoughts 
on any subject. I have none that I would conceal. 

Mik You'll think me bold. 

Bam, No, indeed. 

Mill. What then are vour thoughts of love? 

Bam, If you mean the love of women, I have not 
thought of it at all. My youth and circumstances make 
such thoughts improper in me yet. But if yon mean 
the general love we owe to mankind, 1 think no one has 
more of it in his temper than myself. I don't kpow 
that person in the world, whose happiness I don't wixh, 
and wouldn't promote, were it in my power. In an 
especial manner, I love my uncle and my master; but 
above all, my friend. 

MiU. You Iwve a friend then, whom yon love^ 
. Barn, As he does me, sincerely. 

MiU, He is, no doubt, often tiless'd with your com- 
pany and conversation. 

Bam, We live in one house, and both serve the same 
worthy merchant. 

MiU, Dappy, happy youth! Whoe'er thou art, I envy 
thee; and so must all who see and know this youth. 
What have I lost by being formed a woman ' I hate my 
sex, myself. Had I been a man, I might perhaps have 
been as happy in your friendship, as he who now enjoys 
it is; but as it is—Oh! — -^ 

Bam* I never observed woman before; or this is, 
sure, the most beautiful of her sex. filstde] Yon seem 
disordered, madam; — may I know the cause? 

MiU, Do not ask me — i can never speak it, whatever 
ia.th« cause. I wish for things impossible. I wonid 
be a servaut, bound to the same master, to live in one 
boose with you. 

Bam. How strange, and yet how kind her words and 
actions are ! and the effect they have on me is as strange. 
1 feel desires I never knew before ; I must begone, while 
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I haTe power to go. [JjtdeJ Mmdam, I hambly take my 
leare. 

Mill YoQ will not, sure, leave me so soon ! 

Bam, Indeed 1 most 

Mill. Yon cannot be so croel! I have prepared a 
poor supper, at which I promised myself your company. 

Bom. I am sorry I mast refuse the honour you 
designed me ; but my duty to my master calls me hence. 
I never yet neglected his servioe. He is so gentle, and 
so good a master, that should I wron|^ him, though ho 
might forgive me, 1 should never forgive myself. 

MiU. Am I refused by the first man, the second favour 
I ever stooped to ask ? Go then, thou proud hard-hearted 

J^ooth ; but know, yon are the only man that could be 
bond, who would let me sue twice for greater fiivoars; 

Bam. What shall I do? How shall I go or sUy ? 

MiU. Yet do not, do not leave me. 1 with my sex* 
pride would meet vour scorn; but when I look npon 
you, when I behold those eyes-^h! spare my tongue, 
and let my blushes-^is flood of tears too, that will 
force its way, declare— what woman's modesty should 
hide. 

Bam, Oh, heavens! she loves me, worthless as I am. 
Her looks^ her words, her flowing tears confess it. And 
can I leave her then? Oh, never, never! Madam, dry 
up your tears; you shall command me always. 1 will 
stay here for ever, if you would have me. 

iMcy. So, she has wheedled him out of his virtoe of • 
obedience already, and will strip him of all the rest, 
one after another, till she has left him as few as her 
ladyship, or myself. ^Aside, 

Mill. Now yon are kind indeed; but 1 mean not to 
detain yon always; I wodd have you shake off all 
slavish obedience to yoar master ; but yon may serve 
himstUI. 

lAtcy, Serve him still! Ay, or he'll have no oppor- 
tunity of fingering his cash; and then he'll not servs 
your end. 111 be sworn. {Asidt. 

Enter BisXJVT, 
BlufU, Madam, supper's on the table. 
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MilL Gome, sir, you'll excaie all defects. Mt tbooghU 
were too mach emplovod on my g^est to ooMrve the 
entertaimnent. [Exeunt Barnwell and MiUwood. 

Blunt, What, » all this jpreparatioD, this elegant 
sapper, rarietj of wines, and mosic, for the enterUdn- 
ment of that Toang fellow P 

Ijucy* Son; seems. 

BlunU How! is our mistress turned fool at last? 
She's in love with him, I suppose. 

iMcy. I suppose not But she designs to make him 
in lore with her, if she can. 

Biuttt. What will she get br that? He seems under 
age, and can't be supposed to nave much monej. 

tucv. But his master has, and that's the same thing, 
as shell manage it. 

Blunt. 1 don't like this fooling with a handsome joung 
fellow ; while she's eudeavounng to ensnare him she 
may be caught herself. 

Lucy. Nay, were she like me, that would certainly 
be the conse(]^uence ; for, I confess, there is something 
in youth and innocence that moves me mightily. 

Bkmt, Yes, so does the smoothness and plumpness 
of a partrid^ move a mighty desire in the hawk to be 
the destruction of it. ' 

Lacy. Why, birds are their prey, and men ours : 
though, as you observed, we are sometimes caught onr- 
seWes. But that, I dare say, will never be the case with 
our mistress. 

Bkmt. I wish it may prove so; for you know we all 
depend upon her. Should she trifle away her time with 
a young feUow that there's nothing to be got by, we 
must all stanre. 

Lucy, There's no danger of that; for I am sure she 
has no view i& this affair but interest 

Blunt, Well, and what hopes are there of success in 
that? 

Lucy, The most promising that can be. 'TIS true, 
the youth has his scruples ; but she'll soon teach him to 
answer them, by stifling h^ conscienoe. Ob, the lad is 
in a hopeful way, depend upon it. ' lExeunt, 
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SCENE I. A Room in Thorowgood's House. 

Enter Barnwell. 

Bam. How stranze ar« all things round roe! Like 
some thief who treads forbidden ground, and fain woold 
lark unseen, fearful I enter each apartment of this well- 
known house. To guilty love, as if that were too little, 
already have I added breach of trust. A thief! Can I 
know myself that wretched thing, and look my honest 
friend and injured master in tlie face? Though hypocrisy 



may awhile conceal my guilt, at length it will be known, 
and public shame and ruin must ensue. In the mean 
time, what must be my life? Ever to speak a language 

bier of 



foreigv to my heart; nourly to add to the numb 
my crimes, in order to conceal *em. Sure such was the 
condition of the grand apostate, when first he lost his 
purity. Like me, disconsolate he wandered ; and while 
yet in heaven, bore all his future hell about him. 

Enter Trvemav. 
True. Barnwell, oh how. I rejoice to see you safp ! 
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So will our muter, and his ipenUe daughter; who, 
daring yoar ahsenoe, ofVsn inqnired after joa. 

Bom. Wonld be were gpne! Hu offioious love will 
pry into the secretf of mj soal. [Aside, 

True. Unless yon knew the pain the whole family has 
felt on yoar account, Ton can't conceive how maoh yon 
are beloved. Bat why thus cold and silent? — Wnen 
my heart is foU of joy for yoar retnm, why do yoa 
tarn away— why thas avoid me? What have I done? 
How am I altered since voo saw me last? Or rather, 
what have yoa done — and why are you thas changed? 
for I am stall the same. 

Bom. What have I done, indeed ! [Jstde* 

True, Not speak ! — nor look apon me I — 

Bom. Bv my face he will discover all I wonld con- 
ceal. Methinks already I begin to hate him. [Aside. 

Tnte. I cannot bear this usage from a friend ;v one 
whom till now I ever foond so loving; whom yet 1 
love; thongh his anklndness strikes at the root of 
friendship, and might destroy it in any breast bat mine. 

Bom. 1 am not well. [Turning to him] Sleep has been 
a stranger to these eves since you beheld 'em last 

True. Heavy they look, indeed^ and swolnvrith tears; 
— now they overflow. Rightly did my svmpathizing 
heart forebiode hut night, when then wast absent, some- 
thing fttal to oar peace. 

Bom. Yoar friendship wgages yoa too far. My 
troobles, whate'er they are, are mine alone; yon have 
no interest in them, nor ought your concern for me to 
gire you a moment^s pain. 

True. You speak as if yon knew of friendship 
nothing but the name.^ Before I saw yoar grief I felt 
it. E*en now, though ignorant of the cause, your sor^ 
row wounds me to uie heart. 

Bam. Twill not be always thus. Friendship and 
all engagements cease as circumstances and occasions 
varv ; and since you once may hale me, perhaps it might 
be Mter for us both that now you loved me less. 

True. Sure I but dream! Without a cause would 
Barnwell usa me thus? Ungenerous and ungrateful 

B 
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TODth, fiirewell ; I shall endearonr to follow yoar advice. 
[Going] Yet, stay ; perhaps 1 am too rash and angrj^ 
wbea toe cause demands oomj^sdon. Some unforeseen 
calamity mar have befallen him, too great to bear. 

Bam. Wnat part am I rednoed to act? lis rile and 
base to more his temper tlras, the best of friends and . 
men. {^Atide. 

True* I am to blame ; pr'ythee forgive me, Barnwell. 
Try to compose yoar ruffle>d mind ; and let me know 
the cause that thus transports you from yourself; my 
friendly counsel may restore your peace. 

Bam. All that is possible for man^ to do for mart 
your ^nerous friendship may effect; but here, even 
that's m vain. 

Trtie. Something dreadful is labouring in your breast ; 
oh, give it vent, and let me share your grief; 'twill . 
ease your pain, should it admit no cure, and make it 
lighter by the part I bear. 

Bam, Vain supposition ! My woes increase by being 
observed : should the cause be known, they would- 
exceed all bounds. 

True. So well I know thy honest heart, guilt cannot, 
harbour there. 

Bam. Oh, torture insupportable ! ^Aside. 

True. Then why am I excluded P Have I a thought 1 
would conceal from you ? 

Bam. If still yon urge oie on this hated subject, Til 
never enter more beneath this roof, nor see your Utce 
again. 

True, lis strange— but I have do ne ' -say bat 
you bate me not. 

Bam. ^^te you ! I am not that monster yet 

Trtie, Shall, our friendship still continue r 

Beam. It's a blessing I never was worthy of, yet now 
must stand on terms ; and but upon conditions can con- 
firm it. 

True. What are tbevP 

Bam. Never hereafter, though you should wonder 
at my conduct, desire to know more than 1 am willing 
to reveal* 
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True. TU hard ; but upon any conditions I most be 
joar friend. 

Bam. Then, as mnch as one lost to himself can be 
another's,, I am joars. [Embracing'. 

True. Be ever so; and may heaven restore your 
peace! Bat basiness reqaires our attendance: bosi- 
ness, the youth's best pi;eserTatiTe fromill, as idleness 
his worst of snares. Will you go' with me? 

Bam. I'll take a little tune to reflect on what has 
passed, and follow you. [ExU Trueman] I might have 
trusted Trueman, and engaged him to apply to my 
uncle to repair the wrong I have done my master: — 
but what or Millwood ? Yet shall I leave her, for ever 
leave her, and not let her know the cause? she who 
loves roe with such a boundless passion ! Can cruelty 
be duly? I judge of what she then most feel, by what 
1 now endure. The Idve of life, and fear of shame, 
opposed by inclination strong as death or shame, tike 
wind and tide .in racing conflict met. when neither 
can prevail, keep me in doubt. How then can I deter- 
mine? 

Enter Thorowgood. 

Tkormo. Without a cause assigned or notice given, 
to absent yourself last night was a fault, young man, 
and I came to chide you for it, but hope I am prevented. 
That modest blush, the confusion so visible in your 
lace, speak grief and shame. When we have oflTended 
heaven, it requires no more : and shall man, who needs 
himself to be forgiven, be harder to appease? If my 
pardon, or love, he of raomient to your peace, look up 
secure of both. 

Bam. This goodness has o'eroome me. [Aside] Ob, 
air, you know not the nature and extent of my offence ; 
and I should abuse your mistaken bounty to receive it. 
Though 1 had rather die than speak ray shame, though 
ra^ks could not have forced the guilty secret from my 
breast, your kindness has. 

Thorow. Enough, enough ; whate'er it be, this con- 
cern shows you're convinced, and Ilim satisfied. How 
painful is the sense of guilt to an ingenuous mind : 
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Some yonthfal folly which it were prndetit not to 
inquire into. 

Bam. It will be known, and joo'll reoall your par- 
don« and abhor me. 

Thorow, I never will. Yet be upon joor niard in 
this gay, thoogbtless season of yoor life : when tico 
bebomes habitaal, the Terr power of leaving it is lost. 

Bam. Hear me, on mv knees, confess 

Thormo. Not a syllable more upon this sabject: it 
were not mercy, bat crnelty, to bear what mast give 
yoa such torment to reveal. 

Bam. This ^[enerosity amazes and distracts me! 

Thorow. This remorse makes thee dearer to nie, than 
if thoo hadsl never offended. Whatever is yoor lanlt, 
of this I am certain, 'twas harder for yoo to offend, 
than me to pardon. ^ ^ [Exit. 

Bam. Villain! villain! villain! basely to wrong so 

excellent a man. Should 1 again return to folly? 

Detested thoaght!— Bat what of Millwood then? 

Why I renounce hei^-I give her np— The strug||^le*s 
over, and virtue has prevailed. Reason may convince, 
bat gratitude compeUk This unlooked-for generosity 
has saved me from destruction. [Gomg. 

Enter a Footman, 

Foot. Sir, two ladies from your unde in the country 
desire to see yon. 

Bam. Who should they be? [Atide} Tell them PU 
wait upon 'em. [Exit Footman] Methinks I dread to 

see 'em— Now, every thing alarms me! Guilt» what 

a coward hast thoo made me. 

SCENE II. Another Room m Thobowgood's Heutt. 
Enter Millwood, Luct, and a Footmof^. 
Foot. Ladies, he'll wait upon you immediately. 
MilL TUjrerj well— I thank yon. [£n< Footnum. 

Enter Babnwell. 
Boni. Confusion! Millwood! 
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MiU, That angry look tells me, that here I am an 
anwelcome g^aesl : I feared as maoh: the unhappy are 
so every where. 

3am. Will nothing bnt my utter ruin content you ? 

MiU. Unkind and cruel. Lost myself, your happi- 
ness IS now ray only care. 

^P^ How did you gain admission ? * 

J j'^i- ^*y"*8> ^^ ^®'« desired by your uncle to Tisit 
and deliver a messa^ to you, we were received by the 
family without suspicion, and with much respect con- 
ducted here. *^ 

^;^' Why did you come at all ? 

Mill. I never shall trouble you more. I'm come to 

take my leave for over. Such is the malice of my fate! 

iF*i vP®^®**' despairing ever to return. This hour is 

all I have left; one short hour is all I have to bestow 

M love and you, for whom I thought the longest life 

5?»*' '^*'**" ^^ *** "*®* **> l*"^ '»'^ «v«r. 

MtU. It must i)e so. Yet think not that time or 
absence shall ever put a period to my grief, or make me 
love yon less. Though I mast leave you, yet condemn 
me not. 

£am. Condemn yon! No, I approve your resolu- 
tion, and rejoice to hear it; 'tis just, 'tis necessary:— 
I have well weighed, and found it so. 

Lucy. I am afraid the young man has more sense 
than she thought he had. lAside. 

Bam. Before yon came, I had determined never to 
see you more. 

MilL Confusion! [Aside. 

Lucy. Ay, we are all out: this is a turn so unex- 
pected, that I shall make notlimg of my part ; tbey must 
e'en >kay the scene betwixt themselves. (Aside. 

mU. It was some relief to think, though absent, you 
would love me still ; but to find this, as I never could 
exMct, I have not learn'd to bear. 

Barn. I am sorry to hear you blame me in a resolu- 
tion that so well becomes us both. 

MtlL I have reason for what I do, but yon have 
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Bam, Cart we want a reason for .parting, wlio have 
so many to wish we bad never met.^ 

MilL Look on me, Barnwell. Am I deformed or 
old. that satiety so soon sncoeeds {enjoyment? Nay, 
look a^n ; am I not she whopi yesterday yoo thougnt 
the fairest and the kindest of her sex; whose hand, 
trembling with ecstasy, yoo pressed and moulded thos. 



while on my eves you gazed with sach delight, as if 
desire inoreased by being fiad? 

Bam. No more: let me repent my former follieSy if 
possible, without remembering what they were. 

Mill. Why? 

Bam^ Such is my frailty, that 'tis dangerous. 

MiU. Where is the danger, since we are to part?* 

Bam. The thought of that already is too'painful. 

MiU. If it be painful to part, then I may hope, at 
least, yon do not hate me. 

Barn. No No- 1 never said I did Oh, my 

heart! 

MilL Perhaps you pity me ? 

Bam. I do— I do— Indeed I do. 

MilL You'll think upon me ! 

Bam. Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 

MilL Yoo may judge an embrace at parting loo mat 
a favour, though it would be the last. iBarmveU draws 
back] A look shall then suiBce — farewell — ^for ever. 

[fxeimt Millwood and Lucy. 
. Bam. If to resolve to suffer be to conquer — ^1 have 
conquered ^PainfuL victory! 

Re-enter Millwood and Luct. 
MilL One thing I had for^rot— I never most retom 
to my own house again. This 1 thought proper to let 
you know, lest your mind should chanjj^, and yon shoold 
seek in vain to find me there. Forgive me this second 
intrusion ; I only came to give yon this caution, and 
that perliaps was needless. 

Bam, I hope it was ; yet it is kind, and I must thank 
you for it. 

My friend, yoor arm. [To LttC3f] Now, I am 
'er. [Crotng. 
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Barn. One thing more— sore there's no danger in 
knowing where von go ? If too think otherwise — 

MUL AUwI [Weeping. 

Lucy, We are right, I find; that's my one. [Aside} 
Ah, dear sir, she's going she knows not whither; hot 
go she most. 

Barn, Hamanity obliges me to wish yon well ; why 
will yoo thus expose yourself to needless troubles? 

Lucy. Nay, there's no help for it; she mast qait the 
town immediately, and the kingdom as soon as possible. 
It was no small* matter, you may be snre, tmttconld 
make her resolve to leave yon. 

MM. No more, my friend; since be for whose dear 
sake alone I saffer, and am content to suffer, is kind 
and pities me; where'er I wander, throofh wilds and 
deserts, benighted and forlorn, that thought shall gire 
me oomforL 

Bam. For my sake!-^h tell me how, whioh way I 
am so cursed to bring such ruin on thee i 

Mill. To know it will but increase your troubles. 
. Bam. M? troubles can't be greater than they are. 

Lucy. Well, well, siir, if she won't satisfy ^ou, 1 will. 

Bam. I am bound to you beyond expression. 

Mm. Remember, sir, that I desired ]ron not to hear it 
. Bam, ficcin, and ease my expectation. 

Lucy. Why yoo most kiiow my lady here was an only 
child, and her parents dying while she was yooog, left 
her and her fortune (no inconsiderable one I assure 
yoo) to the care of a gentleman- who has a good estate 
of his own. 

Mill. Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enough; bat 
what are nches when compared to love ! 

Lucy. For awhile he performed the office of a &ithfnl 

Biiardian, settled her in a house, hired her servants — 
nt you have seen in what manner she has lived, so 1 
need say no more of that 

MUL How I shall live hereafter, heaven knows! 
^ Lucy. All things went on as one could wish, till some 
time ago, his wife dying, he fell violently in love with 
his charge, and woold fain ha?e married her. Now 
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the man is neither old nor ogly, but a good, personable 
tort of man; bnt I don't know how it was, she could 
never endure hioi. In short, her ill usage so provoked 
him, that he brotight in an account of his executorship, 
wherein he makes her debtor to him— • 

Mill. A trifle in itself, but more than enongh to ruin 
me, whom, by this unjust account, he had stripped of 
all before. 

Lticy. Now, she having neither money nor friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herself, he com- 
pelled her to pass his account, and give bond for the 
sum he demanded ; but slill provided handsomely for 
her, and continued his courtship, till being informed by 
his spies (truly, I susfMct some in her own family) that 
you were entertained in her house, and staid with her 
all night, he came this morning, ravin(^ and storming 
like a madman ; talks no more of marriage ^so there^ 
no hope of n|aking up matters that way), but vows her 
ruin, unless shelf allow him the same &vour that he 
supposes she granted you. 

Bam. Must she be ruined, or find a refuge in ano- 
therVarms? 

Mill. He gave me but an hour to resolve in : that's 
happily spent with you — And now I go — > 

Bam. To be exposed to all tlie rigours of the various 
seasons ; the summer's parching heat, and winter's cold ; 
unhoused, to wander friendless thronffh the unhospitable 
world, in misery and wan*^ attended with fear and 
danger, and pursued by malice and revenge. Wouldst 
thon endure all this for me, and can I do nothing, no- 
thing to prevent it? 

iMcy. Tis really a pity there can be no way found 
out. 

Bam. Ob, where are all my resolutions now? 

Lucy. Now, 1 advised her, sir, to comply with the 
gentleman. 

Bam» Tormenting fiend, away! I had rather perish, 
nay, see her perish, than have her saved by him. I 
will myself prevent her ruin, though with my own. A 
moment's patience -, 111 return immediately. [EiiU 
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Lucy. Twas well yoa oame, or, by what I can per- 
ceive, yoa had lost him. 
JUtU Hush! be*8 here. 

Re-enter Babnwell, wUh a Bag cf Money, 

Bam, What am I about to do? JJow yoo, who , 

boast jopr reason all-sufficient, suppose yoorselves in ' 
my condition, and determine for me ; whether 'tis ri^ht 
to let her suffer for my faults, or, by this small addition 
to my guilt, prerent the ill effects of what is past— — • 
Here, take this, and with it purchase your deliverance; 
return to your house, and live in peace and safety. 

MilL So, 1 may hope to see yon there again ? 

Barfi, Answer me not, bat fly — ^lest, in the agonies 
of my remorse, I again take wfaiat is not mine to give, 
and abandon thee to want and misery. 

Mill. Say but you'll come. 

Bam. You are my fate — ^my heaven, or my hell ; 
only leave me now--<lispose of me hereafter as you 
please. {Exeunt MiUwaod and Jjucy] What have 1 . 
done? Were my resolutions foanded on reason, and 
sincerely made? Why then has heaven suffered me to 
fall ? 1 sought not the occasion ; and, if my heart deoeivea 
me not, compassion and generosity were my motives. 
— But why should I attempt to reason ? All is confusion, 
horror, and remorse. I find I am lost, cast down from 
all my late-erected hope, and plunged again in guilt> 
yet scarce know how or why — 

Such ondistinguish'd horrors make my brain, 

JUkQ hell, the seat of darkness and of pain. [Exit. 



. ACT THE /rHIRD. 




SCENE I. A Room in Thobowoood's House. 

Thorowgood afid Trueman discovered, with 
Account'bookSf sitting at a Table* 

Thorow, Well, I liave examiDed yonr acooonto ; they 
lure not oolj just, as I have always fouDd them, but 
recnilarlj kept, and fairljr entered. I commend jour 
difigenoe. Method in business is the sarest guide. Are 
Barnwell's aocoante ready for my inspection ? He does 
not nse to be the last on those occasions. 

True. Upon receiving your orders he retired, I 
thought in some confusion. If yon please, TU go and 
hasten him. 

Thorow, I'm now going to the Exchange : let him 
know, at my return I expect to find him ready. [Exeunt, 
Enter Maria, with a Book, Sits and reads. 

Maria, <* How forcible is truth ! The weakest mind, 
inspired with love of that, fixed and collected in itself, 
with indiflerence beholds the united force of earth and 
hell opposing. Such souls are raised above the sense 
of pain, or so supported that they regard it not The 
martyr cheaply purchases bis heaven ; small are his suf- 
ferings, great is his reward. Not so the wretch who 
combats love with duty ; whose mind, weakened and 
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dissoUed by the soft passion, feeble and hopeless, 
opposes his own desires. — What is an hoar, a day, a 
year of paiOf to a whole life of tortures saoh as these? 

Enter Trueman. 

True. Oh, Barnwell t Oh, my friend! how art thoa 
fallen! 

Maria. Ha! Barnwell! What of him? Speak, say, 
what of Barnwell ? \ 

True. Tis not to be concealed : I've news to tell of 
him that will afflict your generoos father, yourself, and 
all who know him. 

Maria. Defend us, heaven ! 

True. 1 cannot speak it. See there. IGives a Letter, 

Maria. lRead$] I know my absence will turprise my 
honoured matter and yourtelj ; and the more, when you 
thall understand, that the reason of' my withdrawing is, 
my having embezxied part of' the cash with which 1 toas 
entrusted. 4/^er this, 'tis needless to inform you, that I 
intend never to return again. Though this might have 
been known by examining my accounts, yet to mrevent 
tliat unnecessary trouble, and to cut-off ail fruitiest 
expectations of my return, I have l^t thu from the lost 
George Barnwell. 

True. Lost indeed ! Yet'how he should be guilty of 
what lie here charges himself withal, raises my wonder 
e^ual to my grief. Never had youth a higher sense of 
virtue. Justly he thought, and as he thought he prac- 
tised ; never was life more regular than his. An under- 
standing iiocommon at his years ; an open, generous, 
manliness of temper, his manners easy, unaffected, and 
eonging. 

Maria. This and much more you might have said 
with truth. He was the delight of every eye, and joy 
of every heart that knew him. 

Drue. Sinoe such he was, and was m;^ friend, can I 
support his lots? See, the fairest, happiest maid this 
wealthv city boasu, kindly condescends to weep for 
thy nnhappy fate, poor, ruined Barnwell ! 

Maria. Trueman, do yon think a soul so delicate as bis, 
so sensibleof shame, cane'er submit to live a slave to vice? 
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True. .Sewer, never: so well I know him, Tmrare 
this act of his, 30 contrary to his nature, ranjit have 
*>e«JJ.<»a««<t by some anavoidable necessity. 

Maria, Is there no means yet to preserve him ? 

True* Oh, that there were ! Bnt few men recoTer 
their repatation lost, a merchant never. Nor wonid 
he, I fear, thour h I should find him, ever be broogfat to 
look his injared master in the face. 

Maria. 1 fear as much, and therefore would never 
have my father know it. 

True. That's impossible. 

Maria. What's the som ? 
^ True, TU considerable. I've marked it here, to show 
»*>ytk !*»« letter, to yonr father, at his return. 

Maria. If I should supply the money, could yon so 
dispose of that and the account, as to conceal this 
unhappy mismanagement from my father? 
__^"'«» Nothing more easy. But can you intend it? 
Will yon save a helpless wretch from ruin? Oh, Hwer& 
an act vvorthy such exalted virtue as Maria's! Sara 
heaven, id inerey to my friend, inspired the generoos 

Maria. Doubt not but I would purchase so great a 
happiness at a mnoh dearer price. But how shall he 
be found P 

True. Trust to my diligence foi' that. In the mean 
time I'll conceal his absence from your father, or find 
such excuses for it, that the real cause shall never be 
suspected. 

Maria. In attempting to save from shame one whom 
we hope may yet return to virtue, to hearen, and yoo, 
the only witnesses of this action, I appeal whether I do 
Anything unbecoming my sex and character. 

True. Barth must approve the deed, and heaven, I 
doubt not, will reward it * 

Maria. If heaven succeeds it, I am well rewarded. 

j"^"'"* ^*™* " sullied by suspicion's lightest breath ; 
and, therefore, as this must be a seorerfrom my father 
and the world, for Bamwell't sake, for mine, let it be 
^ *o *»'»• [Eieimt. 
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SCENE II. A Roam in Millwood's House. 

Enter Lucy and Blunt. 

Lucy. Well, whntdo jou think of Millwood's conduct 
now ? Her artifice in making him rob his master at first, 
and the various stratagems by which she has obliged him 
to continue that course, astonish eVen me, who know 
her so well. Being called by his master to make op his 
accounts, he was forced to quit his house and service, 
and wisely flies to Millwood for relief and entertainment. 

Blunt. How did she receive him? 

Lucy. As you would expect She wondered what 
he meant, was astonished at.his impudence, and, with 
an air of modesty peonliar to herself, swore so heartily 
that she never saw him before, that she put me out of 
countenance.. 

Blunt. Thafs much, indeed! But how did Barnwell 
behave? 

Lucy, He grieved ; and, at length, enraged at this 
barbarous treatment, was preparing to be gone; and 
making^ towards the door, showed a sum of mone^, 
which he had brought from his master's, the last he is 
ever likely to have from thence. 

Blunt. But then, Millwood- — 

Lucy. Ay, shoj with her usual address, returned to 
her old arts of lying, swearing, and dissembling; hung 
on his neck, wept, and swore 'twas meant in jest The 
amorous youth melted into tears, threw the money into 
her lap, and swore he had rather die than think her false. 

Blunt. Strange in&toatipn! 

Lucy. But what ensued was stranger still. Just 
then, when every pasiion with lawless anarchy pre- 
vailed, and reason was in the raging tempest lost, the 
cruel, artful Millwood, prevailed upon the wretched 
youth to protJse— what I tremble but to think on. 

Blunt. I am amazed! What can it be? 

Lucy. You will be more so to hear — ^it is to attempt 
the life of his nearest relation, and best benefactor. 

Blunt. His uncle! whom we have often heard him 
speak of, as a gentleman of a larro estate, and fiur cha- 
racter, in the country whero he Uvea. 
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Luof. The same. She was no ftooner possessed of 
the hist dear parohase of his ruin, bat her avarice, insa- 
tiate as the grave, demanded this horrid sacrifice. Barn- 
well's near relation, whose blood mnst seal the dreadful 
secret, and prevent the terrors of her g^oilty fears, 

Bluta. *Tw time the world were rid of such a monster. 
But there is something: so horrid in murder, that all 
other crimes seem nothing^, when compared to that ; I 
would not be involved in the guilt of it for all tlie world ! 

Lucy. Nor I, heaven knows. Therefore let us clear 
ourselves, by doing all that's in our power to prevent it. 
I have just thoug^ht of a way that to me seems probable. 
Will you join with me to.detect this cursed oesign? 

Bluta. With all my beart. He who knows of a 
murder intended to be committed, and does not discover 
it, in the eye of the law and reason, is a murderer. 

Lucy. liet us lose no time. 1*11 acquaint yon with 
the particulars as we go. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 111. AWaUctomedistancefromaCimntry'Seat. 

/ Enter Baanwell. 
Bam. A dismal gloom obscures the huso of the day. 
Either the sun has slipped behind a doud, or journeys 
down the west of heaven with more than common speed, 
to avoid the sight of what I am doomed to act since 
1 set forth on tliis accursed design, where'er I tread, 
methinks the solid earth trembles beneath my feet 
Murder mv uncle ! my father's only brother, and since 
his death, has been to me a fiitfier ; that took me up an 
infant and an orphan, reared me with tenderest care, 
and still indulged me with most paternal fondness ! 
Yet here I stand his destined murderer. — I stifien with 
horror at my own impiety — ^Tis yet unperformed-^— 
What if 1 quit my bloody purpose and fl;|r the place? 
[Goiftf , thm stops]— But whither, oh, whither shalLJ 
fly? My master's once friendly doors are ever shut 
against me ; and without money, Millwood will ne^r 
see me more; and she Inus'got such firm^ possession of 
mj heart, and governs there with such despotic sway, 
thm USt mpot to be endare4 without her. Ay, there's 
till <miimjlifil$JH^ aui aadNlftrrow: tis more than 
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]ovo; it is the fever of the goal, and madnets of desire. 
In vain does nature, reason, oonseienoe, all op|>o8e it; 
the impetaoQS passion bears down all before it, and - 
drives me on to lust, to theft, and murder. Oh, oon- 
scienoe, feeble guide to virtue, thou only showest us 
when we go astrav, but wantest power to stop us in 
our course! — Ha! in yonder shady walk 1 see m v 

uncle He's alone — ^Now for my disguise. [PlucJU 

out a Visor] — ^This is his hour of private mecutation. 
Thus daily he prepares his soul for heaven, while I — 
But what have I to do with heaven ?— JIa ! no struggles, 
oonscienoe 

Hence, hence remorse, and ev'ry thon||^ht that's good ; 

The storm that lust began, must end in blood. 

IPuts on the Vixor, draws a Pistol, and exit, 

SCENE IV. A close WaXk in a Wood, 

Enter Uncle. 
Uncle. If I were superstitious, I should fear some- 
danger lurked unseen, or death were nig^. A heavy 
melanehol V clouds my spirits. My imagination is filled 
with ghastly forms of dreary graves, and bodies changed 
by death; when the pale, lengthen'd visage attracts 
each weeping eye, and fills the musing soul at once with 
grief and horror, pity and aversion. I will -indulge the 
thou|^ht Hie wise man j^repares himself for death by 
making it familiar to his mind. When strong reflections 
hold tM mirror near, and the living in the dead behold 
their future self, how does each inordinate passion and 
desire cease, or sicken at the view ! The mind scarce 
moves! the blood, curdling and chilled, creeps slowly' 
through the veins ; fixed, still, and motionless we stana, 
so like the solemn objects of our thoughts, we are almost 
at pretont what we must be hereafter; till curiosity 
awake the soul, and sets it on inquiry. 

'JBnter.GEORGE Barnwell, at a Distance. 
Oh, death I thou strange, mysterious power, seen every 
day, yet never understood but by the incommunicative 
dead, what art thou P The extensive mind of man, that 
with a thought oirdei. ^ earth's vast globe, siuks 
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to tbe oenlre, or ascebds above the stan; that worlds 
exoUo finds» or thinks it finds, thj thick cloads attempts 
to pass in vain ; lost and bewildered in the horrid gloom, 
defeated, she returns more dooblfal than before, of 
BOthinr certain bat of labour lost. 

(Durins this Speech, BamtoeU sometimes pretentf 
the Pistolf and draws it hack again. 
Bam, Oh, 'tis impossible! [Throws down the ¥iaol. 

Uncle starts, and attempts to draw his Sword, 
Uncle, A man so near me! armed and masked-^ 
Bam. Nay, th^ there's no retreat. 

IPlucks^a Poignard from his Breast, and stabs him. 

Uncle. Oh, I am slain ! All gracious heaven, rejj^ard 

the prayer of thy dying servant ; bless, v^th. tbe choicest 

blessings, my dearest nephew; forgive my murderer; 

and take my fleeting soul to endless mercy ! 

IBamweU throws cff his Mask, mns to him, and 
kneeline by him, rouei him, 
^ Bam. Expiring saint! Oh, murdered, martyred uncle! 
lift up ypur dying eyes, and view your nephew in your 
murderer. — r-Oh, do not look so tenderly upon me — • 
Let indignation lighten firom your eyes, and blast me 
ere you cue. — By heaven, he weeps, in pity of my woes. 

^Tears^ tears for blood. ^The murdered, in the 

agonies of death, weeps for his murderer — Oh, speak 
your pious purpose; pronounce grour pardon then, and 
take me with you — ^He would, but cannot. — Oh, why 
with such fond affectioil do you press my murdering 
hand ^—WncU sighs, and dies] Life, that hovered on 
his lips but till be had sealea my pardon, in that sigb 
expired! He's gone for ever — and oh! I follow-— 
[Swoons awau upon the dead BodyJ Do I still breathe, 
and taint witn my infectious breath the wholesome air r 
. Let heaven from its high throne, in justice or in mercy, 
now look down cm that dear, mnroEwed saint, and me 
the murderer, and if his vengeance spares, let pity 

strike, and end my wretched Ming. Murder tlie 

worst of crimes, and parricide the worst of murders, 
md this the wont of parricides. 

Oh may it ever stand alone accurst, 

The last of murders, as it is the worst. [£rtt. 



ACrr THE FOURTH. 




^CENB I. A Room in Thorowgood's House. 
Enter Maria, meeting Truemam. 

Maria, What news of Barnwell? 

TVue. None ; I^ have sought him with the greatest 
diligeneey hot all in vain. 

Maria, Does mj father jet snspeot the caose of his 
absence? 



True. All appeared so just and fair to him, it is not 

rsible he ever should. But his absence will no longer 
concealed. Your fitther is wise; and though he 



seems to hearken to the friendly excuses I would make 
for Barnwell, yet I am afraid he regards 'em only as 
such, without suffering them to influence hb judgment. 

Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 

Tkorow. This woman here has given me a sad, and 
bating some oircumstanoes, too probable an account of 
Barnweirs defection. 

Lucy, I am sorry, sir, that my frank confession of 
my former unhappy coarse of life should cause you to 
pspect my taoth on this oceasiou. 
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Thorow, It is not that; jroaroonfession has id it all 
the appearance of truth. A^none many other parli« 
culars, ghe informs me IhatBarnwefl has been influenced 
to break his trust, and wrong me, at several times, of 
considerable sums of rootiej. Now, as I know this to 
be^Calse, I would fain doubt the whole of her relation^ 
too dreadful to be willingly beHeved. 

Maria. Sir, your pardon; I find myself on a sndden 
so indisposed tbat I must retire. Poor, ruined Barn- 
well ! Wretched, lost Maria? lAsuie. Exit. 



Thorow, How am I distressed on every side ! Pitr 
tor that unhappy vouth, fear for the life of a much 
valued friend — and then my child — ^the only joy and 



hope of my declining life! — Her melancholy increases 
hourly, and gives me painful apprehensions of her loss 
Oh, Truoman, this person informs me that your 
friend, at the instigation of an impious woman, is gone 
to rob and murder his venerable uncle. 

True. Oh, execrable deed ! I'm blasted with horror 
at the thought! 

Lucy. This delay may rnin all. 

Thoraw. What to do or think I know not. Tbat he 
ever wronged me I know is false ; the rest may be so 
too ; there s alt my hope. 

True. Trust not to that; rather suppose all true, than 

' lose a moment's time. Even now the horrid deed may 

be doing— dreadful imagination !— or it may be done, 

and we be vainly debating on the means to prevent 

what is already past. 

Thorow. This earnestness convinces ine that he 
knows more than he has yet discovered. Wliat^ ho! 
without there, who wails? 

£ttter a Servant, 
Order the groom to saddle the swiAest horse, and pre- 

Sare to set out with speed ; an affair of life and deatU 
emands his diligence. ^B^it Servant] For yon, whose 
behaviour on this occasion I have, no time to commend 
as it deserves, I must engage your farther assistance^ 
Return, and observe this Millwood till I como. 1 have 
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voyr direotioDfl, and will follow joo u soon u possible 
lExit Lucy] Trueman, yon I am sure will not be idle 
oil this occasion. " [Exit, 

True. He only wbo is a friend, oan jodge m my 
distress. [Exit. 

SCENB II. Millwood's Hou»e, 
Enter Millwood* " 
Mill. I wish I knew the event of bis design. The 

attempt without sncoess woald rain him. Well, 

what naire I to apprehend from that? I fear tc»o maoh. 
The mischief being only intended, his friends, throogh 
pity of his yootb, turn all their rage on me. I should 
liave thought of that before. Suppose the deed done; 

then and then only I shall be secure Or what 

if he returns without attempting it atall-^— - 

Enter Barnwell, bloody. 
But be is bere, and I have done him wrong. His 
bloody hands show he has done the deed, but show he 
wants the prudence to conceal it. 

Bam. Where shall 1 bide me? Whither shall I fly 
to avoid the swift unerring hand of justice? 

MilL Dismiss your fears; though thousands had 
pursued yon to the door, yet being entered here, yoa 
are as safe as innocence. I have a cavern by art so' 
cunningly contrived, that the piercing eyes of jealousy 
and revenue may search in vain, nor find the entrance 
to the sam retreat. There will 1 hide yon, if any 
danger*s near. 

Barn. Oh» hide me ^(irom myself, if it be possible; 

for while I bear my conscience in my bosom, though I 
were hid where man's eye never saw, nor light ere 
dawned, 'twere all in vain. For, oh, that innate, that 
impartial judge, will try, convict, and sentence me for 
murder, and execute me with never-endisff torments. 
Behold these hands all crimsoned o'er witn my dear 
uncle's blood. Here's a sight to make a statue start 
with horror, or tprn a living man into a statue I 
, MiU. Ridiculous! Then it seems you wr9 afraid fif 
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yoar'OWB shadow, or wint ift less thsa a shadow, your 
cODHoienoe. 

Bom. ThoQj^h to man unknown I did the aoonraed 
aot, what can hide me from heaven's aH^seeing eye? 

MiU. No more of this stuff! What advantage have 
yoo made by his death: or what advantai^e may yet be 
made of it ? Did you secure the keys of his treasure, 
which no doubt were aboat him? What gold, wliai 
jewels, or what else of value have yon brooght me? 

Born. Think yoo I added sacrilege to murder! Oh» 
had yon seen him as his life flowed from him in a crim- 
son flood* and heard him praying for me bv the double 
name of nephew and of murderer; (alas, sJas, he knew 
not then that his nephew wae his murderer!) how would 
yon have wished, as I did, though yon bad a tkoAsand 

{rears of life to come, to have given them all to have 
enffthened his one hour. But being dead, I fled the 
sight of what my hands had done ; nor could I, to have 
gained the empire of the world, have violated by theft 
his sacred corpse. 

Mili, Whining, preposterous, canting villain! to 
murder yoor uncle, rob him of life, nature's first, last, 
dear prerogative, afler which there's no iniory, then 
fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring to 
me yottr penury and guilt. Do you think FU faaaard 
my reputation, nay my life, to entertain yon? 

Bom. Ob, Millwood! this from thee? Bat I 

have- done — If yon hate me, if you wish me dead, then 
are you happy ; for, oh, 'tis sure my grief will quickly 
end me. 

Mill. In thb^ madness he will discover all, and 
involve me in his ruin. We are on aprecipioe, from 
whence there's no retreat for both. Then to preserve 
myself— [Patiset] — ^There is no oth«A> wav. Tis dread- 
fnl ; but reflection eoinesr too late when danger's prew- 
ivg, and there's no room for choice. It most be done, 
[ilstde. Rings a BeU. 

Enter a Servant, 
Fetch me an oflieer, and seine this villain. He has 
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eoofeM'd himwlf a raardorer. Sboald I let Mm eabape, 
I might ja»tly be thouji^ht ts bad ast be. [Exit Servant, 

Bani. Oh, Millwood! sure you do not, yoa cannot 
mean it. SUip the meueoger ; upon my knees, 1 beg 
yoa'd call him busk. Tia fit I die, indeed, but not br 
joa. I will Una instant throw BivMlf into the handa 
of jostioe, indeed I will ; for death is all I wish. Bnt 
thy ingratitnde so tears my woonded soal, 'tis worse 
leo thousand tines than deaih with lortare. . 

Mill. Call it what yon will ; I am willing to live, 
and live seeiire, which nothing but your death can 
warrant. 

jBotr. If there be a pitch of wickedness that seta 
the aatbor beyond tfao reaeh of vengeance, yon mnst 
be seeore. Bat what remains for me, bnt a dismal 
dungeon, hard galling fetters, an awful trial, and an 
igiieminioos death, justly to fall, unpided and abhorred ? 
This I could bear, nay wish not to airoid, had it bnt 
come firom any hand but thine. 

Enter Blunt, Officer, and Attendants,- 
MUL Heaveu defend me! Conceal a murderer ! Here, 
"sir, take this youth intayeor custody, I accuse him of 
murder^ and will appear to umke good my cbar|pe. 

[Theu seize him. 
Bam. To whom, of what, or how shall I complain ? 
I'll not accuse her. The hand of heaTcn is in it, and 
this the punishmeQt of lust and parricide. 
Be warn'd, ye youths, who see my sad despair ; 
Aireid lewd women, fiilse as th^ are fair. 
By my example learn to ahun m ▼ fate, 
(How wretched is the man who^s wise too late!) 
Bre innocence, and fiime, and life be lost, 
Here pwohaae wisdom cheapiT at my cost. 

lEseunt BamuteU, Officer, and Attendants, 
MiU, Where's Lucy? Why » she absent at suck a 
time? 

Bkmt. Wouki I had been so too! Lqct will soon be 
here ; and I hope to th^ coBfusion, thou devil ! 
Mt//. Insolent! Tins to me! 



58 GEORGE BARNWELL. ACT 4^ 

Biiunt. The wont that we know of the devil is, that 
he fint sedoces to sin, and then betrays to ponishment. 

lEsit Blant, 

MiU, They disapprore of mj condaot then. M^ 

roin 18 resolved. 1 see my danser, bat scorn both it 

and them. I was not born to fill by such weak instro> 

ments. [Going, 

Imter Thqaowoood. 

ThoTOfw, Where is the scandal of her own sex, and 
came of ours? 

MUL What means this insolence? Whom do yon 
seek for? 

Thorow, Millwood! 

MilL Well, yoQ have found her then, I am Millwood ! 

Thorow. Then yoa are the most iro picas wretch that 
e'er the san beliefd ! 

MilL From your appearance I should have expected 
wisdom and moderation ; but your manners belie your 
aspect. What is your business here ? I know you nofc 

Thorow. Hereafter yon may know me better. I am 
Barnvrell'g master. 

MiiL Then you are master to a villain ; whiph, I 
think, is not much to your credit. 

Thorow, Had he been as much above thy arte, as my 
credit is superior to thy malice, I need not have blushed 
to own him. 

MiU, My arts! I don't understand you, sir. If he 
has done amiss, what's that to me? Was he my ser- 
vant, or yours? You should have taught him better. 

Thorow, Why should I wonder to find snch ancom- 
mon impudence in one arrired to such a height of 
wickedness? Know, sorceress, Vm not ignorant of any 
of the arts by which yoo first deceived the unwary 
youth. I know how^ step by step, you've led him on, 
reluctant and unwilling, from crime to crime, to this 
last horrid act, which j^ou contrived, and by your cur- 
sed wiles even forced him to commit. 

MUL Ha ! Lucy has got the advantage, and accused 
' me first. Unless I can turn the aconsation, and fix it 
upon her and Blunt, 1 am lost. ■ {Aadc, 
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Thorwf. Had I known joar orael design sooner, it 
liad been prevenled. Td see jon punished, as the law 
directs, is all that now remains. Poor satisfaction \ For 
he> innocent as he is, compared to yon, mast suffer too. 
Mill. I find, sir, we are both unhappj in our ser* 
▼ants. 1 was surprised at such ill treatment withottk 
canse, from a gentlemao of yoar apfiearance, and Ibei^ 
fore too hastily returned it, for wnioh 1 ask yoinr par- 
don. I now peroeiire yon have been so fur imposed 
on, as to think ne enfpaged in a former oorrespondenee 
with yoar senrant, and some way or other accessary to 
his undoing^. 

Thorow, I charge ^ron as the cause, the sole cause of 
all his guilt, and all his suffering, of all he now endures, 
and must endure, tilt a violent and shameful death shall 
pot a dreadful period to his life and miseries together. 

Mill, lis very strange! But who's secure from 
scandal and detraction? So far from contributing to 
his ruin, I never spoke to him till since this fatal acci- 
dent, which 1 lament as much as you. Tis true I have 
a servant, on whose account he hath of late frequented 
- my house. If she has abused my good opinion of her, 
am I to blame? Has not Barnwell done the same by you ? 

Thorow. 1 hear you. Pray go on. 
' Mill. I have been informed he had a violent passion 
for her, and she for him ; but till now I always thought 
it innocent. I know her poor, and given to expensive 
pleasures. Now, who can tell but s^e may have influ- 
enced the amorous yontb to commit this murder, to 

suppl V ber extravagancies. It must be so. I now 

reoollect a thonsand oircnmstanoes thalconfirm it. I'll 
have her, and a man-senrant whom I suspect as an 
aooomplioe, secured immediately. [Offer* ^<* go- 

Tfiorow, Madam, you pass not this way. 1 see your 
design, btit shall protect them from your malice. 

Miu. I hope yoQ will not nse your influence, and the 
credit of your name, to screen such guilty wretches. 
Consider, sir, the wickedness of persuading a thought- 
lessjoath to such a crime ! 

Thorow. I do— -^and of betraying him when it was 
done. 
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MilL That wbich joo call bebrmying him, may con- 
vince jou of my ioDooenoe. Sb6 wno loves \am, though 
ghe contrived the morder, woold never have delivered 
him into the hands of jnstioey as I, straok wiib horror 
at his crimds, have done. 

Thorow, How should an unexperienced yonth escape 
l^r snares? Even I, that with just prejndice came pre* 
pared, had by her arlfhl story been deceived, but that 
my strong conviction of her f^oili makes even a doubt 
impossible. [Aside] Those whom subtiHy yon wooM 
accuse, yon know are your accusers ;. and, which proves 
nnanswerably their innocence and yonr gmlt, thej 
accused ydn before the d«bd was done, and did all that 
w^s in their power to prevent it. 

MilL Sir, your are very hard to be convmoed; but 
I have a proof, which, when produced, wilt silence all 
objection. [£sit MiHwood. 

Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officeny 4^ 

Imcu. Gentlemen, pray place yourselves, some on 
one side of that door, and some on the other; watch 
her entrance, and act as your prudence shall direct you. 
This way; [To Thorowgood] aod note her behaviour;! 
have observed her ; she's driven to the last extremity, 
and is formio|f some desperate resolution. I guess at 
her design. 

Re-enter Millwood with a Piitol, Truem an teeurcM 
her. 

True. Here thy power of doing mischief ends, deeeit* 
ful, cruel, bloody woman! 

idill. Fool, hypocrite, villain, man! Tkoo canst not 
call me that. 

True. To call thee woman were to wrong thy sex« 
thou devil I f 

Mill. That imaginary being is as embleoi of thy cur* ' 
sed sex collected. A mirror, wherein each parEionlar 
man may see his own likeness, and that of all maidiind. 

Thorow, Think not by aggravating the faults of 
others, to extenuate thy own, of whiek the abuse of 
such onoommoit peifeeticMis of mind and body is not 
the least. 
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Mill, If such I had, well may I curse yoar barlwrons 
MX, who robbe^ me of 'em ere I knew their worth; 
then left me, too late, to ooant their value by their loss. 
— ^Amither, and another spoiler came, and all my eain 
was poverty and reproach. My soul disdained, ana yet 
disdains, dependence and contempt. Riclies, no matter 
by what means obtained. I saw seoored the worst of 
men from both ; I fomra it therefore necessary to be 
rich, and to that end 1 summbncd all my arts. Yoa 
call 'em wicked ; be it so ; they were such as my con- 
▼ersalion with yonr sex had ftimished me withal. 

Thorow. Sure^oae hot the wojpst of men conversed 
with thee ! 

MilL Men of all degrees, and all professions, I have 
known, yet found no difference, but in their several 
cafMcities; all were alike, wicked to the utmost of 
their .power. What are yoar laws of which yoa make 
yoor boast, bat the foorfr wisdom, and the coward's 
valour, the instrumerit and screen of all your villanies? 
By them yoa punish in others what yoa act ^^oarselves, 
or iroald have acted, bad you been in their circum- 
stances. The judge, who condemns the poor man for 
beinff a thief, had been a thief himself had ne been poor. 
— •Tmis you go on deceiving and deceived, harrassing, 
plagoing, and destroying one another. But women 
are your universal prey: 

Women, by whom yon are, the sonrce of joy, 
With crael arts yoa laboar to destroy : 
A tboasMid ways oor nrin yen pursue. 
Yet blame in us those arts first taught bj you. 
Ob, may from bene(B each violated maid. 
By flattering, faithless, barVrous man betray'd. 
When robbed of innocence and virgin fame, 
' From yonr destraetion raise a nobler name. 
To avenge tlieir sex' vnrongs devote their mind, 
And ftrtnm Mlllwobd's prove to plague mankind. 

lExeunU 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE I. 

A Dungeon, a Table, and a Lamp. Barnwell reading. 
Enter Thorowoood, at a Dittahce. 

Thcrow, There see the bitter fruits of pasnon's 
detested reign, and sensual appetite iodal^ed: severe 
reflectioofi, penitenoe, and tears. 

Bam. Mj honoured, iDJared master^ whose g;ood> 
ness has covered me a thoasaad times with shame, Ibr- 
give this last unwilling diarespeeL Indeed I saw joo 
not.. 

Thorow. Tis well ; I hope jon are better emploTed 
. in viewing of jonrself; your joomej's long, jour time 
for prepanUion almost spent I sent a reverend divine 
. to teacn you to improve it, and shonld be glad to bear - 
of his success. 

Bars. The word of truth, which he reoommended 
for ffljr constant companion in this mj sad retirement, 
has at length removed the doubts I laboured under* 
From thence 1 have learned the infinite extent of 
heavenly mercy. How shall I describe roy present state 
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of mind ? I bope in doabt, aiid trembling I rejoice ; I 
feel mf g^ef increaae, even as mj fears give way. Joy 
and g^titnde now sapply more tears than the btfrror 
and angnish of despair bdTore. 

Thoraw. These are the genuine signs of trae repent- 
ance ; the only preparatory, the certain way to ever^ 
lasting peace. 

Bam, Wlial do I owe for all yoor generous kindness ? 
But though I cannot, heaven can and will reward yba. 

Thorow. To see thee thus, is joy too-great for words. 
Farewell.*-Heaven strengthen tfaee!->*-FareweU. 

Bam. Oh, sir, there's something I would say, if my 
sad swelling heart would give meleaye. 

Thorow. Qive it vent awhile, and try. 

Bam, I had a friend-<-'tis true I am unworthy-- — 
yet methinks your geperons example might persuade. 
Could I not ikaJAm once, before I go from whence 
there's no nUOfm 

Thorow, H^t coming, and as muchly friend as ever. 
I will not antiei|Mite his sorrow ; 4^ soon he'll see the 

sad effects of this contagious ruin. This torrent of 

doniestic misery bears too hard upon me. I mast reti re, 
to indulger a weakness 1 find impossible to overcome. 

[Atide] Afnch loved — and much lamented youth !-^ 

Farewell. — Heaven strengthen thee! Eternally 

farewell. «^ 

Bam, The1>est of masters, and of men — ^Farewell. 
While I live let me not wanty«ur prayers. 

Thorow. Thou shalt not. Thy peace being made with 
lieaven, death is already vanqaished. Bear a little 
longer the pains that attend this* transitory life, and 
oease from pain for ever. lExit. 

Bam. Perhaps I shall. I find a power within, that 
4>ean my soul above, the fears of death, and, spite of 
4}onscious shame and guilt, gives me a taste of pleasure 
more than mortal. 

Enter TnvBMAv. 

Bam, Trueman ! — My friend, whom I so wished to 
f^i je^» now he's here, I dare notloctk upon him. 

IWeepi. 
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True, Oh, BftrnweJI* B«niweU! 

Bam* Mere J ! Meroj! graoioasJMtveii! Pordetth, 
bat not for this wm I prepared. 

True. What have I soffend ainoe I aaw thee bat!— 
What pain has absence ariven me!— But oh, ii> see 
thee thoai— - 

Barn, I know it is dreadfal ! I feel the annish of th j 
"" " ' itoamderaf' 



soiil>->— *Bot I was bom to amder all who 

[Beth weep. 



True. I oome not to reproach jou ; I thought to bring 
yon coafort. Oh, had yen trusted me when first the 
fair aediicer tempted yoa> all might ha?e beea pre- 



vented. 

Bam, Alas, thou knowest not wbat a wivteh IVe 

' been. Bieaeh of friendship was mj first and least 

ofienee. 80 fiur was 1 lost to goodness, so devoted- lo 

the author of mjr min^ that &d she ioosted on mj 

murdering thee 1 think ^I should have done ii. 

True. PrWthee aggniTate thj fiiults no move. 

Bam. I think I slmnld ! Thus good and gencroos as 
you are, I ahould have murdered you! 

True. We have not yet embraced, and may be intM^ 
rooted. CSome fMir arma. 

Bam, Never, St^fr will I taste such joys on earth ; 
never will I sooth my just remorse. An those honest 
arms and faithful bosom fit to embrace and support a 
murderer .' These iron feUers only sbiil elasD, and fiinty 
pavement bear tea; [Tkrewimg hmte^on the Gnwtaiq 
^ven these are loo g«»bd for suoh # bloody mn ua t m . 

True, Shall (ertuoe aever JkkM'whom friendship 
joined ? Thy miseries cannot 1^ miee jo low, but love 
will find thee. Here will we oiler to stam calamity; 
this pliice the allar, and ooraelv/et the aaerificei Our 
mutoal groans shall echo to eacli other through the 
dreary vault ; our sighs ahaU nqmber the mea m n ti as 
they pass ; and mingling tears commnascale such an- 
guish, as words were never made to express. 

Barn, Then be it so. IBiamg} Sinee you propoes an 
interoenrse of woe, pour allyoor griefs into my breast, 
and in exchange take mine. lEMracing] Where's now 
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tho angaish that joa promised ? Ob, take, take some 
of the joy that OTerflows my breut! 

True. 1 do, I do. Almighty Power! bow hast tboa 
made as capable to bear at oooe the extremes of plea* 
tore and of pain ! 

Enter Keeper, 

Keep, Sir. 

True. I oome* [Exit Keeper, 

Bam. Maat yon leave me? Death would soon have 
parted at for ever. 

True* Ob» my Barnwell, there's vet another task 
behind. Again your heart must bleed for others woe». 

Barn, To meet and part with yon, I thought was all 
I had to do on earth. What is there more for me to do 
or suffer? 

True. I dread to tell thee, yet it must be known !— 



Bam. Oor master's fiur and virtuous daughter? 

True, The same. 

Bom. No misfortune, I hope, has reached that matd ! 
Preserve her, heaven, from every ill, to show mankind 
that goodness is your care! 

True, Thy, thy misfortunes, my unlnopy friend, have 
reaohed her ear. Whatever you and 1 have felt, and 
more, if more be possible, slie feels Ib^ou. 

Bam. This is indeed the bitterness (Fdeath. [Aside, 

True* You must remember (for we all observed it), 
for some time past, a heavy melancholy weighed her 
down. Diseonsolateshe seemed, and pined and lau- 
ffiDsbed from a caui^ onknown; till hearing of yonr 
dreadfol fate, the lollg sflfled flame biased out, and in 
the transport of her grief discovered her own lost 
stale, while she lamented yovrs. 

Bom. [Weeping] Why did not you let me die, and 
never know itr 

True. It was impossible. She makes no secret of 
her passion for you; she is determined to see you ere 
you die, and wails for me to inlrodnce her. [Eatii. 

Bam, Vain, busy thoughts, be still ! What avails ift 
to think on what I might have been? 1 am now what 
Tve made myself. 
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Re-enter Trueman, wit A Maria. 

True. .Mttxlain, reluctant I lead joa to thig dismal 
scene. Thu is the seat of miser jr and gaiit. Here 
awful JQstice reserves her public victbus. This is the 
entrance im a shameful death. 

Marin Vo this sad place then, no improper |i;iieBt, 
the abandoned and lost Maria brings despair, and sees 
the subject and the catse of all this worid of woe. 
Silent and motionless he stands, as if his soul had 
quitted her abode, and tlie. lifeless form alone was left 
behind. 

Bam. I groan, bat murmur not JostheaTen! lam 
your own ; do with me what you please. 

Maria. Why are your streaming eyes still fix'd below, 
as though thou'dst giro tlie greedy earth thy sorrows, 
and rob me of my doe? Wer<| happiness within your 
power, you should bestow it where you pleased; but, 
in your misery I must and will partake. 

Bam. Oh, say not' so: but fly, abhor, and leave me 
to my fate. Consider wnat you are. So shall I quickly 
be to you — as though I had never been. 

Maria. When I forget von, I must be so indeed. 
Reason, choice, virtue, all^pbid it. Let women, like 
Millwood, if 4r(ere are more such women, smile in pros- 
perity, and iff adversity forsake. Be it the pride of 
virtue to repair, or to partake, the ruin such have made. 

True. Lovely, ill-fated maid! 

Maria. Yes, fruitless is my love, and unavailing all 
my sighs and tears. Can they save thee from approach- 
ing death? |-om such a deatli ? Oh, sorrow insup- 
portable ! 

Bam. Preserve her, heaven, and restore her peace, 
nor let her death lie added to my crimes! — [BeM toUs] 
-i — I'm summoned to my &le. 

He-enter Keeper. 
. Keep, Sir, Uie officers attend you. Millwood is 
alieady summoned. 

Bam. 'tpW 'em^'ijj ready. [Eacit Keeper] And nowi 
my friend, farewell. [Embracing] Support and coin* 
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fort, tbe best joo can, this moarninji^ fiUr. ^No more 

Forget not to pr»y for me. — {Turning to Maria] — 

Would yoxiy bright exoelleoce, j^rmit roe the honour 
of a chaste embrace, tbe last happiness this world could 



give were mine. — {She inclines towards him; }/iey em- 
brace] Exalted goodness! Oh, turn JoviMm from 
earth and me to heayon, where virtue lilrs^^urs is 



ever heard. Prajr for the peace of my departing sonl ! 
Barly my race of wickedness began, an^ soou I reached 
the summit. Thus justice, in compassion lo n|ankind, 
outs off a wretch like mfr; by one such example to 
s/ecnre thousands from future ruin. 
If any youth, like yon, in future times 
Shall mourn my fate, though be abhors my crimes } 
Or tender maid, like you, my tale shall hear. 
And to my sorrows ave a pitying tear; 
To each such melliugVje and throbbing heart. 
Would gracious heaven this benefit impart : 
Never to know my guilt, nor feel my pain, "l 

Then must you own you ought not to complain, > 
Since you nor weep, nor 1 snail die in Vain. j 

lEJit BamweU: 
True. In vain 
With bleeding hearts, and weeping eyes, wMRbow 
A humane, gen'rous sense of others woe, ^ 
Unless we mark what drew their ruin on, 
And, by avoiding that, prevent our own. 

[T/ie Curtain descends to slow Music, 



EPILOGUE. 

»POJK«1f BY MARIA. 

Since £Ue has robVd me of the hapleag yontli, 
For whom mj heart had hcMu-ded up its troth, 
Bj all the laws of love and honour, now 
Fm free again to choose, and one of yon. 

Bot solt— with caution first Til round me peep : 
Maids in inj case should look before they leap. 
Here's choice enough, of varions sorts and hue, ") 
The city the wit, the rake cock'd up in cue, > 

The fiur, spruce mereer, and the tawny Jew. j 

Suppose I search the sober galTery ? — No ; ^ 

There's none but 'prentices, and cuckolds all-a-row ; > 
And these, I doubt, are those that make 'em so. J 

[Pointing to the Boxes. 
Tis very well, enjov the jest:— -but von "1 

Fine powder'd sparks — nay, I'm told 'tis true, > 

Your happy spouses — can make onokolds too. - 3 

Twizt YOU and them the difference this, perhaps^ 
The cit s asham'd whene'er his duck he traps : 
But you, when madam's-tripping, let her&H, 
Cock up your hats, and take no shame at all. 



What if some farour'd poet I could 
Whose love would lay his laurels at my feet : . 
No— painted passion real love abhors-^ 
His flame would prove the suit of creditors. 

Not to detain you then with longer pause. 
In short my heart to this conclusion draws — 
1 yield it to the hand that's loudest in applause. 



C. Whittiiighaui, iTiuter, Clilswick. 
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THE GAMESTER, 

EsTBEMBD by cotemporary and snbsequent critics 
the best prodaction of Edward Moore, was first 
acted at Dmry Lane Theatre in 1753. Notwith- 
standing the sterling merit of this tragedy, the 
utility of its moral, and the great support it must 
have received from such an actor as Mr. Garrick, 
it was not at first a general favourite. Time, 
however, has 'proved its genuine excellence; and 
the. author of the Gamester will have claims of 
the highest class on the admirers of the British 
Drama, while the British Drama is permitted t* 
exist. 



PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 

Like fam*d La Mancha's knight, who, lanoe in hand, 
Moanted fain steed to free the enohaoted land. 
Oar Qaixote bard seta oat a monster taminff» 
Arm*d at all pointo to fight that fa^drtk— gamhig. 
Alofl on PeffasoB he waves his pen. 
And horls defianoe at the caitiff's den : 
The first on fancied giants spent his rage, 
Bat this has more than winatnilis to engage. 
He combats passion, rooted in the soiol, 
Whose powers at once delight je and control ; 
Whose magic bondage each lost slave enjojs, 
Nor wishes freedom, though the spell destroys. 
To save onr land from this magician's charms, 
And rescue maids and matrons from his arms,* * 
Oar knight poetic comes— And oh, ye fair I 
This black enchanter's wicked arts bewafe! 
His subtle poison dims the brightest ejes. 
And at his touch each gpioe and beantj dies. 
Love, gentleness, and joy to rage give way, 
And the soft dove becomes a bird of prey. 
Mav this oar bold advent'rer break the spell. 
Ana drive the demon to his native hell. 

Ye slaves of passion, and ye dopes of ohanoe, 
Wake all your pow'rs from this destrocUve trance! 
Shake off the shackles of this tyrant vice 4^ 
Hear other calls than those of cards and dice: 
Be learn'd in nobler arts than arts of play. 
And other debts than those of honotur pay. 
No longer live insensible to shame. 
Lost to yoor country, fimiilie8| and fame. ^ 

Gould oar romantic muse this work achieve. 
Would there one honest heart in Britain grieve? 
The attempt, though wild, would not in vain be made, 
If ev'ry honest hand would lend its aid. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Am originatty acted at Drwry Laney in 175S. 

Beverlty • . . . Mr. Garrick. 

Lemton «... Mr. Mossop. 

Stukely . . . <. Mr. Davies. 

Jamnt • Mr. Berry. 

BaUt Mr. Barton. 

DmoMHi • . Mr. Blakes. 

Waiter .Mr. Ackinan. 

Hn, Beverley Mrs. Pritcliard. 

Charlotte Miss Haughton. 

lAuy Mrs. Price. 



JDmry Lane, 1614. Cmwim Garden, int. 

Beverley Mr. Rae. Mr. Kemble. 

Lew9on Mr. EIrington. Mr. C. Kemble. 

Stukely Mr. Rajmood. Mr. ^[;erton. 

Jarvii Mr. Powell. Mr. A^rraj. 

Batet . . V Mr. R. Phillips. Mr. Creswell. 

DawMon Mr. J. Wallack. Mr. Claremonl. 

Waiter Mr. Maddocks. Mr. Field. 

Mn, Beverley . . . Miss Smith. Mrs. Siddons. 

Charlotte Miss Boyoe. Mrs. Weston. 

Lucy, ....... Miss Tidswell. Mni.Goates. 



KCr THB FIRST. 




SGBNB I. Bsvbrlst's Lodgings, 
Mas. Beverley and Charlotte discovered, 
Mrt» B, Be oomforted, my dear, all may he well yet 
And now, methinkt, the lodging begins to look with 
r! sitler 1 if theie w 



another fiioe. Oh, liater! sitter 1 if these were all my 
hardships^ if all I had to complain of were no more 
than qmttmg mT house, senrants, equipage, and show, 
yoor pity would be weakness. 

Char. Is po?erty nothing, then? 

Mrs, B, Nothing in the. world, if it affected only me. 
WUle we had a fortane, I was the happiest of the rich : 
and now *tis gone, give me but a bare subsistence and 
my husband's smiles, and I shall be the happiest of the 
poor. Why do you look at me? 

Char. That I may hale my brother. 

Mrs. B. Don't talk so, Charlotte. 

^ Char. Has he not undone you ?— Oh, this pernicious 

vice of gaming! But methinlcs his usual hours of four 

or five in the morning might have contented him. Need 

he have staid out all night ?— 4 ahall Its'VI ^ detest him. 
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Mr$,B. Not for Uie first fault. He never slept from 
me before. 

Char. Slept from TOO ! No> no, bis nights have nolbing 
to do with sleep.< How has this one vice driven bim 
from every virtue ! — Nay, from his.aflEi9otions too ! — The 
time was. sister 

Mrs. B. And is. I have no fear of bis aflfections. 
'Would I knew that he were safe* 

Char. From ruin and bis companions. But that's 
impossible.-^ His poor little boy too! What must 
become of him ? 

Mrs. B. Why, wanl shall teach him industry. From 
bis father's mistakes he shall learn prudence, and from 
bis mother's resignation, ^tience. Poverty has no 
such terrors in it as vou imagine. There's no condition 
of life, sickness and. pain excepted, where happiness is 
excluded. The husbandman, who rises early to bis 
labour, enjoys more welcome rest at ni^t for't. His 
bread is sweeter to him ; his home happier ; his family 
dearer ; his enjoyments surer. The sun that rouses him 
in the morning, sets in the evening to release him. All 
situations have their comforts if sweet contentment 
dwell in the heart But my poor Beverley has none. 
The thought of having ruined those he loves is misery 
for ever to him. 'Would I could. ease bis mind or 
that! 

Char, If be alone were ruined 'twere just be should 
be punished. He is my brother, 'tis true ; but when I 
think of what he has done— of the fortune yon brought 
bim — of his own large estate too, squandered away 
upon this vilest of passions, and among the vilest of 
wretebes! Ob, I have no patience! — My pwn little for- 
tune is nntpuobed, be says. . 'Would I were sure on't. 

Mrs^B. And so you may — twonld be a sio to doubt 

^ Char, I will be sure on't— twas madness in me to 
give it to his management. Bat I'll demand it from 
Aim this morning. I have a mflJaaebol j oeottuou for it. 

Mrs.B. WbatoocasioB? 

Char. To BUT- «t a sister. 



SCENE 1. THE GAMESTER. 9 

Mrs. B. No ; I baVe do need on*l. Take it, and reward 
a lover with it — ^Tbe jj^neroas Lewion deserrea mnoh 
more. — Wbj won't yon make htm happy ? 

Char, Becanse my sisterV miserabl^l 

Mrs. B. Yon mast not tbink so. I hare mj jewels 
left yet. And when all's gone, thoM bands sliall toil 
for oar support The poor shoald be industrions— 
Why those tears, Charlotte? 

Char, They flow in pity for yon. 

Mrs. B. All may he well yet When he has notbinjp 
to lose, I shall fetter him in these arms again; and then 
what is it to be poor? 

Char, Care bim bat of this destniotive passion, and 
my ancle's death may retriere all yet 

Mrs. B, Ay, Charlotte, coald we core bim !— Bat 
the disease of play admits no core bat poverty ; and 
the loss of another fortnne woald bat increase his 
shame and his affliction.— Will Mr. Lewson call this 
morning? 

Char, He said so last night. He gave me hints too, 
that he had suspicions of our friend Stukelv. 

Mrs. B. Not of treacherr to my husband? That he 
loves play I know, but sorely he's honest 

Char, He would fain be thought so ^therefore I 
doubt him. Honesty needs no pains to set itself off. 

Enter Luct. 
Lucy. Your old steward, madam. I had not the 
heart to deny him admittance, the good old man begged' 
so hard for't - (^nt. 

Enter Jar vis. 
Mrs, B» Is this well, Jarvis? 1 desired you to avoid 

Jar, Did you, madam? I am an old man, and had 
forgot Perhaps, too, ^oo forbade my tears; but 1 am 
ol(L madam, and age will be forgetful. 

Mrs. B, The faithful creature! how he mores me! 

ITo ChmrUate. 

Jar, I have forgot these apartments too. I remem* 
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ber none soch in my joong mastor't hooie; vnd jet t 
hare lived in't these fire-and-twenty yean. His good 
father would not have dtamissed me. 

Mrt. B. He had no reason, Jarris. 

Jar, I was iaithfiil to him while he lived, and when 
he died he beqaeathod me to his son. 1 haye been 
fiuthfol to him too. 

Mn,B. I know it, I know it, Jarvis. 

Jar. I have not a lonr time to live. 1 asked Imt to 
have died with him, andne dismissed me. 

Mn, B. Pr'y thee no more (tf this ! Twas Us poverty 
that dismissed yon. 

Jar. Is he indeed so poor, then?--Ohl he wis the 
joy of my old heart— Bot mast his creditors have all? 
—And have they sold his house too ? His father boilt 
it when he was bat a prating boy. The times that I 
have carried him in these arms I And, Jarvis, savs he, 
when a beggar has asked oharity of me, why sLonld 
people be poor? Yon shan't lie poor, Jarvis; if I 
were a king nobody ahonld be poor. Yet he is poor. 
And then ht was so brave! — Oh, he was a brave little 
boy ! And vet so meroifol, he'd not have killed the gnat 
that stang him. 

Mrt. K Speak to him, Charlotte, for I cannot 

Jar, I have a little money, madam; it might hava 
been more, bat I have loved the poor. All that I have 
uyonrs. 

Mrs. B, No, Jarvis; we have enough vet I thank 
you though, and i will deserve yonr goodness. 

Jar, But shfill I see my master? And will he let 
me. attend him in his distresses; FU be no expense 
* to him: and 'twill kill me to be refosed.— Where is 
he, madam ? 

Mrs.B. Not at home, Jarvis. Yon shall see hioi 
another time. 

Char, To-morrow,, or the next day— Oh, Jarvisf 
what a change is here! 

Jar. A change indeed, madam! my old heart aches 

at it. And yet, methinks Bat here's somebodv 

coming. 
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- Bfr-enter LvGY, toitft Stukslt. 
Xificy. Mr. Stokelj, madam. TExit, 

Stuke, Good moniiog to you. ladies. Mr. Jariris, 
your servant Where's mj fnend, madam ? 

[To Mrs. Beverley, 
Mrs. B. I sboald have asked that question of joa. 
Have yoD seen him to-day? 
Stuke, No> madam. 
Char, Nof last nifffat? 

Stuke, Last niffhtT Did he not come home then? 
Mn,B, No.— Were yon not together? 
Stuke, At the beginning of the evening, bat not 
sinoe. — ^Where oah M have staid ? 

Char, Yon call yourself his friend, sir — ^why do yon 
eDooiirage him in this madness of gaming? 

Stuke, Yon have asked me that question before, 
madam; and I told yon my oonoem was that I could 
not save him; Mr. Beverley is a man, madam; and if 
the most friendly entreaties have no effect upon him, 
I have no other means. My parse has been nis, even 
to ihe injury of my fortune. If that has been encon* 
ragement I deserve oensnre; bat I meant it to retrieve 
him. 

Mrs. B. I don't doubt it, sir, and I thank yoo— Bat 
where did you leave him last night? 

Stuke, At Wilson*s, madam, if 1 ought to tell, in 
company I did not like. Possibly he may be there still. 
Mr. Jarvis knows the house, I believe. 
Jar. Shall I go, madam? 
Mrs. B, No ; he may take it ill. 
Char. He may so as from himself. 
^uke. And if he pleases, madam, without naming 
me. I am fimlty myself, and should conceal the errors 
of a friend. Bat I can refuse nothing here. 

IBomng to the Ladies, 
Jar. I would fiun see him, methinks. 
Mrs. B. Do so then, but take care how yon upbraid 
him— I have never upbraided him. 
Jar, Would I oould bring him comfort! [Exit. 

Stuke, Don't be too maoh alarmed, madam. All 
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men liaTe their errors^ and their times of teeing them. 
Perhaps my friend's time is not come yet. Bat he has 
an ande; and old men don't live for erer. Yon shonld 
look forward, madam; we are tanghthowto value a 
second fortune by the loss of a first. 

^Knocking at the Door. 

Mn. B. Hark! — ^No— that knocking was too rode 
for Mr. Beverley. Praj heaven he he well! 

Stuke, Never doabt it, madam. Yon shall be well 
too— Every thing shaH be well. [^Knocking «atn. 

Mrs. B. The knocking is a little loud thoagf— Who 
waits there ? Will none of yon answer ? — None of yon, 
did I say ? — Alas, what was 1 thinking of! 1 had forgot 
myself. 

Char. V\\ go, sister~>Bat don't be alarmed so. [Eartf . 

Stuke. What extraordinary accident have yon to 
fear, madam? - 

Mrs. B, I beg your pardon; but 'tis ever thns with 
me in Mr. Beverley's aosence. No one knocks at the 
door, bat 1 lanoy it is a messenger of ill news. 

Stuke, Yon are too learfol, madam^ .'twas bat one 
night of absence ; and if ill thonghts intmde ^ss love 
is always doubtful), think of your worth and Dcaaty, 
and drive them from yoor breast. 

Mrs.B. What thonghts? I have no thonghts that 
wrong my hnsband. 

Stt3ce. Such thoughts indeed would wrong Inm. 
The world is full of slander ; and everv wretch that 
knows himself unjust, charges his neighbonr.with like 
passions ; and by the general frailty hides his own — 
If you are wise, and would be happy, turn a deaf ear 
to such reports. Tis ruin to believe them. 

Mr$. B. Ay, worse than ruin. 'Twonld be to sin 
against conviction. Why was it mentioned? 

Stuhe. Tu guard you against rumour. The sport of 
half mankind is mischief; and for a single error they 
make men devils. If their tales reach you, disbelieve 
tbem. 

Mri.B, What teles? By whom? Why told? I have 
heard nothiog>-<»r, if I had, with all hu «rron, my 
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Beferley's firm &ith ftdmiU no doabt— It is mT safety, 
my seat of rest and joy, while Uie storm threatens 
roand me. Fli not fonake it. iStukely sighs, and looks 
down] Why torn yon, sir> away? and why that sigh? 

Stuke* I was attentife, madam ; and si^ will come, 
we know not why. Perhaps I have been too basv — 
If it shoold seem so, impute my seal to frieindsbip, 
that meant to guard yoa andnst evil tongues. Your 
Heveriey is wronged, slandered most vilely — My life 
upon bis truth. 

Mrs,B, And mine too. Who is't that doobU it? 

But no matter — I am prepared, sir Yet why this 

cmition? — ^Yon are my husband's friend ; I Ibink von 
mine too ; the common friend of both. iPauses'] I bad 
been unconcerned else. 

Stuke, For heaven's sake, madam, be so itill! I 
meant to guard you against suspicion, not to alarm it. 

Mft. B. Nor have yc^u, sir. Who told you of 
•nspicion ? I have a heart it cannot reach. 

btuke. Then I am happy— I would say more — ^bnt 
am prevented. 

Enter Chablotte. 

Char, What a heart has that Jarvis! — A. creditor, 
sister. But the rood old man has taken him awaj — 
•* Don't distressHhis wife— Don't distress bis sister." 
I could hear him say. "Tis cruel to distress the 

afflicted'* ^And when he saw me. at the door, he 

begged pardon that his friend bad knocked so loud. 

- S^ike.' I wish 1 had known of this. Was it a large 
demand, madam ? 

Char. I heard not that; but visits such as these we 
must expect oftei^— Why so distressed, sister? This is 
uonew affliction. 

Mrs, B. No, Charlotte ; but I am faii4 with watching 
— 4|uite sunk and spiritless — ^Will you excuse me, sir? 
I'll to my chamber, and try to rest a Utile. [Exit. 

Stuke, Good thoiufbts go vrith you, madam. Aiy bait 
is taken then. [Jsioe]— Poor Mrs* Beverley I How my 
beaK'^prieves to see her thus ! • > 

Char, Core lier, and be a friend then* 



joar parte, and sooU it bj example. PhyaiciaUy 1 
core fevers, keep from the patient's thirsty lip the 
that wonM inflame him. Yoo give it to nis ha 
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Stuke. How owe her, madam? 
Char. Reclaim my brother. 

Stuke, Ay ; give him a new oreaUon, or breallm 
another soofinto him. I'll think on% madam» Advioe^ 
I see, is thankless. 

Char, Useless I am sore il is, if, throogh miatakea 
friendship, or other motives, you leed his passion with 
"' *' * Pnysioians, to 

■sty lip the eop 
'Yon give it to nis hands* 

SA knocking] Hark, sir!— These are my brother's 
esperate symptoms— Another creditor! 
Stuke, One not so easily got lid o^What, Lewton! 

EtOer Lbwson. 

Lew, Madam, your servant-— Yonrs, sir. I was 
inqoiring for yon at yoor lodgings. 

Stuke. This morning! You had bnsineas then? 

Lew, Yoo'll call It bv another 
Whereas Mr. Beverley, madam? 
. Char, We have sent to inooire for him. 

Lew, Is he abroad then? tie did not use to go ont 
so early. 

Char, No. nor stay out so late. 

Lew, U that the ease? I anhsorrt fqr it. But Mr. 
Stnkely, perhaps, may direct you to him. 

Stuke, I have already, sir. But what was your 
business with me? 

Lew. To congratnlate yon upon your late sucoeasesat 
play. Poor Beverley !— Bat you are his friend^ and 
there's a comfort in having saccessfol friends. 

Stuke, And what am I to understand by this? 

Lew, That Beverley's a poor man, with a rich friend : 
that's all. 



Stuke, Your words would mean something. I suppose. 
Another time, sir, I shall desire an explanation. 

Lew, And why not now? I am no dealer in long 
■BBtenees. A annate or two will do for me. 

Stuke, Bot not for me, sir.— I am slow of apnc» 
henslon, and most have tima and privacy. A ladj's 
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prannoe enngM my •ttentioB. Anollier morninijf I 
MM be foana at hoiae. 

t/tw. Another morning^ tlMB, Ill-wait npon yoa. 

Stttlse. I ihall expect yoo, ttr. Madam, your aenrant 

£Ewi. 

Char. What mean yon by this? 

Levi, To.hint to him that I know him. 

Char, How know him ^ Mere donbt and wppositioo! 

Lew, I shall hare proof soon. 

Char. And what then? Would yon risk your life to 
behisponisher? 

Lew, My life, madam ! DonH be afraid. But let it 

eoBtent yoo that I know this Stukely fTwould be as 

casT to make Um honest as brave. 

Char, And what do yoo intend to do. 

Lew, Nothinji^, till I have proof. But methinks. 
madam, I am actinr here without aothorityi Could 1 
have leave to call Mr. Beverley brother, his 



nave leave to call Mr. iseveriev brotner, Jus conoerns 
wodd be m^ own. Why will you make my servioee 
appear officious ? 

Char. Yon know my reasons, and should not press 
me. But I am cold, you say ; and cold I will be, while 

a poor sister's destitute But let us ohan^je this sub* 

jeot-^Yoor business here this mominnr is with my 
sister. Misfortunes press too bard upon her; jet, till 
to-day she has borne th^n nobly. 

LetD. Where U she? 

Char, Gone to her chamber. Her spirits failed her. 

Lew, I hear her coming. Let what has passed with 
Stukely be a secret— She has already too much to 
trouble her. 

Enter Mns. Bbvsrlbt. 

Mn. B, Good mominff, sir ; I heard your voice, and, 
as I thought, inquiring for me. Where's Mr. Stukely, 
Charlotte? 

Char, This moment gon»-~You have been in tears, 
sister; but here's a fHend shall comfort you. 

Lew, Or, if I add to your distresses. Til bog voar 
pardon, madam. The safe of your house and furniture 
was finished yesterday. 
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Mrs. JB. I know it, rir; I know too yoor generooi 
. reason for patting me in mind. of it Bat yoa have 
obli(|ed me too mooh already. 

Lew. There, are trifles, madam, which I know yon 
have set a value on; those I have purchased, and will 
deliver. I have a friend too, that esteems yon — He 
has boughl Ursely, and will call nothing his, till he 
has seen yon. If a visit to him would not be painful, 
he lias begged it may be this morning. 

Mrs. B. Not painful in the least, my pain is from the 
kindness of my friends. Why am I to be obliged 
beyond the power of retom ? 

Lew. You shair repav us at your own time. 1 have 
a coach, waiting at the door-— Shall we have year com- 
pany, madam? [To CharioUe, 

Char, No; my brother may return soon; I'll stay 
and receive him. 

Mn,B, He may want a comforter, perhaps. But 
don't upbraid him, Charlotte. We shan't be absent 
long. Come, sir, since I must be so obliged. 

Let0. Tis I that am obliged. An hoiir,«or less, will 
be suflicient for us. We shall find you at home, 
madam ? [To Charlotte, Exit with Mrs, Beverley. 

Char, Certainlj. 

SCENE II. Stukely's Lod;gingt. 
Enter Stuvely. 
Stuke. That Lewson suspects me, 'tis too plain. 
Yet why should he suspect me? — I nppear the friend 
of Beverley as much as he. But I am rich, it seems; 
and so I am, thanks to another's folly and my own 
wisdom. To what use is wisdom, but to take advan- 
tage of the weak ? This Beverley's my fool ; I cheat 
him, and he calls me friend. But more bnsiness must 

be done yet His wife's jewels are unsold; so is 

the reversion of his uncle's estate: I must have these 
too. And then there's a treasure above all — I love 

his wife -Before she knew this Beverley I loved 

her ; but, like a cringing fool, bowed at a distance, 



f 
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while lie stepped in and won lier ^Nerer, ntfrer 

will I forgife him for it. TiK)§e Junta this morning 
were well thrown in — Already they have fastened on 
her. If jealonsy should weaken her affections, want 

may oormpt her virtue These jewels may do muoh 

He shall demand them of lier; which, wh^ mine, 

sliall be converted to special purposes — 

£n(er Bates. 
Whalnow, Bales P 

Bates, Is it a wonder then to see me? The foreea 
are all in readiness, and only wait for orders. Where's 
Beverley? ^ 

Siuke. At last niffht'ii rendezvous, waiting for me. 
Is Dawson with your 

Bates. Dressed like a nobleman; with money in 
his pocket, and a set of dice that shall deceive the 

Stuke, That fellow has a head to undo a nation ; but 
for the rest, they are such low-mannered, ill*looking 
dogs, I wonder Beverley has not suspected them. 

Bates. Ne matter for manners and looks. Do you 
supply them with monev, and they are gentlemen by 

profession ^Tfie passion of gaming casts such a 

mist before the eyes, that the nobleman shall be sur- 
rounded with sharpers, and imagine himself in the best 
company. 

Stuke, There's that Williams too. It was he, I 
suppose, that called at Beverley's with the note this 
morning. What directions did you give him ? 

^Bates, To knock loud and be clamorous. Did not 
you see him? 

Stuke, No ; the fool sneaked off with Jarvis. Had 
he appeared within doors as directed, the note had been 
disonarged. I vraited there on purpose. I want the 
women to think well of me, for liewson's grown suspi- 
cious; he told me so himself. 

Bates, What answer didyou make him ? 

Stuke, A short one ^That 1 would see him soon 

for further explanation. 
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Botes. We nmst take ewe of Um. Bot what have 
we to do with Beverley? Dawson and tbe rast are 
wonderioff at joo. 

Stuke, Why, let them wonder. I have dfliigDs above 
their narrow reach. Tliev see me lend him monejr, and 
they stare at me. Bot they are fooU. I want mm to 
believe me be^^gared by him. 

Bates, And what then? 

Stuhs, Ay, there's the qoestion; but no matter; at 
night yon may know more. He waits for me at Wil- 
8on*i.-^I told the women where to find him. 

Boles. Tb what poifMMe? 

Stuke. To save snspioion. It looked friendly, and 
tbev thanked me. — Old Jarvis was diepatohed to him. 

BateM. And may entreat him home 

Stuke, No: he expects money from me, bat 111 
have none. His wife's jewels must go~- Women are 
earr creatares, and refiise nothing where they love. 
Poflow to Wilson*»— Gome, sir. 

Let dradging fools bj^ honesty grow great; 
The shorter road to riches is deceit. lExeuni, 
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SCENE I. 

A Gammg-lumie^ with a Table^ Box, Dice, 4^. 

Beverlst discovered tiUing, 

Bet). Why, whal a world it this! The slare that 

£gs for gold reoeiTes his daily pittance, and sleeps 

contented ; white those for whom he labours convert 

their good to mischief^ making abundance the means 

of want. What had I to do with play? I wanfbd 

nothing— My wishes and my means were equal. — ^The 

poor followed me with blessings, lore scattered roses 

on my pillow, and morning wakeid me to delight— Oh, 

bitter thought, that leads to what I was, by what I am ! 

I would forget both— Who's tliere? 

Enter a Waiter, 
Wait. A. gentleman, sir, inouires for you. 
Bev. He might have used less ceremony. Stukely, 
I suppose? 
Wait, No, sir,^a stranger. 
Bev. Well, show him in. lExit Waiter^ A mmenget 
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from Stok^W then ; from him that has nndone me! yet 
fill in friendship — And rpw he lends me his little to 
bring btok fortune to me. 

^ Enter Jarvib. 
Janris! — ^Why this intmsion? — ^Yoar absence had been 
kinder. 

Jar, I came in dnty, sir. If it be tronblesome — 

Bev, It is— I would be private — hid even from myself. 
Who SQnt jou hither? 

Jar, One that would persuade von home again. My 
mistress is not well — ^her tears told me so. 

£ev. Go with thy duty there Ihen— Pr*y thee, be gone 
—I have no business for thee. 

Jar. Yes, sir: to lead you from this place. I am 
your servant still. Your prosperous fortune blessed 
my old age : If that has left yon, I must not leave yod. 

Ikv* Not leave me! Recall past time then; -or, 
through this sea of storms and darkness, show me a 
star to ffpide me. — But what canst thou ? 

Jar. The little that I can I will. Yon have been 
generous to ine — ^I would not offend you, sir— but — 

Bev. No ; think'st thou Vd ruin thee too ? I liave 

enouffh of shame' already ;— My wife! my wife! 

Wouldst thou believe it, Jarvis? I have not seen her 
all this long night — I, who have loved her so, that every 
hour of absence seemed as a c^ap in life ! but other 
bonds have held me— ^b, I nave played the boy( 
dropping my counters in the stream, and reaching to 
redeem them, lost myself! 

Jar. For pity's sake, sir! — ^I have no heart to see this 
change. 

Bev. Nor I to bear it — ^How speaks the world of me, 
Jarvis ? 

Jar, As of a good man dead — Of one who, walking 
in a dream, fell down a precipice. The world is sorry 
for you. 

Bev. Ay, and pities me — Says it not so? But I was 
born to infamy. I'll tell thee what it says; it calls me 
viUainy a treaoherovs husband, a cruel father, a false 
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brother, one lost to natare and her efaaritie« ; or, to say 
all in one short word, it calls me — ^gamestbr. Go to 
thy mistress— rU see her presently. 

Jar. And why not nowP Rode people press apon 
her; load, bawling creditors; wretches who know no 
pity — I met one at the door---he would have seen my 
mistress: I wanted means of present payment, so pro- 
" mised it to-morrow : bat others may ne pressing, and 
she has grief enough already. — ^Yoar absence hangs too 
heavy on her. 

Bev, Tell her Til come then. I have a moment's 
bnsiness. But what hast thoa to do with my distresses P 
Thy honesty has left thee poor; and age wants comfort. 
•^Keep what thou hast, lest, between thee and the grave, 
misery steal in. I have a friend shall coaasel me-« 
This M that friend. 

Enter Stukely. 

Stuke. How fares it, Beverley ? Honest Mr. Jarvis, 
well met. That viper, Williams! was it not he that 
troubled yoa tliu morning? 

Jar. My mistress heard him then ; I am sorry that 
she heard him. / 

Bev, And Jarvis promised payment. 

Stuke. That must not be. Tell him TU satisfy him. 

Jar, Will you, sir? Heaven will reward you for it. 

Bev, Generous Stukely ! Friendship like yours, had 
it ability like will, would more than balance the wrongs 
of fortune. 

Stuke, Yon think too kindly of me— Make baste to 
Williams ; his clamours may be rude else. ITo Jarvis. 

Jar, And my master will go home again — ^Alas! sir, 
we know of hearts there br^ing for bis absence. 

lExU, 

Beo. 'Would I were dead! 

Stuke. Ha! ha! ha! Pr'ythee, be a man, and leave 
dying to disease and old age. Fortune may be ours 
again ; at least weMl trv for'L 

Sev. No ; it has fooled us on too far. 

Stuke. ,Ay, ruined us; and therefore we'll sit down 
<H)nlented. These are the despoudiugs of m^n without 
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money ; bot let the sliiniog ore chink in the pocket, 
•nd foilj tarns to wisdom. We are fortune's cnildren 
— Trae, she's a fickle mother; bat shall we droop 
becanse she's pecTish? — ^No; she has smiles in store, 
and these her mwns are meant to brighten them. 

Bdv. b this a time for levity? — ^Bot yon are single in 
the rain, and therefore may talk lightly of it; with 
me 'tis complicated misery. 

Sttike, Yoo oensare me anjnstly ; I bot assumed these 
spirits to cheer my friend. Heaven knows he wants 
a comforter. 

Bev. What new misfortone? 

Stake, 1 wonld have broaeht von money, bat lenden 
want securities. What's to be none? All tnat waamine 
is ypars already. 

Bev. And tliere's the doable weight that sinks me. 
1 have undone my friend too: one who, to save a 
drowning wretch, reached out nis hand, and perished 
with him. 

Stuke. Have better thonghto. 

Bev. Whence are they to proceed? I have nothing 
left 

Stuke, [Sighing] Then we're indeed ando ne 
What! nothing? No moveables, nor useless trinkets? 
— Bawbles locked up in caskets, to starve their owners ? 
I have ventured deeply for yon. 

Bev. Therefore this ueart-aobe ; for I am lost beyond 
all hope. 

Shike, No ; means may be found to save us. — Jarvis 
is rich— Who made him so ? This is no time for cere- 
mony. 

Bev. And is it for dishonesty? The go^ old man! 
Shall I rob him too? My friend would gneve for'L— 
No ; {|t the little that he has boy food and clothing for 
him. 

&uke. Good morning then. [Going, 

Bev. So hasty! why, then good mormnr. 

Sitike, And when we meet again upbraid me--Say it 
was I that tempted you-^Tell Lewson so, and tell nim 
' .^^? wronged yoo— He faaa sospidoni of me, and 
will thank you. 
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Bev, No ; we luiTe been companiont in a raah rojaji^, 
and the same stonn has wrecked us boUi: mine shall 
be self-npbraidinn. 

Stuke. And win thev feed osP Yon deal unkindlj bj 
me. I have sold and borrowed for yoo while land or 
credit lasted; and now, when fortune should be tried, 
and my heart whispers me success, I am desertent— 
turned loose to beggary* while you have hoards. 

Bev. What hoadls ? Name them, and take them ! 

Stuke. Jewels. 

Bev, And shall this thriftless hand~ seise them too? 
My poor, poor wife! Must she lose all ? I would not 
wound her so. 

i^uke. Nor I, but from necessity* One effort more» 
and fortune may grow kind. — I have unusual hopes. 

Bev. Think of some other means then. 

Stuke. I have, and you rejected them. 

Bev. Pr'ythee let me be a man. 

Stuke. Ay, and your friend a poor one-— But I have 
done : and for these trinkets of a woman, why let her 
keep them to deck her pride with, and show a laughing 
wond thfit she has finery to starve in. 

Bev. No ; she shall yield up all — My friend demands 
it. But need we have Ulked rigbUy of her? The jewels 
that she values are truth and innocence— Those will 
adorn her for ever; and, for the rest, she wore them for a 
husband's pride, and to his wants will- give them. Alas ! 
yon know her not. — ^^here shall we meet ? 

I^uke. No matter; I have changed mv mind — Leave 
me to a prison ; 'tis the reward or friendship. 

Bev. Perish mankind first! — Leave vou to a prison ! 
No! fellen as you see me, Pm not that wretcn: nor 
would I change this heart, o'eroharged as 'tis with folly 
and misfortune, for one most prudent and most happy, . 
if callous to a friend's distress. 

Stuike. You are too warm. 

Bev. In snch a cause, not to be warm is to be frocen. 
Parewell^PlI meet you at your lodgings. 

Stuke. Reflect a fitUc— The jewels may be lost— 
Better not hazard them — ^I was too pressing. 
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Bev. And I iui|rmtoful. Reflation teket op time. — 
I have no leisnie ?or*t» Witbin an hoar ezped me. 

[£xtf. 

Stuhe. TbetiioiirhtleM, sludlowprodiKid! We shall 
have sport at nig& then— bat hold— The jewels are 
not ours jet-~The ladjr may refuse them — ^Tfae husband 
may relent too — Tis more than probable—ril write a 
note to Beverley, and the contents shall spur him to 
demand them — Bat am I grown this rogoe through 
avarice ? No ; I have warmer motives, love and re ven^ 
— Rain the hosband, and the wife's virtue may be bid 
for. 

Enter Bates. 

Look to yonr men. Bates ; there's money stirring. — We 
meet to-night opoo this spot. — Hasten, and tell them. 
— ^Hssten, I sa^, the rogues will scatter else. 

Bates. Not till their leader bids them. 

Stuke, Give them the word, and follow me ; I most 
advise with you— This is a day of business. [ExeunU 

SCBNB II. Bbverlet's Lodgings. 
Enter Beverley and Charlotte. 

Char, Your looks are changed too ; — ^there's wildness 
in them. My wretched sister! How will it grieve her 
. to see yon thas! 

Bev. No, no ; a little rest will ease me. And for your 
Lewson's kindness to her H has my thanks ; I have no 
more to give him. 

^ Char, Yes; a sister and her fortune. I trifle with 
him, and he complains — ^My looks, he says, are cold 
upon him. He thinks too 

Bev, That I have lost yonr fortune— He dares not 
think f 



CAor. Nor does he — ^you are too quick at guessing 
r-He cares not if you had. That care is mine— I lent 
^ to husband, and now I claim it 
g»- You have sospicions then f 
*^A«r. Cure them, and gire it me. 
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Bev, To itop a sister*! ehidinf^? 

Char, To vindicate her brother. 

Bev. How if be needs no vindication? 

Char. I woald fain hope so. 

Bev, Ay ; would and cannot — Leave it to time tben; 
'twill satisfy ail doubts. 

Char. Mine are already satisfied. 

Bev. *n» well. And when the subject is renewed, 
apeak to me like a sister, and I will answer like a 
brother. 

Ckar. Tft tell me I'm a bemr.— Why, tell it now. 
I, that can bear the ruin of those dearer to me — ^the 
ruin of a sister and her infant, can bear that too. 

Bev. No more of this — ^yon wring my heart. 

Ckar. 'Would that the misery were all your own ! 
But innocence must suffer — Untbinking rioter! — ^wliose 
home was heaven to him ! an angel dwelt there, and a 
little cherub, that crown'd his days with blessings. — 
How has he lost this heaven, to league with devils! 

Bev. Forbear, 1 sayj reproaches come too lat«; — > 
they search, but cure not. And, for the fortune you 
demand, we'll talk to-morrow on't — our tempers may 
be milder. 

Ckar. Or, if 'tis gone, why farewell all. I claimed 
it for a sister. — But I'll upbraid no more. W hat heaven 
permits, perhaps it may ordain. — Yet, that the husband, 
mther, brother, should be its instruments of vengeance I 
— ^Tis grievous to know that! 

Bev. if you're my sister spare the remembrance — 
it wounds too deeply. To-morrow shall clear all ; and 
when the worst is known, it may be better than your 
finurs. Comfort my wife; and tor the pains of absence 
I'll make atonement 

Ckar. See where she comes!— Look cheerfully upon 
hei^-Affections such as hers are prying, and lend those 
eyes that read the soul. 

Enter Mrs. Bkverl£Y and Lswson. 
Mrs.B. My life! 

Bev. My love! how ftres it? I have been a truant 
husband. 
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Mr$. B, Bot we meet now, uid tbal beds all-— Doabts 
•nd abrms I hare luul : bat in this dear embrace I barj 
and forget tbem. Mv mend bere, f Pointing to Loosen] 
haa been indeed a viend. Cfaariotte, 'lit yon most 
thank him : yoor brother's thanks and mine are of too 
little Taloe. 

Bev. Yet what we have we'll pay. I thank yon, sir, 
and am obliged. I would say more, bat that toot 
{(goodness to the wife upbraids the hasband's follies. 
Had I been wise, she had not trespassed on yoar 
boaoty. 

Xeto. Nor has she trespassed. The little I have done 
acceptanoe overpays, 

Cnar. So friendship thinks—— 

Mrs, B. And doobles obligations by striving to con> 
oeal them — ^We'll talk another time on*t — You are too 
thoughtful, love. 

Ba>. No ; I have reason for these thoughts. 

Char, And hatred for the cause— 'Would yon had 
that^too! 

Bev. I have The cause was avarice. 

Chttr. And who the tempter? 

Bev, A ruined friend — ^ruined by too much kindness. 

Lew, Ay, worse than mined ; stabbed in his fidne, 
mortally stabbed— riches can't cure him. 

Bev, Or if they could, those I have di^ainAd him of. 
Something of this he hinted in the morning^^hat Lew- 
son had suspicions of him ^Why these suspioioiis? 

Lew. At school we knew this Slukely. A cunning^ 
plodding boy he was, sordid and crui*!, slow at his task, 
but Quick at shiAs and tricking. He schemed out mia- 
chier, that others might be punished ; and would tdl 
hu tale with so much art^ that for the lash he merited, 
rewards and praise were given him. Show me a boy 
With such a mind, and time, that ripens manhood in 
him, shall ripen vice to o I'll prove him, and lay 

him open to you ^TSll then be warned— I know him^ 

and therefore shun him. 

Bev. As 1 would those that wrong him. — You are to* 
busy, sir. 



' SCENE 9. THE GAMESTER. > t7 

Mrs. B. So ; not too Irasj — MUtAken, pdrhaps— That 
had been milder. 

Lew, No matter, madam. I can bear this, and praise 
the heart that prompts it — ^Pity sach friendship should 
be so placed t 

Bev. Again, sir ! But Fll bear too — ^Yoa wrong him, 
Lewson, and will be sorry for't 

Char. Ay; when His proved he wrongs him. The 
world ii full of faypocriles. 

Bev, And Stnketjr one — so 700 would infer, I think. 
•^— ril bear no more of this — my heart aches for him-— I 
have undone him. 

Lew, The world sajs otherwise. 

Bev. The world is false then — 1 have business with 
you, love, f To Mrs, Beverley] We'll leave them to their 
rancour. [Going, 

Char, No ; we shall find room within for't — Come 
this way, sir. [To Lewson, 

Lew, Another time my friend will thank me; that 
time is hastening too. [Exeunt Lewson and Charlotte, 

Bev, They hurt me beyond bearing — ^Is Stukely lalse I 
Then honesty has left us! Twere sinning against heaven 
to think so. 

Mrs, B, I never doubted him. 

Bev, No; yon are charity. Meekness and ever-daring 
patience live in tiiat heart, and love that knows no 
change.— Why did I ruin you? 

Mrs. B. Yon have not ruined me. I have no wants 
when von are present, nor wishes in your absence, but 
to be blest with your return. Be but resigned to what 
has happened, and 1 am rich beyond the dreams of 
avarice. 

Bev, My generous girl!— -* But memory will be 
busy ; still crowding on my thoughts, to sour the pre- 
sent by the past. I nave another pang too. 

Mrs, B, Tell it, and let me cure it 

Bev. That friend — ^that generous friend, whose iamd 
they have traduced — ^I have undone him too. While 
he had means he lent me largely; and now- a prison 
must be Ids portion. 
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Mrs, B. No ; I hope otherwise. 

Bev. To hope must be to act. The chuitable wish 
feeds not the hungry Something must be done. 

Mrs,B. What? 

Bev. In bitterness of heart he told me, just noW be 
told me, I had undone him. Coald I hear that, and 
think of happiness.^ No, I hare disclaimed it while be 
is miserable. 

Mrs. B, The world may mend with as, and then we 
may be grateful. There's comfort in that hope. 

Bev. Ay, His the sick man'a cordial, his promised 
cure; while, in preparing it, the patient die^^What 
now.^ 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. A letter, 8ir» ^Delivers it, and exit, 

Bev. The hand is Stnkely*s. 

[Opens it, and reads it to kinue^, 

Mrs, B. And brings good news — at least I'll hope so 
— i—What says he, love? 

Bev. Why this — too nrach for patience. Yet he 
directs me to conceal it from yon. [Reads. 

Let your haste to see me he the only proof rf your 
esteem for me. 1 have determined, since we pe^ed, to 
bid adieu to England; choosing rather to forsake my 
%mntry, than owe my freedom in it to the means we 
talked rf. Keep this a secret at home, and hasten to the 
ruined R. Stukaly. 

Rained by friendship! 1 must relieve or follow him. 

Mrs,B. Follow him did you say? Then I am lost 
indeed! 

Bev. Oh, this infernal vice! how has it sank me! A 
vice, whose highest joy was poor to my domestic hap- 
piness. Yet how have I panned it! torned all my 
comforts to bitterest pangs, and all my smiles to tears. 
•—Damned, damned in&toation ! 

Mrs. B. Be cool, my life! What are the means the 
letter talks of? Have yoo~4iave I those means? Tell 
me, and ease me. I have no life while yoa are wretched. 
^ Bev. No, no ; it most not be. ^Tis I alone have 
sinned ; 'tis I alone most suffer. . Yon shall rewrve 
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those meuis, to kaep my child and hii wroDged mother 
from want and wretchedness. 

Mn. B. What meansf 

Bev. I came to rob yon of them-^bot cannot — dare 
not—Those jewels are yonr sole sapport — ^I should be 
more than monster to reqnest them. 

Mrs. J3. My jewels! Trifles, not worth speakinff of, 
if weipfhed against a husband's peace; bat let them 
pnrchase that, and the world's wealth is of less valoe. 
, BeiK How little do I seem before soch virtoes ! 

Mrs. B. No more, my love. I kept ihero till ocoa- 
' sion called to use them ; now is the occasion, and I'll 
retagn them cheerfally. 

Bev, Why, we'll be rich in love then. But this excess 
of kindness melts me. Yet for a friend one woald do 
mnoh— He has denied me nothing. 

Mrs, B. Come to my closet — But let him manage 
wisely. We bare no more to give him. 

Bev, Where learned my love this excellence? Tit 
heaven's own teaching: that heaven, which to an 
angel's form has given a mind more lovely. I an 
unworthy of you, but will deserve you better. 

Henoeforth my follies and neglects shall oease. 

And all to ooroe be penitence and peace; 

Vice shall no more attract me with her oharmct ..^ 

Nor pleasure reach me, but in tbeie dear arms. 

lEteunU 
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SCENE I. Stukelt's Lodgingt, 
Enter Stukelt and Bates. 

Stuke. So rans the world. Bates. Fools are the 
natural prey of knares ; natore designed tfaem so, when 
she made lambs for wolves. The laws, that fear and 
policy have framed, natare disclaims : she knows bat 
two, and those are force and canning. The nobler law 
is force; bat then there's danger in't; while canning, 
like a skilfal miner, works safely and anseen. . 

Bates, And therefore wisely. Force mast have nerves 
and sinews; cunning wants neither. The dwarf that 
has it shall trip the giant's heels ap. 

Stuke, And bind him to the gronnd. Why, well 
erect a shrine for natare, and be her oracles. Con- 
science is weakness; fear made it, and fear maintains 
It. The dread of shame, inward reproaches, and ficti- 
boas burnings swell out the phantom. Natare knows 
noTO of this ; her laws are freedom. 

f^€*, Soand doctrine, and well delivered! 

Stuke. We are sincere top, and practise what w« 



gCENB 1« THE GAMESTER. 51 

teaob.^ Let the ^ve pedant say as moeh.— But now 
to holiness — ^The jewels are disposed of, and Beverley 
again worth money. If my design snooeeds, this night 
we finish with him — Gotoyoorl^ginj^, and be basy-« 
Yoa andersland oonveyances, and can make min sore. 

Batet. Better stop here. The sale of this reversion 
may be talked of— There's danger in it. 

Stuke, No, *tis the mark I aim at. We'll thrive and 
Ung^. Yoa are the purchaser, and there's the pay- 
ment [Gtvtnf a Pocket'^ook] He thinks jon rich; and 
so yon shall be. Inqoire for titles, and deal hardly ; 
'twill look like honesty. 

Batei. How if he sospeots as? 

Stuke, Leave it to me. I stody hearts, and when to 
work upon them. Go to yoor lodgings ; and if we 
come, be busy over papers. Talk of a thoughtless 
age, of gaming and eltravagance j yoo have a face 
finr't. 

Bates, A feeling too that would avoid it. We push 
too far ; bat I have cautioned you. If it ends ill, you'll 
think of me — adieu. lExit. 

Stuke, This fellow sins by halves; hu fears are con- 
ioience to him. I'll turn tnese fears to use. Rogues 
that dread shame will stilt be greater rojraes to hide 
their guilt — Lewson grows tronblesome — ^We most get 
rid of him — He knows too much. I have a tale Tor 
Beverley ; pert of it truth too— He shall call Lewson 
to account — If it sacoeeds, 'tis well ; if not, we mast 
try other means-— But here he comes— I must dissemble. 

Snter Bevbklkt. 
Look to the door there!— [Jn a ieeming Frigfc<]— My 
friend! — I thought of other visitors. 

Bev, No ; these shall guard yon from them. [Ojfertnjp 
Notet] Tdce them, and use them cautionsljr— llie world 
deals hardly by us. 

Stui^e. And shall I leave yoa destitute? No; your 
wants are the greatest. Another climate nay treat mo 
kinder. The shelter of to-night takes me from this, r 

£e«. Let these be yoar support tbea— Yet U there 
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need of parting^ I may hare means again ; weUl share 
tbem, and live wisely. 

Stuke. No; 1 should tempt yon on. Habit is nature 
in me : rninoanHcoreit . Even now I would be earning. 
Taught by experience as I am, and knowing this poor 
sum is all that^s left us, I am for venturing still— And say 
I am to blame — ^Yet will thb little supply our wants ? 
No ; we must put it out to usury. — Whether His mad- 
ness in me, or some restless impulse of good fortune, I 
yet am ignorant; but 

Bev, Take it, and succeed then. I'll try no more. 

Stuke, Tis surely impulse ; it pleads so strongly — 
But you are cold — ^We'll e'en part here then. And fi»r 
this last reserve, keep it for better uses: Til have none 
on't. I thank vou though, and will seek fortune singly 
—-One thing I had forgot— 

Bev, What is it? 

Stuke. Perhaps 'twere best forgotten. But T am open 
in my nature, and zealous for the honour of my friend 
— Lewson speaks freely of too. 

Bev. Of you I know he does. 

Siuke. I can forgive him for't; but, for my friend, 
I'm angry. 

Bev, What says he of me? 

Stuke, TktA Charlotte's fortnne is embezzledr— He 
talks on't loudly. 

. Beo, He shall be silenoed then — ^How heard yen 6f 
it? 

Stuke, From man^r. He questioned Bates about it. 
You must account with him, be sa^ 

B0V. Or he with me— and soon too. 

Jstuke, Speak mildly to bim. Cautions are best 

^Bev. I'll think on't— Bot whither go yon? 
"^Stuke, From poverty and prisons— No matter whi- 
ther. If fortune changes, yoa may hear from me. 

B^. May these be prosperous then. [Offering the 
N&teii which he r^uet] Nay, they are yours — I fa«ve 
sworn it, and wiU have nothing— Tske them* and ua% 
them.- 

Stuke, Singly I will not— My caret are for my frie^jd ; 
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fur his lost fortune and ruined family. AH separate 
interests I disclaim. Together -we have faHen; toge- 
ther we must rise. My heart, roj honour, and affec- 
tions, all will lutve it so. 

Bev. 1 am weary of being fooled. 

Stuke, And so am I— Here let us part t^hen— These 
bodings of good fortune shall all be stifled; call them 
folly, and forgot them — farewell. 

Bev. No ; slay a moment — How my poor heart's dis- 
tracted! I have tlie bodipgs too; but whether caught 
from you, or prompted bv my good or evil genius, 1 
know nut— The trial shall determine— Aud yet, oiy 
wife 

Stuke, Ay, ay, sheMl chide. 

Bev. No; my ohidiugs are all here. 

[Pointing to his Heart, 

Stuke, I'll not persuade you. 

Bev. I am persuaded ; by reason too ; the strongest 
reason^ necessity. Oh, could 1 but regain the height I 
have fallen from, heaven should forsake me in my latest 
hour, if I again mixed in these scenes, or sacrificed the 
husband's peace, his joy, and best affections, to avarice 
and infamy. 

Stuke. I faaire resolved like yoa ; and, since our mo- 
tives are so honest, why should we fear suocessP 

Bev. Come oa then— Where shall we meetP 

Stuke. At Wilson's— Yet if it hurU you, leave me: 
I have niijiled you often. 

Bev, We have misled each other— But come! for- 
tune is fickle, and may be tir'd with plaguing o^— There 
let as rest our hopes. 

Stuke. Vet think a little. 

Bev. I caonoir— thinking but distracts me. 
When desperation leads, all thoughU are vain; 
Reason would lose what rashness may obtain. 

{Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. Beverley's Lodgings, 
^iter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Char, Twas all a scheme, a mean one; onworthj of 
my brother. 

Mrs, Bi No, I am sure it was not — Stakely is honest 
too, I know he is.— This madness has nnaone them 
both. 

Char. My brother irrecoverable — Yon are too spirit- 
less a wife — A mournful tale, mixed with a few kind 
words, will steal away your soal. The world's too 
subtle for such eoodness. Had I been by, he should 
have asked your life sooner than those jewels. 

Mrs. B, He should have had it then. [Warmly] I 
live but to obliffe him. She who can love and is belo?ed, 
like me, will do as much. Men have done more ^or 
mistresses, and women for a base deluder: and shall a 
wife do less ? Yonr chidings hnrt me, Charlotte. 

Char. And come too tate; they might have saved 
yon else. How could he use you so ? 

Mrs. B, Twas friendship did it. His heart was 
breaking for a friend. 
. Char. The friend that has betrayed him. 

Jl!fr«. B. IVythee don't think so. 

Char. To-morrow he accounts with me. 

Mrs. B. And fairly— I will not doubt it. 

Char, Unless a friend has wanted— I have no patience 
— Sister! sister! we are bound to cnrse this fnend. 

Mrs. B. My Beverley speaks nobly of him. 

Char, And Lewsun truly — But I displease yon with 
this talk. — To-morrow will instruct us. 

Mrs, B. Stay till it comes then- 1 woold not think 
so hardly. 

Char. Nor I, but from conviction — ^Yet w.e have hope 
of better days. My uncle is infirm, and of an age 
that threatftas honrjy— Or if he lives, yon never have 
offended him ; and for distresses so unmerited he will 



have pity. 



I know it, and am cheerful. We have no 
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more to lose ; and for what is gone, if it brings pror 
denoe home, the purchase was well made. 

Char. Mj Lewson will be kind too. While he and 
I We Kfe and means yon shall diyide with as — ^And 
see, he's here. 

Enter Lbwsok. 

We were jnst speaking of yon. 

Lew. Tis best to interrupt you then. Few charac- 
ters will bear a scrutiny ; and where the bad outweighs 
the good, he's safest that's least talked of. What say 
you, n^dara ? [To Charlotte, 

Char. That I hate scandal, though a woman — there- 
fore talk seldom of you. 

Mrs. B. Or, with more truth, that though a woman, 
she loves to praise — ^therefore talks always of you. I'll 
leave you to decide it. j^Exit. 

Lew. How good and amiable ! I came to talk in pri- 
vate with yon, of matters that concern you. 

Char. What matters? 

Lew. First, answer me sincerely to what I ask. 

Char. Propose your question. 

Lew. Tis now a tedious twelvemonth since, with an 
open and kind heart, yon said yon loved me. And 
when, in consequence of such sweet words, I pressed 
for marriage, you gave a voluntary promise that you 
would live for me. , 

Char. You think me changed then? l^^H^^y* 

Lew. I did not say so. Time and a near acquaint- 
ance with my bolts may have brought change—if it be 
so ; or for a moment, if ;foa have wished this promise 
were unmade, here I acquit you of it — ^This is my ques- 
tion then ; and with such plainness as I ask it, I shall 
entreat an answer. Have you repented of this promise ? 

Char. Why am I doubted-? 

Lew. My doubts are of myself. I have my faults, 
and vou have observation. If, from my temper, my 
words, or actions, vou have conceived a thought against 
me, or even a wish for separation, all that hat passed 
IB nothing. 
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Ckmr. I coald toraeot yoa bow, as jm Inte me; 
iMt it is Bol is mj nlare^— That I mm cteaiped, 1 own: 
Ibr what at int was iacKaatioa is aowgrDwa reason in 
aw $> aad froai tint reasoo, had I the world, any, were 
I poonr tkaa tlie poorest, and joa loo waating bread-- 
I wDOld be joers, and bappv. 

Lew. Mj kindest Chartotte! [TaUaf ker Uimi\ 
Thanks are too poor for tbis^and woras too weak! 
Bat if we loved so, wbj.sboQld oar onioa be delayed? 

Char. For happier tiaMs. The present are too 
wretched. 

Lew, I may have reascNis that press it now. 

Cluar. Wbatreafons? 

Lew. The strongest reasons ; onanswerable ones. 

Char. Be qaick and o|une them. 

Lew. First promise, thatto-md|mir, or the next day, 
yon will be mine for ever. ^ 

Char. I do — thoafl;h misery shoaU sacceed. 

Lew. Tbos then 1 seise yoa! And with yoa every 
joy on this side heaven * f ' 

Char. Now, sir, yoor secret 

Xew. Your fortune's lost 

Char. My fortane lost! — I'll study to be humble then. 
-But was my promise claimed for thisP How nobly 
generoas! Where learned yoa this sad news? 

Lew. From Bates, Stukely's prime agent I have 
obliged him, and he's gratefal— He told it me in friend- 
ship, to warn me from my Charlotte. 

Char. Twas honest in him, and I'll esteem him for it 

Lew. He knows much more tlian he has told. 

Char. For me it is enough. And for your ffeneroos 
love, I thank you from my soul. If you'd ooJige me 
more, give me a little time. 

Lew. Why lime? It robs us of our happiness. 

Char. 1 have a task to learn first The little pride 
this fortune gave me mast be subdued. Once we were 
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equal ; bat now His otherwise ; and for a life of obliga- 
tions, I have not learned to bear it. 

Lew. Mine is that life. Von are too noble. 

Char. Leave me to think on't. 

Lew. To-morrow then jouMl fix my happiness? 

Char. Ail that I can I will. 

Lew. It most be so; we live but for each other. 
Keep what jou-know a secret; and when we meet to- 
morrow, more roajr be known. — Farewell. ^ [Exit. 

Char, Mv poor, poor sister! how would this woond 
her! Bat Fll conceal it, and speak comfort to her. 

^ [Eli*. 

SCENE III. A* Room in a Ganing-hoiue. 
Enter Beverlet and Stukely. 

Bev. Whither woold joo lead me? lAngrily. 

Stuke, Where we may v^nt oar corses. 

Beu. Ay, on yourself, and those damned coonsels 
that have destroyed me. A thousand fiends were in 
that bosom, and all let loose to tempt me— <I had 
resisted else. 

Stuke. Go on, sir — ^I have deserved this from yoa. 

Bev, And curses everlasting— Time is too scanty for 
them 

Stuke. What have I done ? 

Bev. What the arch-devil of old did—soothed with 
false hopes for certain ruin. 

Stuke. Myself unhurt ; nay, pleased at yoar destroc- 
tion — So yoar words mean. Why, tell it to the world. 
I am too poor to find a friend in't. 

Bev. A friend ! What's he? 1 had a friend. 

Stuke. And have one still. 

Bev, Ay ; I'll tell yoo of this friend. He found me 
happiest of the happy. Fortune and honour crowned 
me ; and love and peace lived in my heart One siMirk 
of folly larked tuere: that too he found: ana by 
deceitful breath blew it into flames, that have con- 
sumed me. This friend were yon to roe. 

Stuke. A little more, perhaps— The friend, who gave 
bis all to save yoo ; and not succeeding, chose rain with 
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yoa. I Bat no matter, I have undone, yon, and am a 
Tillain. 

Bev, No; I think net— The Tillains are within. 

Stuke. What villains? 

Bev. Dawson and the rest— We have been dnpes to 
sharpers. 

SnJce..How know joa this? I have had doobts as 
well as jon ; yet still as fortune changed I blashed at 
mj own thooffhU. — Bat yon have proofs, perhaps? 

Bev, Ay, damned ones. Repeated losses— Night 
after night, and no rererae— Chance has no hand in 
this. 

Stuke. I think more charitably; yet I am peevish in 
my nature, and apt to doubtr— llie world speaks fairly 
of this Dawson ; so it does of the rest We have 
watched them closely too. But 'tis a right usnrped by 
losers, to think the winners knaves — We'll have more 
manhood in us. 

Bev. I know not what to think This night baa 

stung me to the quick — Blasted my reputation too — 1 
have bound my honour to these vipers; played meanly 
upon credit, till 1 tired them ; and now they shun me, 
to rifle one another. What's to be done? 

Stuke. Nothing. My counsels have been fatal. 

Bev. By heaven I'll n^l survive this shame— IVaitor! 
'tis yon have brought it on me. [Taking hold of him] 
Show me the means to save me, or 111 commit a mnrder 
here, and next upon mvself. 
«** Stuke. Why, do it then, and rid me of ingratitude. 

Bev. Pr'ytbee forgive this laogoage — ^1 speak I know 
not what— R^ge and despair are in my heart, and 
hurry me to madness. My home is horror to me — I'll 
not return to it. Speak quickly; tell me, if, in this 
wreck of fortune, one hope remains? Name it, and be 
my oracle. 

Stuke. To ventyonr curses on — You have bestawed 
them liberally, lake your own counsel; and should a 
desperate hope present itself, 'twill suit your desperate 
fortune. I'll not advise you. 

Bev. What hope ? By heaven 111 catch at it, however 
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desperate. I am so sonk in misery it oannot laj me 
iower. 

Sttike. Yoa hare an uncle. 
'' Beo. Ay; what of him? 

Stuke. Old men live lon^j^ bj temperance; while 
their heirs starve on expectation. 

Bev. What mean yoa ? 

Stuke. That the reversion of his estate is yours; and 
will bring money to pay debts with — Nay more, it may 
retrieve what's past. 

Bev, Or leave my child a besgar. 

Stuke* And wfaat's his fatherf A dishonourable one ; 
engaged for sums he cannot pay— That should be 
thought of. 

Bev, It is my shame — ^The poison that inflames me. 
Where shall we goP To whom? Fm impatient till all's 
lost. 

' Stuke. All may be yours again — Your man is Bates 
— He has large funds at his command, and will deal 
justly by you. 

Bev. I am resolved— Tell them within weMl meet 
them presently; and with full purses, too — Come, 
follow me. 

Stuke. No ; I'll have no hand in this; nor do I 
counsel it— Use your discretion, and act from that. 
Yonll find me at my lodgings. 

Bev. Succeed what will, this night I'll dare the worst; 
'l*is loss of fear to be completely curst. [Exit, 

Stuke, "Why f lose it then for ever— Fear is the mind's 
worst evil : and 'tis a friendly office to drive it from 
the bosom— Thus far has fortune crowned me — Yet 
Beverley is rich ; rich in his wife's best treasure, her 
honour and affections. I would supplant him there 
too. Charlotte is sometimes absent. The seeds of 
jealousy are sown already.^ If 1 mistake not, they 
nave taken root too. Now is the time to ripen them, 
and reap the harvest. The softest of her sex, if 
^mronged in love, or tlunking that she's Wronged, 
becomes a tigress in revenge— I'll instantly to Bever- 
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le^'g No matter for the danger When beauty 

leads as on, 'tis indiscretion to reflect, and cowardice 
to doobt. [Exit. 

SGBNE IV. Beverley's Lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Lucy. 

Mrs, B. Did Charlotte tell you anj thing? 

Imcy. No, madam. 

Mrs. B. She looked confused, methonght ; said she 
had business with her Lewson; which wh^n I. pressed 
to know, tears only were her answer. 

Lucy. She seemed in haste too — Yet her return may 
bring you comfort. 

mrs.B» No, my kind girl; I was not born for \l~^ 
But why do I distress thee? Thv sympatliizins; heart 
bleeds for the ills of others — Woat pity that thj mis- 
tress can't reward thee ! But there*s a power above, 
that sees and will remember all. [Knockmgl Hark! 
there's some one entering. 

Lucy. Perhaps 'tis my master, madam. \ExiU 

Mrs,B. liCt him be well too, and I am satisfied. 
[Goes to the Door and listens'] No, 'tis another's voice, 
ite-entfr Lucy, with Stukely. 

Lucy, Mr. Slukeiy, madam. [Exit, 

Stuke. To meet yoq thus alone, madam, was what I 
wished. Unseasonable visits, when friendship warrants 
them, need no excuse — therefore I make none. 

Jdrs.B. What mean you, sir? And where isyonr 
friend ? 

Stuke. Men may have secrets, madam, which their 
best friends are not admitted to. We parted in the 
morning, not soon to meet again. 

Mrs. B. You mean to leave us then — ^to leave your 
country too ? I am no stranger to your reasons, and 
pity your misfortunes. 

Stuke. Your pity has undone you. Could Beverley 
do this? That letter was a ^Ise one; a mean con> 
trivance to rob you of your jewels-^I wrote it not. 
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Mrs. B. Impossible! Whence came it then ? 

Stuke, Wronged as I am, madam, I must speak 
plainly. 

Mn.B, Do so, and ease me. — Yonr hints have 
troubled me. Reports, jou say, are stirrini^ — Reports 
of whom? Yon wished me not to credit them.-^ 
What, sir, are these reports ? 

Stuke. I thought them slander, madam; and cau- 
tioned in friendship, lest from oflScious tongues the 
tale had reached you with double aggravation. 

Mrs. B. Proceed, sir. 

Stuke. It is a debt due to my fame; due to an injured 
wife too. — We are both injured. 

Mrs. B. How injured? And who has injured us? 

Stuke, My friend— your husband. 

Mrs. B. You would resent for both then ; but know, 
sir, my injuries are my own, and do not need a cham- 
pion. 

Stuke. Be not too hastj, madam. I come not in 
resentment, but for acquittance. Yon thought me 
poor ; and to the feigned distresses of a friend gave up 
your jewels. 

Mrs. B. I gave them to a husband. 

Stuke* Who gave them lo a 

Mrs. B. Wlut? whom did he give them to? 

Stuke. A mistress. 

Mrs. B. No ; on my life he did not. 

Stuke. Himself confessed it, with curses on her 
ararice. 

Mrs. B. ril not believe it — He has no mistress; or, 
if he has, why is it toM to me? 

Stuke. To guard you against insults. He told me, 
that, to move you to compliance, he forged that letter, 
pretending I was ruined, ruined b^ him too. The fraud 
gncoeeded ; and what a trusting wife bestowed in pity, 
was lavished on a wanton. 

Mrs. B. Then I am lost indeed ! His follies 1 have 
borne without upbraiding, and saw the approach of 
poverty without a tear~My affections, my strong affec- 
tions, supported me through every trial. 
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Stuke, Be patient, madaiii. 

Mrs.B. Patient! The barbarous, nngrateftil man! 
And does he thinlrtbat the tenderness of my heart is his 
best security for wounding it? But he sliiall find that 
injuries such as these can arm my weakness for ven- 
geance and redress. , 

Stuke. Ha! then I may succeed, [^su/ej Redress is 
in Toor power. 

Alr5.fi. What redress? 

Stuke, Forgive me, madam, IJL in my zeal to serve 
"* you, I hazard vour displeasure. Think of jrour wretched 
slate. Already want surrounds you — Is it in patience 
to bear that? To see your helpless little one robbed of 
his birthright? A sister too, with unavailing tears, 
lamenting her lost fortune? No comforl left you, but 
ineffectual pity from the few, out-weighed by insalts 
from the many. 

Mrs. B. Am I so lost a creature? — ^Well, sir, my 
redress? 

Stuke* To be resolved is to secure it. The mar- 
riage vow once violated, is, in the sight of heaven, 
dissolved — Start not, but hear me. Tis now the 
summer of your youth ; time has not cropped the roses 
from your cheea, though sorrow Jong has washed 
them. Then use your beauty wisely, apd, freed br 
injnries, fly from the cruellest of men, for shelter with 
the kindest. 

Mrs. B. And who is be^ 

Stuke. A friend to the unfortunate; a bold one too, 
who, while the storm is bursting on your brow, and 
lightning flashing from your eyes, dares tell you that 
he loves yon. 

Mrs. n, 'Would that these eyes had heaven's own 
lightning, that, with a look, thus I might blast thee ! 
Am I then fallen so low? Has poverty so humbled me, 
that I should listen to a hellish offer, and sell my soul 
for bread? — Oh, villain! villain! — But now I know 
thee, and thank thee for the knowledge. 

Stuke, If you are wise, you shall have cause to thank 
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Mrt, B. An injared hasbuid too shall thank Uiee. 

Stuke. Y^ know, prond woman, 1 have a heart as 
gtabbom as yoar own 1 as haughty and imperioos : and 
as it loves, so can it bate. 

Mrs, B. Mean, despicable Tillain! I scorn .thee, and 
thy threats. Was it for this that Beverley was false? — 
that his too credalous wife should, in despair and ven-' 
ffeanee, give up her honour to a wretch? But he shall 
know it, and vengeance shall be hb. 

Stuke. Why, send him for defiance then-— Tell him 
I love his wife ; but that a worthless husband forbids 
oar union. I'll make a widow of you, and court you 
.iionourably. 

Mrs. B. Oh, coward, coward ! thv soul will shrink 
at him: Yet, in the thought of what may happen, I 
feel a wonuin's fears.— Keep thy own secret, and be 
gone. • [fttngs a BeU, 

Enter Lucy. 
Your absence, sir, would please me. 

Stuke. ril not ofiend you, madam. [Exit with Lucy* 

Mrs. B. Why opens not the earth, to swallow such a 
monster? Be conscience then his punisher, till heaven, 
in mercy, gives lum penitence, or dooms him in his 
JBstioo. [Ent. 
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SCENE I. Stukely's Lodgings, 
Enter Stukslt and BA|fs, meeting. 

Bates. Where hare joa been? ^» 

Stuke, Fooling mj time away— plajing hit tricks, 
like a tame monkej, to entertain a woman. — No matter 
wber&-^have been vexed and disappointed.— -Tell me 
of BeTfAy : how bore he hia last shock ? 

Bates, Lake one (so Dawson sajrs^ whose senses had 
been numbed with misery. When all was lost, he fixed 
his eyes upon the iproand, and stood some time, with 
folded arms, stupid and motionless^ then snatching his 
sword, that hung against the wainscot, be sat him 
down, and with* a look of fixed attention, drew figures 
on the floor. At last he started up, looked wild, and 
trembled ; and, like a woman seized with her sex' fits, 
laughed out aloud, while the tears trickled down his 
face— so left the room. 

Stuke, Why, this was madness. 

Bates. The madness of despair. 
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Stuke, We most confiue him then — A prison would 
do well. [A knocking at the Door] Hark ! that knock- 
ing maj be his — Go toat wajr down. ^Exit Bates] Who's 
there? 

Enter Lewson. 

hew. An enemy — an open, and avowed one. 

Stuke. Why am I thus broke in upon ? This house is 
mine, sir, and should protect me from insult and ill 
manners* 

Lew. Guilt has no place of sanctuary; whercTer 
found, 'tis virtue's lawful game. The fox' hold, and 
tiger's den, are no security against the hunter. 

Stuke. Your business, sir? 

Lew. To tell yon that I know you. — ^Why this con- 
fusion? That look of guilt and terror? Is Beverley 
awake^ or has his wife told tales? The man that dares 
like you, should have a soul to justify his deeds, and 
coura]j;e to confront accusers : not, with a coward's fear, 
to shrink beneath reproof. 

Stuke. Who waits there? ^[Aloud^ and in confuiion. 

Lew. By heaven he dies that interrupts us ! [Shut' 
ting the Door] You should have weighed your strength, 
sir ; and then, insteai of climbing to high fortune, tlie 
world had marked you for what you are^a little, paltry 
▼iilaiu ! 

Stfike. You think I fear you. 

Lew. I know you fear me — ^This is to prove it. — 
l^PutU him by the oUeve] You wanted privacy — A. lady's 
presence took up your attention. — ^Now we are alone, 
s»y. — Why, what a wretch! I Flings him from him] The 
vilest insect in creation will turn when tram|>led on : 
yet has this thing undone a man! — ^bv conning and 
mean arts undone him!-~*But we have (ound you, sir ; 
traced you through all your labyrinths. If vou would 
save yourself, &11 to confession, no mercy will be shown 
else. 

Stuke, First prove me what you think me; till then 
your threatenings are in vain — And for this insult, ven- 
geance may yet be mine. 

Lew, Inifismotls coward! why, take it now then— 
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[Draws, and Stukely retires] Alag, I pity thee! — Yet, 
that a wretch like this shoala overcome a Beverlej ! It 
fills toe with astoDishtnent! — ^A wretch, so mean of soni, 
that even desperation cannot animate him to look upon 
an enemy. Yon should not have thus soared, sir, 
unless, like others of your black profession, you had a 
sword to keep the fools in awe your TiHany haoi ruined. 

Stuke. Villany ! ^were best to curb this license, of 
your tongue— for kno'7, sir^ while there are laws, this 
outrage on my reputation will not be borne with. 

Lew. Laws! Dar'st thou seek shelter from the laws 
— those laws which thou and thy infernal crew live in 
the constant violation of i* Talk'st thou of reputation 
too, when, under friendship's sacred name, thou bast 
betrayed, robbed, and destroyed ? 

Stuke, Ay, rail at ^^aming — ^'tis a rich topic, and 
affords nobfe declamation. — Go preach against it in the 
city— yonll find a congregation in every tavern. If 
thev should laugh at you, fly to my lord, and sermonize 
it there: he'll thank you, and reform. 

Lew. And will example sanctify a vice ? No, wretch ; 
the custom of my lord, or of the cit that apes him, can- 
not excuse a breach of law, or make the gamester's 
calling reputable. 

SttMe. Kail on, I say — But is this zeal for beggared 
Beverley ? Is it for him that I am treated thus.' No ; tie 
and his wife might both have groaned in prison, bad 
but the sister's fortune escaped the wreck, to bavC 
rewarded the disinterested love of honest Mr. Lewsoh. 

Lew. How I detest thee for the thought ! But thou 
art lost to every human feeling. Yet, let me tell thee, 
and may it wring thy heart, that, though my friend is 
ruined by thy snares, thou hast, unknowingly, been 
kind to me. 

Siuke. Have I? It was, indeed, unknowingly. 

Lew, Thou hast assisted me in love — given me the 
merit that I wanted ; since, but for thee, my Charlotte 
had not known 'twas her dear self 1 sighed for, and not 
her fortune. 

Stuke. Thank me, and take her then. 
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Lew. And, as a brother to poor Bererley, I will par> 
soe the robber that has stripped him, and snatch him 
from his gripe. 

Stuke. Then know, imprudent man, he is within mj 
gripe ; and should my friendship for him be slandered 
once again, the hand that has supplied him shall fall 
and crush nim. 

Lew. Why, now there's a spirit in thee ! This is, 
indeed, to be a villain ! But I shall reach thee yet— 
Fly where thou wilt, my vengeance shall pursue thee — 
And Beverley shall yet be saved — be saved from thee, 
thou monster! nor owe his rescue to his wife's dis- 
honour. [Exit, 

Stuke, [Paunng] Then ruin has enclosed me! 

Curse on my coward heart! I would be bravely villan- 
ous; but 'tis my nature to shrink at danger, and he has 
found me. Yet fear brings caution, and that security 
— More mischief must be done to hide the past^ 
Look to yourself, officious Lewson — there may be 
danger stirring— How now, Bates? 

Enter Bates. 

Batet. What is the matter? 'Twas Lewson. and not 
Beverley, that left you — ^I heard him loud — Yon seem 
alarmed too. 

Stuke. Ay, and with reason — We are discovered. 

Batet. I feared as much, and therefore cautioned 
you ; but you were peremptory. 

Stuke. Thus fools talk ever; spending their idle 
breath on what is past, and trembling at the future. 
We must be active -, Beverley, at worst, is but suspi- 
cious ; bat Lewson's genius, and his hate to me, will < 
lay all open. Means must be found to stop him. 

Bates. What means ? 

Stuke. Dispatch him Nay, start not— Desperate 

occasions call for desperate deeds— We live but by his 
death. 

Bates. You cannot mean it? 

Shike, I do, by heaven ! 

JBotet.^Good night, then. [Going. 
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Stuke, Stay — ^I must be heard, then answered. 

I'erhaps the motion was too sudden ; and human weak- 
ness starts at murder, though strong necessilj compels 
it. I have thought lonjg^ of this^ and mj first feelings 
were like yours; a foolish conscience awed me, which 
soon I conquered. The man that would undo me, 
nature cries out, undo. Brutes know their foes hj 
instinct ; and, where superior force is given, tbey use it 
for destruction. Shall man do lessP Lewson pursues 
us to our ruin ! and shall we, with the means to crush 
him, fly from our hunter, or turn and tear him? Tis 
folly even to hesitate. 

Bates. He has obliged me, and I dare not. 

Stuke. Why, live to shame then — to beggary and 
punishment. Yon would be privy to the deed, yet 
want the soul to act it. — Nay more, had my designs 
been levelled at his fortune, you had stepped in the 
foremost — And what is life without its comforts:* — 
Those you would rob him of, and by a lingering death 
add cruelty to murder. Hencetbrth, adieu to half-made 
villains — '^There's danger in them. What you have got 
is yours — keep it, and hide with it— I'll deal my future 
bounty to those that rneri^ it 

Bates. What's the reward? 

Stuke, Equal division of onr gains. I swear it, and 
will be just. 

Bates. Think of the means then. 

Stuke. He's gone to Beverley's— ^Wait for him in the 
street — Tis a dark night, and fit for misohie^A dagger 
would be useful. 

Bates. He sleeps no more. 

Stuke. Consider the reward. When the deed's done 
I have other business with yon. Send Dawson to me. 

Bates, Think it already done — and so, farewell. [_Exit, 

Stuke. Why farewell, Lewson, then: and farewell to 
my fears. This night secures me— ril wait the event 
within. [£nt. 
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SGENC II. The Street.— Stage darkened. 

Enter Beverley. 

Bev. How like an oatcast do I wander! Loaded with 
every carse that drives the soul to desperation ! The 
midnight robber, as he walks his ronnds, sees, bj the 
glimmerings lamp, mj frantic looks, and dreads to meet 
me. Whither am 1 f(oinft? My home lies there; all 
that is dear on earth it holds too^ yet are the gates of 
death more welcome to me — I'll enter it no more — Who 
passes th^re? Tis Lewson — ^He meets me in a gloomy 
nour; and memory tells me he has been meddling with 
my fame. 

Enter Lewson. 

Lew, Beverley! well met. I hare been basy in 
your affairs. 

Bev. So I haye heard, sir : and now I must thank yon 
as I onght 

Lew. To-morrow I may deserve yonr thanks. — Late 
as it is I ^o to Bates. — Discoveries are making that an 
arch villain trembles at. 

Bev, Discoveries are made, sir^ that you shall trem- 
ble at. Where ia this boast^ spirit, this high demea- 
nour, that was to call me to account? You say I have 

wronged my sister Now say as much. But, first be 

ready for defence, as I am for resentment [Drowx. 

Lew, What mean you? I understand you not. 

Bev. The coward's stale acquittance! who, when he 
spreads foul calumny abroad, and dreads just vengeance 
on him, cries out, " What mean you ? Funderstand you 
not." ♦ 

Lew. Coward and calumny ! Whence are those words? 
But I forgive and pity you. 

Bev. Your pity hsid been kinder to my hme : But 
yon have traduced it — told a vile story to tiie public 
ear, that I have wronged my sister. 

Lew, Tis false! Show me the man that dares accuse 
me. 

Bev, 1 thought yon brave, and of a soul superior to 
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low malice ; bat I have foaod joo, and tvill bate ven- 
geance. Tbifi 18 no place for arji^umenL 

Lew, Nor sball it oe for viotenoe. — Improdent man ! 
who, in revenge for fancied injuries, would pierce the 
beart that loves bim ! But honest friendship acts from 
itself, unmoved bj slander or ingratitude: tlie life joa 
thirst Tor shall be employed to serve jrou. — ^Yod know 
me not. 

Bev. Yes; for the slanderer of my fame — who, under 
show of friendship, arraigns me of injustice ; buzzing 
in every ear foul breach of trust, and family dishonour. 

Lew. Have I done tbisP Who told you soP 

Bev, The world — Tis talked of every where.— It 
pleased you to add threats too— Von were to call me to 
account — ^Why, do it now then; "I should be proud of 
•uch an arbiter. "^ 

Lew. Put up your sword^ and know me belter. I 
never injnred you. The base suggestion comes from 
Stukely : I see him and his aims. 

Bev, What aims? V\\ not conceal it — ^'twas Stukely 
that accused you. 

Lew. To nd him of an enemy — Perhaps of two — He 
fears discovery, and frames a tale of falsehood, to 
ground revenge and murder on. 

Bev, I must have proof of this. 

Lew. Wait till to-morrow then. 

Bev. I will. 

JLew. Good night — I go to serve yon ^Foi^t what's 

past, as I do ; and cheer your family with smiles — To- 
morrow may confirm them, and make all happv. [£rtt. 

Bev. [^Pausing] How vile and how absura ia man ! 
His boas^ honour is but another name for pride* which 
easier bears the conscionsness of guilt, than the world's 
just reproofs! Bnt 'tis the fashion of the times; and in 
defence of falsehood and false honour, men die martvni. 
I knew not that my natnre was so bad. [Stands mutMg. 

Enter Bates ofu^ Jarvis. 
Jar. Thia way the noise was; and yonder'smj poor 
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Bates. I heard him at high words with Lewson.--^ 

Jar, I heard him too. Misfortunes vex him. 

Bates. Gro to him, and lead him home. — Hi not be 
seen by him. [Exit. 

Bev. [Startwg] What fellow's that? ISeeing Jarvisl 
Art IhoQ a muroerer, friend? Gome, lead the way — 1 
hare a hand as mischievous as thine ; a heart as des- 
perate too— ^arvis ! to bed, old man— the cold will 
chill thee. 

Jar. Why are jou wandering at this late hour t Your 
sword drawn too? For heaven's sake sheath it, sir— 
the sight distracts me. 

Bev. Whose voice was that? [Wildly. 

Jar. Twas mine, sir : Let me entreat yon to give the 
sword to roe. 

Bev. Ay, take it^-qniokly take it — ^Perhaps I am not 
so.cursed, but heaven may have sent thee at this moment 
to snatch me from perdition. 

Jqr, Then t am blessed. 

Bev. Continue so, and leave me— my sorrows are 
contagious. No one is bless'd that's near me. 

Jar. I oame to seek you, sir. 

Bev. And now thou hast found me, leave me— My 
thoughts are wild, and will not be disturbed. 

Jar. Such thoughts are best disturbed. 

Bev. Who sent thee hither? 

Jar. My weeping mistress. — Alas, sir, forget your 
griefs, and let me 1^ you to her ! The streets are dan- 
gerous. 

Bev. Be wise, and leave me then. The night's black 
horrors are suited to my thoughts — ^Tliese stones shall 
be my resting-place. [Throws himself on the Ground] 
Here shall my soul brood o'er its miseries: till, with 
the fiends of hell and guilty of the earth, 1 start and 
tremble at the morning^s light. 

Jar, Let patience, not despair, possess you— Rise, I 
beseech you — ^There's not a moment of your absence 
that my poor mistress does not mourn for. ^ 

Bev. nave 1 undone her. and is she still so kind ? 
[^Starting up] It ia too much — ^My brain can't hold it. 
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—Oh, Jarvit* bow desperate is that wretch's state, 
which only death or madness can relieve! 

Jar, Appease his mind, good heaven, and give him 
resignation ! Alas, sir, coald beings in the other world 
perceive the events of this, how would vonr parents' 
olessed spirits grieve for you, even in neaven! — ^Let 
me conjure yon, by their honoured memories — by the 
sweet innocence of vour yet helpless child, and by the 
ceaseless sorrows of my poor mistress, to rouse your 
manhood and struggle with these griefs ! 

Bev.. Thou virtuous, good, old man ! Thy tears and 
thy entreaties have reached my heart, through all its 
mi6«ries. 

Jar, Be but resigned, sir, and happiness may yet be 
yours. Hark ! I bear voices — Come this way : we may 
reach home unnoticed. 

Bev. Unnoticed didst thou say? Alas! I dread no 
looks but of those wretches I have made at home. Oh, 
had I listened to thy honest warnings, no earthly bless* 
ing had been wanting to me ; but I nave warred against 
tbe power that blest me, and now am sentenced to the 
hell i merit. [Exeunt, 

SCBNE III. Stuksi.t'8 Lodgwg$, i 
Enter Stukely and Dawson. 

Stuke. Come bither, fjbwson ; mv limbs are on the 
rack, and my soul shiverflfe me, till this night's busi- 
ness be complete. — Tell me thy thoughts; is Bales 
determined, or does he waver? 

Daw. At first he seemed irresolute! — wished tlie 
employment had been mine; and muttsrM curses on 
his coward hand, that trembled at the deed. 

Stuke. And did he leave you so? ' /' 

DatD, No; we walked together, and, sheltered by 
the darkness, sair Beverley and Lewson in warm 
debate; but soon they cooled, and then I left them to 
hasten hither;^ but not till 'twas resolved Ijewson 
should die. 

Stuke, Tfaty words have given me life.— That quarrel 
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too was fo)rtanate ; for, if my hopes deceive me not, it 
promises a grave to Beverley. 

Daw. YovL misconceive me — Lewson and he were 
friends. 

Stuke, Bat my prolific brain shall make them enemies. 
If Lewson falls be falls by Beverley — Ask me no qoes- 
tion, but do as I direct This writ [Takes out a Pocket- 
book] for some days past I have treasured here, till a 
convenient time called for its ose — ^That time is come; 
take it, and give it to an officer — It must be served 
this instant. [Gioet a Paper. 

Daw, On Beverley? 

Stuke. Look at it. — ^It is for the sums that I have lent 
him. 

Daw. Mast he to prison then? 

Stuke. I ask obeclience, not replies. This night a 
gaol must be his lodging. Tis probable he's not gone 
home yet. — Wait at nis door, and see it executed. 

Daw. Upon a beg^ ! — He has no means of payment. 

Stuke. Dull ana insensible! — If Lewson aies, who 
was it killed him? Why, he that was seen quarrelling 
with hun: and I, that knew of Beverley s intents, 
arrested him in friendship — A. little late, perhaps ; but 
'twas a virtuous act, and men will thank me for it. 
Now, sir, von understand me ? 

Daw. Afost perfectly ; and will about it* 

Stuke, Haste, then; and when 'tis done, comeback 
and tell me. 

Daw. Till then, farewell. [Exit. 

Stuke. Now tell thy tale, fond wife ! And, Lewson, if 
again thou canst insult me ! 

Not avarice now, but vengeance, fires my breast; 

And oke short boar must make me cars'd or bless'd. 

[Exit. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE I. Stukely's Lodgingi. 
Enter Stukelt, Bates, and Dawson. 

Bates. Poor Lewson! — Bot I told you enoagh last 
night The thought of him is horrible to me. 

Stuke, in the street did yoa say? aod no one near^ 
him ? 

Bates. By his own door; he was leading me to his 
house. I pretended business with him, and stabbed 
him to the nearly while he was reaching at the bell. 

Stuke, And did he fiill so suddenly? 

Bates. T^ repetition pleases you, I see — ^I told joa 
he fell without a groan. 

Stuke. What heard you of him this morning ? 

Bates. That the watch found him in their rounds, 
and alarmed the servants. I minfj^ed with the crowd. 
just now, and saw him dead in his own house. — ^The 
sight ternfied me. 

Stuke, Awav with terrors, till his ghost rise and 
accuse us* We have no livins^ enemy to fear anlesa 
tis Beverley; and him we have lodged safe in prison. 
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Batei. Must he be murdered tooi 

Stuke* No; I hare a soheme to make the law his 
murderer. At what hour did Lewson fait? 

Batet. The clock struck twelve us I turned to leave 
him— Twas a melancholjr bell, I thought, riuging for 
his death. , 

Stuke. The time was luckj for us— Beverley was 
arrested at one, you say? [To Dcnosoh: 

Daw. pxaoUy. 

Stulee. Good. WeM) talk of this presently. The 
women were with him, I think? 

Daw. And old Jarvis. 1 would have told you of 
them last night, but your thoughts were too busy. — 
Tis well you have a heart of stone; the tale would 
melt it else. 

Stuke. Out with it then. 

Daw* I traced him to his lodgings; and pretending 
pity for his misfortunes, kept the door open while the 
officers seized him. 'Twas a daraoed deed! — but no 
matter — I followed my instructions. 

Stuke. And what said he? 

Daw. He upbraided me with treachery, called you a 
villain, acknowledged the sums you had lent him, and 
submitted to his fortune. 

Stuke* And the women- 
Dow. For a few minutes astonishment kept them 
silent. .They looked wildly at one another, while the 
tears streamed down their cheeks. But rage and fur^ 
soon gave them words; and then, in the very bitterness 
of despair, they cursed me, and the monster that had 
emploved me. 

Stuke. And you bore it with philosophy ? 

Daw. 'nil the scene changed, and then I melted. I 
ordered the officers to take away their prisoner. The 
women shrieked, and would have followed him ; but 
we forbade them. Twas then they fell upon their 
knees, the wife fainted, the sister raving, and both, 
with all the eloquence of misery, endeavouring to soften 
OS. I never felt compassion till that moment ; and, bad 
the officers been moved like me, we had left the biisi- 
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ness undone, and fled with corses on oowelves. But 
their hearU were steeled by costom. The sighs of 
beauty,, and the pangs of affection, were beneath their 
pity. They tore him from their arms, and lodged him 
in prison, with only Jarris to comfort him. 

&uke. There let him lie, till we have further business 
with him— But how to proceed will require time and 
thought.— Come along with me; the room within is 
fitted for privacy — But no compassion, sir. [To Daxo- 
,on]— We want leisure for't— This way. [firciint. 

SCENE II. Beverley's Ladings. 
Enter Mes. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Mrs. B. No news of Lewson yet? 

Char. None. He went out early, and knows not 
what has happened. 

Mrs. B. The clock strikes eight— Fll wait no 
longer. Oh, what a night was last nieht! T would 
not pass another such to purchase worlds by it — Mj 
poor Beverley too! What must he have fell?-— Th© 
very thought distracts me!— To have him torn at mid- 
night from me ! A loathsome prison his habitation ! A. 
cold, damp room his lodging! The bleak winds, per- 
haps, blowing upon his pillow! No fond wife to lall 
him to his resl!^ and no reflections but to wound and 
tear himi-^'Tis too horrible!— I wanted love for him, 
or they had not forced him from me.— They should 
have parted soul and body firstr-I was too tame. 

jC/utr. You must not talk so. — All that we could we 
did ; and Jarvis did the restr— The faitliful creature will 
give him comfort. See where he comes ! His looks are 
cheerful too ! 

Enter Jarvis. 

Mr8.B. Are tears then cheerful! Alas, he weeps! 
Speak to him, Charlotte. 

Char. How does your master, Jarvis? 

Jar. I am old and foolish, madam ; and tears will 
coine before my words — But don't you weep; [To Mrs, 
Beveriev] 1 have a tale of joy for yon. 

Mrs, IB.. Say but he's well, and I have joy enough. 
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Soir* All sluJl be well— I hare news for him, that will 
make his poor heart bound again — Fie apou old age! 
— ^Uow childish it makes me! — I have a (ale of joj for 
7oa» and my tears drown it. 

Jtfrs. B. What is it, Jarvis? 

3 or, Yoor nncle, madam, died yesterday. 

Afrt. B. My nncle! — Oh, heavens! 

Char, How heard yon of his death? 

Jar. His steward oame express, madam — I met him 
in the street, inquiring for yoar lodgings— I should 
not rejoice, perhaps — but he was old, and my poor 
master a prisoner— Now he shall lire again— On, 'tis a 
bra?e fortune ! and 'twas death to me to see him a pri- 
soner. 

Char, How did he pass the night, Jarvis? 

/or. Like a man dreaming of death and horrors— 
When thcT led lum to his cell, he flung himself upon 
a wretched bed, and lay speechless tilfday-break. I 
spoke to him, but be woula not hear me ; and when I 
psrsisted, he raised his hand at me, and knit his brow 
so— I thought he would have struck me. 1 bid him be 
of comfort — ^fie gone, old wretch, says he — My wife! 
my child! my sister ! I have undone them all, and will 
know no comfort! Then, falling upon his knees, he 
imprecated curses upon himself. 

Mrs. B. This is too horrible ! But we hare staid too 
long. Let us haste to comfort him, or die with him. 

SCBNB III. A Prison. 
Bevsrlby u ditcxncrtd nlOmg* 
Bev. Why there's an end then ; I haye judged deli- 
berately, and the result is death! How the self-mur- 
derer's account may stand I know not. But this I know 
— ^the load of hateful life oppresses me too mucli — Tlie 
horrors of my soul are more than t can bear— [O^^s 
to kneeC] Father of mercy ! — ^I cannot pray — Despur 
has laid nis iron hand upon me, and sealed me for per- 
dition— Ckmsdence ! conscience! thy clamours are too 
load! -^Here's that shall silence thee. ITaket a Viai 
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out of hit Pocket, and looks at it] Thou art most fnendl ▼ 
to too miserable. Come theo, thou cordial for sick 
minds— Come to my heart [Drinlci] Oh> that the grave 
would burj memorjr as well as bodjr ! Por if tlie aool 
sees and feels the safierioKS of those dear ones it leaves 
behind, the Everlasting nas no vengeaqoe to torment 
it deeper — I'll think no more on't — Reflection eomes 
too late— Once there was a time for't — bat now 'tis 
past ^Wbo's there? 

Enter Jar VIS. 

Jar. One that hoped to see yoo with better looks-— 
"Whj do joa turn so from me? i have brought comfort 
with me. And see who comes to give it welcome ! 

Bev. fdy wife and sister! Whj tis but one | 
more then, and &rowell, world! 

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Mrs. B, Where is he? [Runt and embrace* him] Oh, 
I have him ! I have him ! And now they shall never part 
US more — i have news, love, to Inake you happy for 

ever Alas, be hears as not! — —Speak to me, love. 

I have no heart to see vou thus. 

Bev. This is a sad place! 

Mrs. B. We come to take you from it— to tell yoa 
the world goes well again — tliat, Providence has seen 
our sorrows, and sent the means to help them — Your 
node died yesterday. 

Bev. My uncle ! — No, do not say so ! — Oh, I am siok. 
at heart! 

Mrs. B. Indeed !-^I meant to bring yoa comfort 

Bev. Tell me he lives then<-lf you would bring me 
oomlbrt, tell me he lives! 

^rs, B. And if I did— I have no power to raise the 

dead He died vesterda;^. 

. Bev. And I am heir to him ? 

Jar, To his whole estate, sir But bear it patientlj 

—pray bear it palieotlv. 

Btv. Welly well — [Ptauin^] Why fame says I am 
rich then? 
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Mrs, B, And traly so — Why 4o you l(»ok ao wildly? 

Beo, Do I ? Tlie news was uaexpeoted. Bat has he 
left me all? 

Jar, All, all, sir — He ooald not leave it from yon. 

Bev. I am sorry for it. 

Mr%,B, Why are yoa distarbed so? 

Bev, Has death no terrors in it? 

Mrs. B. Not an old man's death. Yet, if it troables 
yoo, I wish him living;. 

Bev, And I, with all my heart. For 1 have a tale to 
tell shall tarn you into stone ; or, if the power of speech 
remain, you shall kneel down and curse me. 

Mrs,B, Alas! and why are #e to curse you?— FIl 
bless you for ever. 

Bev. No ; I have deserved no blessings. The world 
holds not sooh another wr«tch. All this large fortnne, 
this lecond bounty of heaven, that might have healed 
oor sorrows, and satisfied our utmost hopes, in a cursed 
hour I sold last night 

Mrt. B. Imposmble! 

Bev. That devil, Slukely. with all hell to aid him, 
templed me to the deed. To pav false debts of honour, 
and to redeem past errors, I sold the reversion— Sold 
it for a scanty sum, and lost it among villains. 



Char. Why, farewell all then! 
Bev. Liberty and life — C 



i life— Gome, kneel and curse me. 

Mrt,B. Then hear me, heaven! IKneeU] Look 
down with mercy on his sorrows ! Give softness to his 
looks, and quiet to his heart! Tkke from his memory 
the sense of what is past, and cure him of despair! On 
me, on me, if misery must be the lot of either, mul- 
tiply misfortunes! ill bear them patiently, so he is 
happy ! These hands shall toil for his support! These 
ayes be lifted up for hourly blessings on him! And 
everv duty of a rond and faithful wife be doubly done, 
to cheer and comfort him! — $o hear me!— So reward , 
me! {Rises. 

Bev. I would kneel too, but that oflTended heaven 
would turn my nrayers into curses. For 1 have dune 
a deed to make jife horrible to you— 
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Mrs, B.WhtA deed? 

Jar, Ask hira no questions, madam — This last mis- 
fortane has hart his bnun. A litUe time will pre him 
patience. 

Enter Sttjkely. 

Bev. Why is this TiUain here! 

Stuke. To ffive you liberty and safety. There, 
maBaro, is bismseharge. [Giving a Paper to Mrs. Bever- 
Uy] The arrest last night was meant in friendship, but 
oame too late. 

Char. What mean yon, sir? 

Stuk£, The arrest was too late, I say ; I would hare 
fc^t his hands from blood, but was too late. 

Mrs.B. His hands from blood! — whose blood? 

Sinke, Prom Lewson's blood. 

Ch€ar, No, villain! Yet what of Lewson? Speak 



Von are ignorant then! I thought I heard 
the murderer at confession. 

Oiar. What murderer? — And who is murdered? 
Not Lewson ? — Say he lives, and I'll kneel and worship 
you. 

Stuhe, Id pity, so I would ; but that the tongues of 
all cry murder. 1 oame in pity, not in malice, to save 
the brother, not kill the sister. Your Lewson's dead. 

Ckar. Oh, horrible! 

Ben, Silence, I charge you — Proceed, sir. 

Stuke. No ; justice may stop the tale — and here's an 
evidenee. 

Enter Bates. 

Bates. The news, I see, has reached you. But take 
comfort, madam. \To Chartette'] There's one without 
inquiring for^ou. — Cro to him, and lose no time. 

Char. O misery! misery! [Ertt. 

Jlfrs.fi. Follow her, Jarvis. If it be true that Liew- 
sofl's dead, her grief may kill her. 

Bates. Jarvig must stay here, madam. I have some 
questions for him. 

Stuke. Rather let him fly. His evidenoe may crush 
his master. 
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Bee. Wbj aj ; this looks like maDaffement. 

Bates, He found yon quftxrelling wiu Lewson in the 
streets last night. [To Beverley. 

Mrs. B. No ; I am sure he did not 

Jar, Or if I did 

Mrs, B. Tis false, old man— Thejr had no qnarrel; 
there was no oaose for quarrel. 

Bev, Let him proceed^ I saj — Oh! I am sick! sick ! 
— Reach a chair. [He sks down. 

Mrs, B. if LewBon's dead^ yon killed nim not. 

EHter Dawson. 
Siuke. Who sent for Dawson? 
Bates. Twas 1 — We hare a witness too yon little 
think of— without there! 
Stuhe. What witoess.' 
Bates. A right one. Look at Mm. 

Enter Lbwson and Chaslottb. 
Stuke. Lewson! O villains! villains! 



J7> Bates and Dawson. 
\ 



Mrs. B. Risen from the dead! Why, this is unex- 
pected happiness! 

Char. 6r is it his ghost? [To Stukely] That sight 
would please you, sir* 

Jar. What riddle's this? 

Bev. Be quick and tell it— My minutes are but Jew. 

Jlfrs.B. Alas! why so? Yon shall live long and 
happily. 

Xew. While shame and punishment shall rack that 
viper! [Pointing to Stukehn The tale is short — I was 
too busy in his secrets, and therefore doomed to die. 
Bates, to prevent the murder, undertook it-^I kept 
aloof to give it credit. 

Char. And gave me pangs unutterable. 

Lew. I felt Uiem all, andwould have told you-T-But 
▼engeanoe wanted ripening. The villain's scheme was 
but half executed. The arrest by Dawson followed 
the supposed murder — And now, depending on his 
once wicked associates, he comes to fix the guilt on 
Beverley. • 
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Bates. Dawson and I are witnesses of this. 

Lew. And of a thonsand fraods. His fortune ruined 
by sbarpers and false dice ; and Stukel j sole contriyer 
and possessor of all. 

Daw. Had he bat stopped on this side niarder» we 
had been Tillains still. . 

Leio. How does mjr friend? {To Beverley. 

Bev. Whr, well. Who's he that asks me? 

Mn, B. n[is Lewson, love — Why do yoa look so at 
him? 

Bev. They told me he was mardered. [Wildiy, 

Mrt. B. At; bot be lives to s%Te us. 

Bev. Lenffme ;|roar hand — The room turns ronnd. 

Lew. This villain here disturbs him. Remove him 
from bis sirht — ^And, for ^oar lives, see that you guard 
him. [Stukely is taken off by Dawson and Bates'] How 
is il, sir ? 

Bev, Tis here — and here. [Pointing to his Head and 
Hean] And now it tears me. 

Mrs. B. You feel convulsed loo— —What is't dis- 
turbs you? 

Bev. A furnace rages in this heart Down, restless 

flames! [LayinghisHand on his Heart] Down to your 

native hell -There you shall tack me— Ob ! for a 

pause from pain ! — Wliere's my wife ?— Can you forgive 
me, love? 

Mrs.B. Alas! for what? 

Bev. For meanly dying. 

Mrs. B. No — do not say it. 

Bev. As truly as my soul must answer It Had 

Jarvis staid this morning all had been well. But, 
pressed by shame — oent in a prison — tormented with 
my pangs for you-— oriven to despair and madness — I 
took the advantage of his absence, corrupted tlie poor 
wretch he left to guard me, and — swallowed poison. 

Lew. Oh, fauldeed! 

Char. Dreadful and cruel ! 



Bev. Ay, most accursed — And now I go to my 
accoank Bend me, and let me kneel. [iSieeU] Vti 
pray for you too. Thou power that madest me, hear 
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me! If for a life of fraillj, and this too haaiy deed of 
death, thy josUce dooms me, here 1 aoqoit the sentence; 
bat if, enthroned in mercy where thoa sittest, thy pity 
has beheld me, send me a f^leam of hope, that in these 
last and bitter moments my sonl may taste of comfort! 
and for these moomers here, oh! let their lives be 
peaoefal, and their deaths happy ! 

irkey Itfi him to the Chair, 
^ Mrs. B. Restore him, heaven ! Oh, save him 1 save 
him ! or let me die too. 

Bev. No; live, I charge yon. — We have a little one. 
— ^Thoogb I have left him, yon will not leave him. — 
To Lewson's kindness I bequeath him. — Is not this 
Charlotte? — We have lived in love, thon^^h I have 
wronged yon. — Can you forgive me Charlotte? 

Cluir. Forgive you! Oh, my poor brother! 

Bev, Oh ! for a few short 'moments to tell yon how 
my heart bleeds for you — ^Tfaat even now, thus dying 
as I am, dubious and fearful of hereafter, my bosom- 
pang is for your miseries ! Support her, heaven!— And 
now I go— -Oh^ mercy! mercy! [Pies. 

Lew. How IS it, madam ? 

Char, Her grief is speechless. 

Lew, Remove her from this siji^ht — ]ead and support 
ber — Some ministering angel bring her peace ! [Cnar- 
lotte leads her off} And thou, poor, breathless corpse, 
may thy departed soul have found the rest it prayed 
for! Save but one error, and this last fatal deed, thy 
life was lovely. Let frailer minds take warning ; and 
from example learn, that want of prudence is want of 
yirtue. \ExiU 



EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND, 
AND SPOKEN BY MRS. PRITCHARD. 

On ey*rY nmester in th' Arabian nation, 
Tis said Uat Mahomet denoano'd damnation : 
Birt in return, for wicked cards and dice, ^ 

He gave tbem blaok-ejed girU in paradise. 
Should he thus preach, goml ooantrjmen, to you. 
His converts would, I war, be mighty few. 
So much jour hearts are set on sordid gain. 
The brightest eyes around jon shine in vain. 
Should the most heav'niy beauty bid yon take ber. 

You'd ratlier hold two Aces and a Maker, 

By your example, our poor sex drawn in, 

Is guilty of the same unnat'ral sin ; 

The study now of ev'ry girl of parts. 

Is how to win your money, not your hearts. 

O! in what sweet, what ravishing delights. 

Our beaux and belles tdgether pass their nights ! 

By ardent perturbations Kept awake, 

Bach views with longing eves the others — stake. 

The smiles and graces are from Britain flown, '1 

Our Gupid is an errant sharper grown, ! 

And Fortune sits on Gytherea's throne. J 

In all these thinly though women may be blam'd. 

Sure men, the wiser men, should be asham'd ! 

And 'tis a horrid scandal, I declare, 

That four strange queens should rival all the fair j 

Four jilts with neither beauty, wit, nor parts, 

O shame ! have got possession of their hearts : 

And those bold slnts^ for all their queenly pride, 

Have play'd loose tncks, or else they're much belied. 

Cards were at first for benefits design'd. 

Sent to amuse, and not enslave the mind. 

From good to bad how easy the transition! 

For what was pleasure onoe, is now perdition. 

Fair ladies then these wicked gamesters shun. 

Whoever weds one, is you see undone. 
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THE GRECIAN DAUGHTER 

Was prodoced at Drary Lane in 177IK. Mr. 

Marphy is said to have first caught the idea of 

writing this trtigedy from a picture of what is 

usoally styled the << Roman Charity/' where a 

sentinel bursts into tears on beholding a daughter, 

while 

" Tbe milk designed 
For her own oflbpring, on a parent's lip, 
AUnys tbe parching fever." 

The circumstance on which the play is founded 
is taken from Valerius Maximus' De JHetate in 
Poren^es.— Quo non penetrat, &c. lib. 5. cap. iy. 

A cotemporary critic says, *< The language of* 
this play is harmonious and elegant; the chief 
characters are well drawn and sustained; the sen- 
timents are noble and virtuous, and the moral is 
poetically just.'* 



PROLOGUE. 

Hip! mono! music! — Hare joa more to play? 
Somewhat Fd offisr — stop yoar oatgat, pray. 
Will yea pejinit, and not pronoanoe me rnde, 
A bookaelier one moment to intnide? 
My name is Foolscap: — all my troobles past, 
Fortone hath giren me a rare helping cast. 
To all.mT toils a wife hath pat a stop : 
A devil nrst ; but now I keep a shop. 
My master died, poor man ! he's out of print! 
His widow, she had eyes, and took my hint 
A prey to grief she conld not bear to be. 
And so tarn'd over a new leaf with me. 

I drive a trade ; have authors in my pay ; 
Men of all work, per week, per sheet, per day. 
Trav*Uert, who not one foreign oonntry know ', 
And patt^ralpoetSt in the soand of Bow. 
Tratulatort from the Greek they never read ; 
Ctmtabi and Sophs, in Govent-garden bred : 
Historians, who can't write; who only take 
Scissars and paste ; cat, vamp ; a book they make. 

I've treated for this play^ ; can bay it too, 
If I conld learn what yon intend to do. 
If for nine nights you'll bear this tragic stuff; 
I have a newspaper, and there can puff. 

A newspaper does wonders ! none can be 
In debt, in love, dependant, or quite free. 
Ugly or handsome, well, or ill in bed, • 
Single or married, or alive or dead. 
But we give life, death, virtoe, vice, with ease; 
In short, a newspaper does what we please. 
There jealoos authors at each other bark ; "^ 

Till truth leaves not one glimpse, no, not one spark ; > 
Bat lies meet lies, and jostle in the dark. 3 

Oar bard within nas often felt the dart 
S«nt from uar qoiver, levell'd at his heart 
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IVe preM*d him, ere he plays this desp'rmte game, 

To aoswer ail, and Tindicate his name. 

But he, convine'd that all bnt troth most die, ( 

Leaves to its own mortality the Jie^ 

Woald any know, whfle parties'fight pell-mell. 

How he employs his pen P— his play will tell. 

To that he trusts; that he submits to yoa» 

Aim'd a| your lend*rest feelings, moral* new. ^ 

The scenes, he hopeSi will draw the heartrfelt tear; 

Scenes that come liome to evVy bosom here. 

If this will do, lUI run and bny it straight; *) 

SUy ; let me see ; I think Td better wait : S 

Yes, ril lie snog, tUl you hare fix'd ito Ikte. > 
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ACT THE FIRST. 




SCENB I. 
Enter MELAMTttoN mtd Philotas. 

Mel. Yeis * moment; betr, PhiloUs, lietr me. 

Phil, No more; it most not be. 

Mel. Obdorateman; 
Thos wiU tboa spurn me, when a king dialma'd, 
A good, a virtooiM, Teiierabie king^ 
The father of his people, frem a throne, 
Which long with evVj Tirtoe he adoru'd, 
Tom bj a roffian, by a tyrant's hand. 
Groans in oaptiTitY? In his own palaoe 
Lives a sequestered prisoner? Ohf Phik»tas, 
If thoa hast not renoonc'd hamanitj, 
liOt me behold my sovereign ; onoe again 
Admit me to his prasenee ; let. me see 
My royal master. 

FhiL Urge thy suit no forther; 
Thy words are fruitless ; Dionysins' orders 
Forbid access ; he is oar sovereign now ; 
Tim hvi to give the law, mine to obey. 
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Mel Tboa canst not mean it : bit to giro the law ! 
Detested spoiler! — his! a vile nsorper! 
Hare we forgot the elder Dion vsias, 
SnmamM the Tjrrant? To Sicilians throne 
The monster waded throagh whole seas of blood. 
Sore groan'd the land beneath his iron rod. 
Till roQs'd at length Erander came from Greece, 
Like freedom*8 genius came, and sent the trrant, 
Stript of the crown, and to his humble rank 
Onoe more redno'd, to roam; for vile subsistenoe, 
A wand'ring sophist through the realms of Greece. 

Phil. Wnate*er bis right, to him in Syracuse 
All bend the knee ; his Uie supreme (iominion. 
And death and torment wait his sovereign nod. 

Met. But soon that pow'r shall cease: behold his 
walls 
Now close encircled bj the Grecian bands; 
Timoleon leads them on ; indiniant Corinth 
Sends her aveuger forth, arraj*d in terror. 
To harl ambition from a throne nsurp'd^ 
And bid all Sicil j resume her rights. 

Phil. Thou wert a statesman once, Melanthon; now 
Grown^dim with age, thj ejre penrades no more 
The deeb-laid schemes which Dionjsins plans. 
Know then a fleet from Carthage even now 
Stoma the rough billow : and, e'er yonder sun. 
That now declining seeks the western wave. 
Shall to the shades of ni^ht resign the world, 
Thou'lt see the Pnnic sails in yonder bay, 
Whose waters wash the walls of Syracuse. 

Mel. Art thou a stranger to Timoleon's name? 
Intent to plan, and oircutaispect to see 
All possible events, he rushes on 
Resistless in his course! Voor boasted master 
Scarce stands at bay ; each hour the strong^ blockade 
Hems him in closer, and ere long thou'lt view 
Oppression's iron rod to fragments sfaiTer'd 1 
Tne good Bvander the n . 

PhU. Ahu, Bvaadei* 
Will ne'er behold.the golden time yoa look for I 
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MtL Howl not behold it! Stj, Philotas, speak ; 
Has the fell tjnint, have his felon marderers — ^ 

PhiL As yet, mj friend, Byander lives. 

Mel, And vet 
Thy dark, half-hinted purpose— 4ead me to him ; 
If thon hast mnrder*d him-^— - 

PhiL By heay'n, he lives. 

MeL Then bless me with one tender interriew. 
Thrioe has the san rone down since last these.eves 
Have seen the good old king ; sar, why is this r 
Wherefore debarred his presencef Thee, Philotas, 
The troops obey, that guard the royal prisoner ; 
Each avenne to thee is open; thon 
Canst grant admittance ; let me, let me see him. 

PhiL Bntreat no more ; the soul of Dionysins 
Is ever wakefol; rent with all the pangs 
That wait on oonsoions gnilt. 

MeL Bat when don night^^- 

PhiL Alas ! it cannot be : bat mark my words. 
Let Greece urge on her general assault. 
Dispatch some friend, who may o*erleap the walls, 
And tell Timoleon, the good old Evander 
Has KtM three days, by Dionysins* order. 
Looked up from erVy sustenance of natnre, ^ 
And life, now wearied out, almost expires. 

MeL If anf spark of virtue 'dwells within thee. 
Lead me, Philotas, lead me to his prison. 

Phil. The tyrant's jealous care hath mov'd him thence. 

MeL Ha! mov*d him, say'st thon? 

Phil. At the midnight hour. 
Silent convey'd him up the steep ascent, 
To where the elder Dionysins form'd. 
On the sharp summit of the pointed rock. 
Which overnangs the deep, a dungeon drear; 
Cell within cell, a labyrinth of horror. 
Deep cavemM in the cliff, where many a wretch, 
Unseen by mortal eye, has groan'd in anguish, 
And died obscure, unpitied, and unknown. 

MeL Clandestine murderer! Yes, there's the ioene 
Of hoirid maisaora. Full oft I've walk'd. 
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When all Uungs lay in sleep and darkneta hosli'd. 
Yes, oft I've walk'd the lonely sullen beach, 
And beard the monrnfol soqnd of many a oorse 
Plang'd from the rook into the wave beneath, 
That mnrman on the shore. And means he.ihos 
To end a monarch's life? Ob! grant my prayV; 
My timely snooour may protect his days^ 
The guard is yours— 

Phil. Forbear; thou plead'st in vain ; 
And though 1 feel soft pity throbbing here, 
Though each emotion prompts the genfrous deed, 
I must not ^ield ; it^ere assured destruction. 
Farewell, dispsktoh a message to the Greeks; 
I'll to my station ; now thou know'st the worsts [£xtt. 

MeL Oh, lost fivander! Lost Euphrasia too! 
How will her gentle nature bear the shook 
Of a dear father, thus in ling'ring pangs 
A prey to lamina, like the veriest wretch 
Wliom the hard hand of misery hath grip'd ? 
In vain she'll rave with impotence of sorrow; 
Perhaps provoke her fiite : Greece anbs in vain ; 
AllVlost; Evander dies! 

EwtcrXJAHPRUs. 

Col. Where is the king? 
Our troops, that sallied to attack the foe. 
Retire disordered ; to the eastern gate . 
Xhe Greeks pursue ; Timoleon rides in blood ! 
Arm, arm, and meet their fury. 

MeL To the ciudel 
Direct thy footsteps; Dionysius there 
Marshals a chosen band. 

Cat, Do thou call forth 
Thy hardy veterans; haste, or all is lost! 

lExit. WmrUke Mutie. 

MeL New, ye just gods, now look propitious down ; 
Now give the Grecian sabre tenfold edse, 
Aud save a virtooos kingi itVarUke Mutie, 
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Enter Euphrasia. 

Euph, War oo, je heroM, 
Ye great asaertors of a monarch** cause ! 
Let the wild tempest rage. Melanthon, ha ! 
Didst tboa not hear tiie vast tremeodoos roar? 
Down tambling from its base the eastern tow'r 
Burst on the tyrant's ranks, and on the plain 
lies an extended ruin. 

MeL Still new horrors 
Increase each hour, and gather round car heads. 

Euph. The fl^lorioas tomull lifts mj tow'ring soul. 
Once more, A^lanthon, onoe again, mj father 
Shall mount Sicilians throne. 

Mel. Alas! that hour 
Would come with Joy to every honest heart; 
But no such hour in all the round of time, 
I fear, the fiites averse will e'er lead on. 

Eitpk. And still, Melanthon» still does pale despair 
Depress thy spirit? Lo! Timoleon comes/ 
Arm'd w^th the pow'r of Greece ; the brave, the just, 
God-like Timoleon ! ardent to redress. 
He guides the war, and gains upon his prey. 
A little interval shall set the victor 
Within our gates triumphant. 

Mel. Still mv fears 
Forebode for thee. Would thou faadst left this place. 
When hence, your htfsband, the brave Pbooion, fled. 
Fled with your infant son 1 

Euph, In duty fix'd. 
Here I remained, while mv brave gen'rous Phocion 
Fled with my child, and from his mother's arms 
Bore my sweet little one. Fqll well thou know'st 
The pangs I suffer'd in that trying moment. 
D^d I not weep? Did I not rave and shriek. 
And by. the roots tear my dishevell'd hair? 
Did I not follow to the sea-beat shore, 
Resolv'd with htm, and with my Uooaiing boy. 
To trust the winds and waves? 

Mel. The pious act, whate'er the fktes intftod. 
Shall merit heart-felt praiin. 
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Euj^h, Yes, Pbooion, so^ 
Go with my child, torn from this matron breast, 
This breast that still should yield iin nnrtare to bim, * 
Fly with ray infant to some happier shore. 
If be be safe, Boplirasia dies content. 
Tin that sad close of all, the task be mine 
To tend a father with delirhted care, 
To smooth the pillow of declining age, 
See him sink gradual into mere decay, 
On the last Yem of life watch every look. 
Explore each fond unutterable wish, 
Catch bis last breath, and close his eyes in peace. 

Mel. I would not add to thy afflictions; yet 
My heart miseiyes; Evander's fatal period 

Euph. Stilfis far off: the gods have sent relief 
And once again I shall behold him king. 

MeL Alas! those alitl^ring hopes but lend a ray 
To gild the clouds, that hover oVsr your head, 
Soon to rain sorrow down, and plunge yon deeper 
In black despair. 

Euph, The spirit-stirring virtue, 
That glows within me, ne'er shall know despair. 
No, I will trust the gods. Desponding man ! 
Hast thou not heard with what resistless ardour 
Timoleon drives the tumult of the war? 
Hast thou not heard him thundering at our gates? 
The tyrant's pent up in his last retreat; 
Anon thou'lt see his battlements in dust. 
His walls, his ramparts, and his tow'rs in ruin ; 
Destruction pouring in on ev'ry side, 
Pride and oppression at their utmost need, 
And nought to save him in his hopeless hour. 

[Ajiowrish rf Trumpett. 

MeL Ha! the fell tyrant comes — Beguile his rmge. 
And o'er your sorrows cast a dawn of glAdness. 

Enter Dionysivs, Calippus, Officert, 4«. 
Dion. The vain presumptuous Greek! his hopes of 
conquesCy 
Uke a gay dream, an vanish'd into air. 
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Proudly elata, and fluf(h*d with easy triamph 
0*er valffar warriors, to the gates of Syracuse 
He nrg'd the war, till Dionysins' arm 
liet slaughter loose, and taught his dutard train 
To seek their safety by inglorious flight. 

Euph. O Dionyaius, if distraetin^ fears 
Alarm this throbbing bosom, you will |>ardon 
A frail and tender sex. Till the fury 
Of war subside, the wild, the horrid interval 
In safety let me sooth to dear delight 
In a lov'd father's presence: from nis sight. 
For three long days, with specious feigned excuse 
Your guards debari^d me. Oh ! while yet he liTet, 
Indulge a daughter's love^ worn out with age 
Soon must he seal his eyes in endless night, . 
And with his converse oharm my ear no more. 

Dion, Afflicted fair. 
Thy cQuch invites thee. When the tumult's o'er, 
Thon'lt see Evauder with redoubled joy.: 
Though now unequal to the cares of empire 
His age sequester him, yet honours high 
Shall gild the ev'niug of his various day. 
Perdiocas, e'er the morn's revolving light 
Unveil the face of things, do thou dispatch 
A well-oar'd galley to Hamilcar's fleet; 
At the north point of yonder promontory 
Let some selected officer instruct him 
To moor his ships, and issue on the land. 
Then may Tirauleon tremble : veng^tnce then 
Shall overwhelm his camp, pursue liis bands 
With fatal havoc to the ocean's margin, 
And cast their limbs to glut the vulture's famine 
la mangled heaps upon the naked shore. [£nt. 

Euph, What do 1 hear? Melanthon, can it be? 
If Carthage comes, if her perfidious sons 
List in his cause, the dawn of freedom's gone. 

MeL Woe, bitt'rest woe impends; thoa wouldit not 
think — 

Euph, How?-^peak! unfolds 

MeL My tongue denies Its office. 
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Euph. How is my hJther? Smy, Melutlioii 

MeL He, 
I fear to shock thee with the tale of horror! 
Perhaps he dies this mooieiit. — Sinoe Timoleon 
First rorm*d his Hoes rovDd this belea^^r'd oitj. 
No natriment has tooeh'd Braoder's hps. 
In the deep oaTems of the roek imprisoii'd , 

He pines m bitterest want. 

Euph, Well, my heart. 
Well, do your ritu drops forset to flow? 

MeL JD^spair, alas! u all the sad resource 
Onr fida allows m now. 

Emph, Yet why despair? 
Is that the tribate to a father dee? 
Blood is his dae. 

Melanthon, eome ; my wrongs will lend me force ; 
The weakness of my sex is gone; this arm 
Feels tenfold strength : this arm shall do a deed 
For heaven and earUi, for men and gods to wonder mt! 
This arm shall vindicate a father's canse. lExeunt, 



ACT THE SBCONDk 




SCBNE I. A wild romantic Scene amidst over-hanging 
Rocks; a Cavern on one Side. 

Enter A;«ca«, with a Spear in his Hand. 
Arc, The gloom of night 8iU*faeavy on the world ; 
And o'er the solemn scene soch stillness reigns. 
As Hwere a pause of nature; on the beach 
No mnnn'ring billow breaks; the Grecian tents 
liie sonk in sleep ; no gleaming fires are seen ; 
All Syracuse is bosh'd : no slir abroad, 
Save ever and anon the dashing oar, * 
That beau the sullen wave, ^d, hark !— Was that 
The groah of anguish from Bvander's cell, 
Piercing the mi(might gloom ? — It is tlie sound 
Of bqsUing f>rows, that cleave the briny deep. 
Perhaps at this dead hour.Hamiloar's fleet 
Rides in the bay. 

Enter Puihor as, from the Cavern. 
PhiL What, ho ! brave Areas ! ho ! 
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Arc, Why Uiiit daert thy ooooh? 

Phil. MetlioQght the soand * 
or distant iiproar cbas'd affrighted sleep. 

Arc, At intervals the oar's resonnding stroke 
Comes echoing from the main* Save that report, 
A death-like siienoe through the wide expanse 
Broods o*er tiie dreary coasL 

Phil. Do thoQ retire. 
And seek repose; the duty of thy watch 
Is now perform'd ; I take thy post. 

Arc. How fares 
Your royal pris*ner? 

PhiC Areas, shall I own 
A secret weakness ? My heart inward melts 
To see that suffering yirtue. On the earth, 
The cold, damp earth, the royal victim lies; 
And while pale famine drinks his vital spirit. 
He welcomes death, and smiles himself to rest. 
Oh ! would I could relieve him ! Thou withdraw; 
Thy wearied nature claims repose^ and now 
The watcli is mine. 

Arc. May no alarm distbrb thee. [£jnf . 

PhiL Some ditead event is laboring into hirth. 
At dose of day the sullen sky held forth 
Unerring signaU. With disastrous glare 
The moon's full orbjrose crimson'd o'er with blood ; 
And, lo! athwart thegfoom a falling star 
Trails a long tract of fire !— What daring step 
Sounds on Ae flinty rocke Stand there; what, bo! 
Speak, ere thou dar'st advance. Unfold thy purpose : 
Who and what art thou ? 

Euph. [Behind the Scenoi} Thou need'st not fear. 
It is a friend approaches. 

Phil. Ha! what mean 
Those plaintive notes? 

Euph, Here is no ambush'd Greek, 
No warrior, to surprise thee on the watch. 
An humble suppliant comesr-Alasy my strength 
BThansted quite forsakes this weary Irame. 
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Phil, What Toioe Uiiu piercing: through the gleam 
of night — 
What art thou? what thj errand? qoioklj saj 
* What wretch, with what intent, at Uiir dread hoor— 
Wherefore alarm'st thoa thns oar peaoefol watob ? 

lExU, 
R^-enter Pbilotas, with Euphrasia. 

Baphraaia! 

Wlij, prinoest. that antioipale the dawn ? 

Stiif sleep and mienoe wrap the weary world; 

The stars in mid career nsQrp the pole ; 

The Grecian bands, tbf> winds, tlie waves are hosh*d ', 

All things are mate around us ; all but yon 

Best in obliTioas slumber from their cares. 

Euph. Yes, all ; all rest: the verj murd'rer sleeps; 
Guilt is at rest: I only wake to misery. 

Phil. How didst thou gain the summit of the rock ? 

Euph. Give me mj father ; here jou hold him fettered ; 
Oh I give him to me ; — If ever 
The touch of nature lhrobb*d within jour breast. 
Admit me to Evander ; in these caves 
I know he pines in want; let me oonvej 
Some charitable succour to a father. 

Phil. Alas! Euphrasia, would I dare comply. 

Euph. It will be virtue in thee. Thou, like me, 

Wert bo^n in Greece : — Oh ! by our common parent 

Nay, stay ; thou shalt not fly ; Philotas, stay ; 

You have a father too : think were his lot 

Hard as Evander*s, if by felon hands 

Chain'd to the earth, with slow consuming pangs 

He felt sharp want, and with an asking eye 

Implor'd relief, yet cruel men denyM it, 

Wouldst than not burst through adamantine gates, 

llirough walls and rocks to save him ? Think, Philotas, 

Of thy own aged sire, and pity mine. 

Think of the agonies a daughter feels. 

When thus a parent wants the common food. 

The bounteous hand of nature meant for all. 

Phil. Twere best withdraw thee, priuoess; thy 
asiistanoe 

B 
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Eraoder winU not; it is fraitless all ; 
Thjr tears, thy wild entreaties, are in vain. 

Euph, Ha !— thoa hast murder'd him ; he is no moris ;— r 
I nnderstand thee ;— batchers, joa have shed 
The predons drops of life ; yet, e'en in death, 
Let me'behold him ; let a daughter close 
With duteous band a father's beamless eyes; 
Print her last kisses on his hononr'd hand. 
And lay him decent in the shroud of death. 

Phil. Alas! this frantic grief can nought avail. 
Retire, and seek the couch of balmy sleep, 
In this dead hour, this season of repose. 

Euph. And dost thou then, inhuman that tboo art. 
Advise a wretch like me to know repose? 
This is my last abode : these caves, these rocks* 
Shall ring for ever with Enphrasia's wrongs; 
All Sicily shall hear me ; Tonder deep 
Sfaidl echo back an injnr'd daughter's cause ; 
Here will I dwell, and rave, and shriek, and give 
These scatter'd locks to all the passing winds ; 
Call on Bvander lost; and, pouring curses, 
And cruel gods^ and cruel stars invoking, 
Stand on the cliff in madness, and despair. 

Phil. Yet calm this violence; reflect, Euphnsxay 
With what severe enforcement Dionysius 
Exacts obedience to his dread command. 
If here thou'rt found ^ 

Euph. Here is Enpbrasia's mansion. 

IFaUt on the Ground. I 
Her fix'd eternal home ; — inhuman savages. 
Here stretch me with a father's murder'd eorae. i 

PhU. By heaven. 
My heart in pity bleeds. « 

Her vehemence of grief o'erpow'rs me quite. 
My honest heart condemns the barb'rons deed. 
And if I dare— j 

Euph. And if you dare ! — ^Is that 
The voice of manhood P Honest, if you dare! • ' 

'TIS the slave's virtue! 'tis the utmost limit - • 
Of the base coward's honour.— Not « wretch^ 
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There's not a Tillun, not a tool of pow'r,. 

Bat, fiience interest, extinfi^ish fear. 

And he mil prove benevolent to man. 

Hie gen'roos heart does more: will dare do all 

Hiat honour prompts. — How dost thoa dare to murder? 

Respect the g^ds, and know no other fear. 

Phil. No other fear assails this warlike breast. 
I pitj yoor misfortunes; yes, by hea^'n* 
My heart bleeds for jou. Gods ! TonVe loaoh'd my sonl ! 
The sen'roas impoise is not giv'n in vain. 
I feel thee, natnre> and I dare obey. 
Oh! thoa hast TOuquer'd.— Go, Euphrasia, go, 
Behold thy father. 

Yet mark my words ; if aught of nourishment 
Thou wouldst convey, my partners of the watch 
Will ne'er consent 

Euph. I will observe your orders : 
On anv terms, oh ! let me, let me see him, 

Pfut Yutt lamp will guide thee through the cavem'd 
way. 

Euph. My heart' runs o'er in thanks ; the pious act 
Timolpon shall reward ; the bounteous gods. 
And thy own virtue, shall reward the deed. 

[Goes into the Cave* 

Phil. Prevailing, powerful virtue !— Thou subduest 
Thq stubborn heart, and mould'st it to thy purpose. 
Would I could save them ! — But though^not for me 
The fflorious pow'r to shelter inuocenoe," 
Yet for a moment to assuage its woes, 
Is the best sympathy, the purest joy 
Nature intended for the heart of roan, 
When thus she gave the social genVous tear. lExit. 

SCENE II. The Inside of the Cavern, . 
Enter Arcas and EtJPHRASiA. 
Arc. No ; on my life I dare not. 
£upA. But a small, 
A wretched pittance ; one poor cordial drop. 
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To renovate exliaosled drooping age. 
1 aik no more. 

Arc, Not tlie smallest store 
Of soantj noorisbment most pass these ymun. 
Oor lires were forfeit else : a moment's partey 
Is all I grant ; in jonder cave he lies. 
Uwm. [Within the CeU] Oh, strngglmg nature I let 
thj conflict end. 
Oh! give me, pivemerest 
Euph. My father's voice ! 
It pierces here! it cleaves my very hewrl. 
I shall expire, and never see him more. 

Arc, Repose* thee, princess, here, IDrmot a {^oudi} 
here rest thj limbs. 
Till the returning blood shall lend thee firmness. 

Euph. The caves, the rocks, re-echo to his groans! 
And IS there no relief? 

Arc. All I can gmit ^ ,. . 

Yon shall command. I will unbar the dongeoiiy 
Unloose the chain that binds him to the rock. 
And leave your interview withool restraint. , „ 
anaioi j [Opens a CeU in the back Scene. 

Euph, Hold, hold, my heart! Oh! kjw ■ball I sustain 
The agoniaang scene? [Rtt«l I mast behold bun; 
Katnre that drives me on, will lend me force. 
Is that my father? 

Arc. Take your last farewell. 
His vigour seems not yet exhaasted quite. 
You must be brief, or ruin will ensue. ^L™*' 

JBwm. [Raiiing fcinwcjf] Oh ! when shall I get free ?— 
These fing'ring pangiH- 
Dispatch me, pitying gods, and save my chUd ! 
, burn. I bum J .l«! »» V« »' ^^ ^ .^ ^. 

A little air ; once more a breath ok air ; 
Alas! I faint; I die. 

Euph, Heart-piercing sight t 
Let me support you, sir. 

Evan, Oh! lend your arm. 
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Whoe'er thou art, I thank thee; that kind breeee 
Conies gently o'er my seoies-^ead me forward : 
And is uere left one charitable hand 
To reach its soooonra to a wretch like me? 

Euph, Well may'st thoa ask it. Oh» my breaking 
The hand of death is on him. [heart! 

Evan. Still a little, 
' A little onward to the air oondoet me ; 
Tis w^l ;— I thank thee ; thon art kind and good, 
Aird mnoh I wonder at this gen'rons pity. 

Euph. Do von not know me, sir? 

Evan, Metninks I know 
That voice: art thoa— alas! my eyes are dim! 
Bach object swims before me— No, in truth, 
I do not know thee. 



Eaph, Not vonr own Enphrasia? 
Evan* Art tnon my daognter? 



Euph. Ob, my honoar'd sire ! 

Evan. My daughter, my Buphrasia! oome to dose 
A Other's eyes ! Giy'n to my last embraoe ! 
Gods! do I hold her once again? Your meroiei 
Ace without number. IFalU on the Couch. 

1 would pour my praise ; 
But, oh. your ffoodness overcomes me quite! 
You read my heart ; you see what passes there. 

Euph, Alasi he fainto ; the gushing tide of transport 
Bears down each feeble sense: restore him, heav'tal 

Evan. All, my Buphrasia, all will soon be well. 
Pub but a moment, and this busy globe. 
Its thrones, its empires, and its bustling millions. 
Will seem a speok in the great void of space. 
Yet while I sUy, thou darling of my age ! 
Nay, dry those tears. 

Euph. I will, my father. 

Evan. Where, 
I fear to ask it, where is virtuous Phooion? 

Euph. Fled from the tyrant's pow'r. 

Evan. And left thee here 
Bxpos'd and helpless ? 
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Euph. He it all trotliand honour : 
He fled to save mj child. 

Evan. Mj youDff Bvaoder! 
Year boj is safe, Eaphrasia?-T-Oh, my heart! 
Alas! qoitegone; worn oat with misery ; 
Oh, weak, decay'd old man ! 

EiipA. Inhumao wretches! 
Will none relicTe his want? A drop of water ^ 
Mijriit^saTe his life ; and ew'n that's deny'd him. 

Efxm. These strong emokiona— Oh i that eager air*- 
It is too mooh— assist me ; bear me hence ; 
And la? me down in peace. 

Euph. His eyes are iix'd ! 
And those pale qoiir'rinff lips ! He clasps my hand : 
What, no assistance ! Monsters, will yon thos 
Let him expire in these weak feeble arms ? 

Enter Philotas. 
PhU. Those wild^ those piercing shrieks will give th' 

alarm.' 
Euph. Support him ; bear him hence; 'tis all 1 aak. 
JBodn. [As he is carried of] O death ! where art thou f 
JOeatb, thoa dread of ^ilt, 
Tboo wish of innocence, affliction's friend, 
Tir'd natore calls thee ; come, in mercy come, 
And Jaj me pillow'd in eternal rest 
My child where art thon? give roe; reach thy band^ 
Why dost thon weep?— My eyes are dry— Alas! 
Quite parch'd„ my lips — qtiite paroh'd, they cleave 
together. lExeunl. 

Re-enter AncvB. 
Are. The grey of morn breaks through yon easlen^ 
clouds. 
Twere time this interview should end : tlie hour 
Now warns Euphrasia hence: what man could dare* ' 
I have indulg'd-^Philota8!--ha! the cell 
heti void !— Bvander gone!^What may thia mfa^^ 
Philotas, speak! 
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Re-enter Philotas. 

PhiL Oh! Tile, detested lot, 
Here to obey the sava^ tyrant's will,- 
And marder.Tirtae, that can thus behold 
Its executioner, and smile apon him. 
That piteous sight! 

Arc. She most withdraw, Philotas; . 
Delay ondoes as both. The restless main 
Glows with the blush of day. The time requires, 
Without her further pause, or vain excuse, 
That she depart this moment. 

PhU. Areas, yes; 
My Toioe shall warn her of th' approaching danger.' 

_ [Exit. 

Arc, Would she had ne'er adventured to our guard. 
I dread th' event; and liark!^^tbe wind conveys * 
In clearer sound the uproar of the main. 
The fates prepare new havoc; on th' erent 
Depends the fate of empire. Wherefore thus 
Delays Euphrasia ?— Ha.! what means, Philotas, 
That sadden haste, that pale, disordered look? 

Re-entet Philotas. 

PhU, O ! ' I can hold no more ; at such a sight . 
Ev'n the hard heart of tyranny would melt 
To infant softness. Areas, go. behold 
The pious fraud of charity ancl love ; 
Behold that unexampled goodness; 
See the expedient sharp necessity has taught her; 
Thy heart will burn, will melt, will yearn to view 
A child like her. 

Arc. Hal— Say what mystery 
Wakes these emotions! 

PhiL Wonder-working virtue! 
The father fosterM at his dauffbter's breast! 
O, filial piety !— The milk designed 
Forher own offspring, on the oarent's lip 
Allays the parching lever. All her laws^ 
Inverted quite, great nature triumphs still. 

Arc* The tale anmansmy soul. 
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Phil. Ye iynnts hear it. 
And learn, that while |oar cmelty prepares 
Unheard of torlare, Tirtne oan keep paoe 
With TOUT worst efforts, and can try new ttodes 
To bia men grow enamoar'd of her oharms* 

Arc. Philotas, for Euphrasia, in her oaase 
I now can hazard all. Let ns preserre 
Her father for her. 

PhiL Oh ! her lovely daring 
TVanscends all praise. Br heaven lie shall not die. 

Arc, And jet we must be wary; I'll go forth, 
Afli first explore each arenue around 
Iiest the fix'd sentinel obstruct your purpose. [Exit. 

PhU» I thank thee. Areas ; we will act like men 
Who feel for others' woes — She leads him forth* 
And tremblingly supports his drooping age. 

Re-^Hter Bvphrasia and BrAMDBft. 

Evan* Bopbrasia, oh, my child! returning lifo 
Glows here about my heart. Conduct me forward ; 
At the last gasp preserv'd ! Ha! dawning light! 
Let me beholdf; in faith I see thee now; 
I do indeed : toe father sees his child. 

Euph, IhaTerelieT'dhiin— Oh! the Joy's too great; 
Tis speechless rapture! ' 

Evan* Blessings, blesstngs on thee! 

Euoh, My father still shall li?e. Alas! Philolaa, 
Coula I abandon that white, hoart head, 
That Tenerable form ? — ^Abuidon him 
'To perish here in misery and famine ? 

Phil. Thy tears, thou ndraole of goodness! 
Haye trinmph'd o'er me. TtJie him, take your Iktiier ; 
Convey him hence : I do release him to you.' 

Evan, What said PMIotas? Do 1 fondly .dream? 
Indeed my senses ate imeerieel ; yet 
Methought I heard him I^Oid he«ay leieaie me? 

PhiL Thou art my king, and now no m<Hremy pris'ner : 
Go with your dau^ter, with thai wondrous paUmrn 
Of filial piety to Jler times. 
Yes, princes^, lead him forth ; HI point tW path, 
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Whose sofk deeiWitT wUI gpoide yoar stepB 

To the deep vale, wnioh these oi'ei^hangiiig rocks 

Bnoompass roond. Yoa nny .convey him thenoe 

To 8ome«afe shelter* Yet a momeDt's paase; 

I miist conceal joar flight from ey'ry e^e. - 

Yes, I will saTOy or perish in their cause. [EnV. 

^iMifi. Whither, oh! whither shall Evander gof 
I'm at the goal of life; if in the race 
Honour has follow'd with no ling'rine step, 
Bat there sits smiling with her laurelrd wreath 
To orown my brow, there would I fain make halt. 
And not inglorious lay me doi^ to rest 

Eufik, And will you then refuse, when thus the gods 
Afford a refnffe to thee P 

Eoon. Oh! my child, 
There is no refuge for me. 

£iip/i. Pardon, sir : 
Bophrasia's care has forro'd a safe retreat; 
There may'st thou dwell ; it will not long be wanted. 
Soon shall Timoleon, with resistless force. 
Burst yon devoted walls. 

jGiMm. Timoleon! 

£tipA. Yes, 
The brave Ttmoleon, with the powV of Greece; 
Another day shall make the city his. 

Evan. Timoleon come to vindicate my rights!* 
Oh ! thon shalt reign in Sicily I mv child 
Shall ffrace her father's throne. Indulgent heav'n I 
Pour down your blessings on this best of daughters; 
To her and Phocion give Evander's orown ; 
Let them, oh ! let them botb in virtue wear it, 
And in doe time transmit it to their boy ! 

"Rtrtmier Philotas. 

Pftti. All things are apt; the drowsy sentinel 
Lies hosh'd in sleep; III marshal thee the way 
Down Um steep rock. 

jESiip^. Oh! let us quickly henoe. 

i^von. The blood but loiters in these frosen vans. 
Do yoa, whoi« yonthfol spirit glows with life. 
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Do yoo go forlh, and leave Ihii'moold'ring corpse. 

To me Ittd hetT'n deoreed a ]oii|per date. 

It ne'er bad soffer*d a fell monster's reifn, 

Nor let me see the carnage of mj people. 

Kkrewell, Euphrasia; in one IotM emoraoe 

To these remains pay the last obseqaies. 

And leave me here to sink to silent dnst. 

Euph, And will yon then, on self-destmetioB bent. 
Reject myprayV, nor trust your fate with me? 

Evan, Tmst thee! Bnphraaia? IVnst in thee, aj 
child? 
Thongh life's a bardeo ftoonld well lay dowQ» 
Yet-1 will prize it, ainoe beatow'd by thee. 
Oh ! then art good ; thy virtoe soars a flight 
For the wide world to wonder at ; in thee, 
Hear it all natare, fotare ages hear it. 
The father finds a parent in his child. lExeunL 
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SOENB I. A Rampart near the Harbour. 
Enter Dionysius and Officers. 
Dion, Base deserters! 
Curse on Uieir Punic faith! Did tliej onoe dare 
To grapple With, the Greek P Ere yet tlie maia 
Was tioji^d with blood, they toni'd their ships averse. 
May Rtoriiis and tempests follow io their rear, 
And dash their fleet upon the Libyan shore! 

Enter Oalippus. 

Cal. My lieffe, Timoleon, where the harbour opens, 
Has storm'd the forts, and ev'n now his fleet 
Pursues its course, and steers athwart the bay. 
Throuffh CT'ry street 
Despair and terror fly. A panic spreads 
From man to man,. and superstition sees 
Jove arm'd with thunder, and the gods against as. 

Dion» With sacred rites their wrath must be appeaa'd. 
Let instant victims at the altar bleed ; 
Let inoense roll its fragrant clouds to heav^Of 
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And pioas matrom* rad tbo yirgin trnn. 
In slow procession to the temple bear 
T|ie image of their gods. 
The solemn sacrifice, the virgin throng* 
Will gain the popular belief, and kindle 
In the fierce soldiery religious r«ge. 
Awajf my friends, prepare the sacred rites. • 

[Exit Calipina. 
Enter Philotas. 
Philotas, how fares your prisoner? 
Has he yet brieath'd his last? 

PkiL Ufe ebbs apace ; 
To-morrow's sun sees lum a breathless corse*. 

Dion. Curse on his ling'ring pan^ ! Sicilia'a orown 
No more shall deck iiis brow ; and if the sand 
Still loiter in the glass, thy hand, my friend. 
May shake it thence. 

PhU. It shall^ dread sir ; that task 
Leave to thy faithful serrant, 

Dtpn. Oh! Phiiotas, 
Thon little know'st the cares, the pangs of empire. 
The erroin*d pride, the purple that adorns 
A conqueror's breast, but serves, my iriend, to hid« 
A heart that's torn, that's mangled with remorse: 
Bv'n victory itself plants anguish here, ' 
And round my lanrels the fell serpent twines. 

Phil. Would Dionysios abdicate bis orowo. 
And sue. for terms of peace? 

Dion, Detested thought ! 
No, .though ambition teem with countless iUs» 
It fttili has charms of pow'r to fire the soul. 
Though horrors multiply aronnd my head, 
1 will oppose them all. The pomp of sacrifice 
But now ordain'd, is mockery to beav'n. 
T!s vain, 'tis fruitless; then lei daring gqilt 
Be my inspirer, and consummate all. . 
Where are those Greeks, the captives of my aword. 
Whose desp'rate valour rasb'd within our walls, 
Fpogfat near our person, and the pointed lanoe 
AimM at my braist? 
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PhiL In ehuns they wait their doom. 
Dion, Give me to aee 'em ; hnag the slaires before me. 
PhiL What, ho ! Melanthoo, Uis way load your pri- 
Sonera. 

Enter Mel AVTUoVf with Greek Soldien^ and PHocioir. 

Dioft. AsMMins, and not warriora ! do ye oome. 
When the wide range of battle claims yoor swcurdy 
Thus do yon oome a|(ainst a siaffle life 
To wage the war? Did not our backler ring 
With all your darts in one colleoted volley 
Sbower'd on my beadP Did not yonr swords at onoe 
Point at my breast, and thint for regal blood ? 

Greek m. We sooght thy life. 1 am by birth ft 
vreek. 
An open foe in anus, I meant to slay 
The roe of hamankind. With rivalardonr 
We took the field ; one voice, one mind, one heart ; 
'All leagued, all covenanted : in yon camp 
Spirits there are who aim, like as, at glory. 
Whene'er yon sally forth, whenever t£o Greeks 
Shall scale your walls, prepare thee to enooanter 
A like assanlt. By me the yonUi of Greece 
Thns notify the war they mean to wage. 

Dion. Tims then I warn them of my neat revenge. 
Whoe'er in battle shall become our prirner. 
In torments meets his doom. 

Greek OgH Then wilt thoa see 
How vile the body to a mind that pants 
For genuine glory. Twice three hundred Greeks 
Have sworn, like us, to hunt thee throocfa the ranks; 
Oun the fint lot; we've fail'd ; on ponder plain 
Appear in arms, the ftithful band will meet thee. 

burn* Vile slave, no more. Mehmlhon, drag 'era 



To die in misery. ImpaI'd alive. 

The winds shall paroh them on tne craggy cliff. . 

Selected from the rest let one depart , 

A messenger to Greece, to tell the late 

Her ohosen sons, her iinl adveot'ran met. [J^xt^. 
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Mel. Uahap|>f men ! how ghall mj oare proteot 
Yoar forfeit hweaf Philotas, thoo ooDdacl them ' 
To the deep dQogeoo's i^oon. lo that reoeu, 
'Midst the wild tumait of efentfoi war, 
We mav ward off the blow. My friends, farewell : 
That officer will guide yoar steps. 

lAUfoU4fw PhUoUu, except Phoeum. 

P,ho. Disgiiis*d 
Thos in a soldier's garb be knows me not. lAside. 

Melantbon! 

MeL Ha!-^Tbose aooents! — Phociou here? 

Pho. Yes, Phooion here I Speak, qnicklj tell me. 

How &res Baphrasia? 

MeL Euphrasia lives, and fills the anxious monieots 
With ev*ry virtue. Wherefore venture hither? 
Why with rash valour penetrate our gates? 

Plio, Gould I refrain? Ob! could I tamely wait 
Th' event of lingering war? With patienoe coont 
The lazy-pacing Dours, while here in Svraooae 
The tyrant keeps all that my heart holds dear? 
For bier dear sake all danger sinks before me; 
For her I burst the barriers of the Ate, 
Where the deep oavern'd rock affords a passage. 
A fanndred chosen Greeks pursued ray steps. 
We forced an enti;anoe; the devoted guard 
Fell victims to our rage ; but in that moment 
Down from the walls superior numbers came. 
The tyrant led them on. We msh'd upon him. 
If we could reach his heart, to end the war. 
Bat heav'n thooght otherwise. Melantiion, aay, 
I fear to ask it, lives Brander still? 

Mel. Alas ! he lives imprisoned in the rock. 
Thou most withdraw thee hence; re|^n onoe mor« 
Timoleon's camp ; alarm his slamb*nQg rage ; 
Assail the walls ; thou with thy phalanx sMk 
The subterraneoos path ; that way at night 
The Greeks may enter, and let in destmotiou 
Ob the astonish'd foe. 

Pho, Wouldst thoa have me 
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Basely retreat, while mj Baphnuda trembles 
Here on the ridge of peril f 

Mel. Yet hear the yoioe 
Of sober age. Shoold Dionjrsios' spies 
Detect thee here, ruin involves ns all : 
Thy voice may rouse Timoleon to th' assault. 
And bid him storm the works. 

Pho. Byheav'nl will; 
My breath shall wake his rage ; this very night, 
When sleep sits heav v on the slumb'ring city» 
Then Greece unsheatbs her sword, and grv^t revenge 
Shall stalk with death and horror o'er the ranks 
Of slaughtered troops, a sacrifice to freedom I 
But first let me behold Euphrasia. i 

Mel, Hush 
Thy pent-up valour: to a secret haunt 
I'll guide thy steps : there dwell, and in apt time 
1*11 bring Euphrasia to thy longing arms. 

Pko. Oh ! lead me to her; tnat exalted virtue 
With firmer nerve shall bid me grasp the javMin, 
Shall bid my sword with mora tlian lightning's swiftness 
Blaze in the front of war, and glut its rage 
With blows repealed in the tyrant's veins. [ExeurU. 

SGENB n. 

A Temple, ioith a Monument in tfit Middle. 

Enter Euphrasia, Erixenv, and other female 

Attendants. 
Euph. This way, my virrins, this way bend your steps. 
Lio ! the sad sepulchre, wnere hears'd in death, * 
The pale remains of my dear mother lie. 
There, while the victims at yon allar bleed, 
And with your pray'rs the vaulted roof resonndsy 
There let me pay tne tribute of a tear, 
A weeping pilgrim o'er Budooia's ashes. 

Erix. ForbMr, Euphrasia, to renew your sorrows. 
Euph. My tears have dry'd their source; then let me 
hero 
Pay this sad visit to the' honoor'd clay, 
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That moulders in the tomb. These sacred Tiaads 
I'll barn an offering to a parent's shade. 
And sprinkle with this wine the hallow'd monld. 
That duty paid, I will return, my virnns. 

[Ooe* into the Tomb. 
Eris* Look down, propitioos pow'rs! behold that 
▼irtue, 
And heal the pangs that desolate her soul. 

Enter Philotas. 

PhiL Mourn, monrui ye Tirgins; rend your aoalfter'd 
garments; 
Some dread calamity hangs o'er our heads. 
In vain the tyrant would appease with sacrifioe 
Th' impending wrath of ill-requited beav'n. 
Ill omens hover over us : at the altar 
The victim dropped, ere the diviner seer 
Had gor'd his knife. The braasen statues tremble. 
And, from the marble, drops of blood distil. 

EHx. Now, ye jpst gods, if vengeance you prepaiv, 
Now find the guilty head. 

Re-enter Euphrasia from the Tonib. 

Euph, Virgins, I thank you — Oh I jqnore lightly now 
My heart expands; the pious act is done. 
And I have paid my tribute to a parent. 
Ah ! wherefore does the tyrant bend his way f 

PhU, He ffies the altar ^ leaves th' nnfinish'd ritas. 
No god there smiles propitious on his cause. 
Fate lifts the awful balance; weighs his life. 
The lives of numbers^ in the trembling scale. 

Euph, Despair and horror mark his iiaggard looks. 
His wild, disorder'd step^Do you retire, 

iTo her Attendants, who go of. 
Retire^ Philotas ; let me here remain. 
And give the monfents of suspended fate 
To pious worship and to filial love. 

PhU. Alas! 1 fear to yield :-^whiIe I'll leave thee. 
And at the temple's entrance wait thy oomior. TExU. 

Euph, Now then, fiaphFaaia»now thon may^st indulge 
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The purest eostasj of goal. Come forth, 
Thoa man of woe, tboo man of every Tirtoe. 

Enter Evu^mder Jrom the Monrnment, 

JBmh* And does the grave thus cast me dp again 
With a fond hther'n love to view thee? Thos 
To mingle rapture in a daughter's arms? 

Euph, How fitfes mj fitther nowf 

£t>on. Thy aid, Buphrasia, 
Has giv'n new life. Thon fteut this -vital stream 
Deriv'st thy being; with nnbeard-of duty 
Thou hast repaid it to thy native source. 

Euph, Sprong from Bvander, if a little porlioii 
Of all his goodness dwell within my heart, 
Thon wilt not wonder. Oh! my &ther. 
How didst thou bear thy long, rang sufieringi? How 
Bndure their barb'rous rage? 

Evan. My foes but did 
To this old frame, what nature's hand must do. 
I was but going henoe by mere decay 
To that futurity which Plato taught. 
But thon recalrst me ; thon ! 

Euph, Timoleon too 
Invites thee back to life. 

£wifi. And does he still 
Urge on the simp 

Euph, His attive genius comes 
To scourge a guilty race. The Punic fleet 
Half lost, is swailow'd by the roaring sea. 
The shattered refuse seek the Libyan shore. 
To bear the news of their defeat to Carthage. 

Evan. Hiese are thy wonders, heav'n ! Abroad^ thy 
spirit 
MoTcs o'er the deep, and nyghty fleets are Tanish'd* 

Euph. Ha!— Hark!— what noise is that? It comet 
this way. 
Some busy footstep beats the hallow'd navemenl. 
Obt sir, retire— Ye pow'n!-^Philotaf!--4Mt! 
c 
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Enter Philotas. 

PhU, For thee, Bapliram, Dionysioft calls. 
Some new sospicioD goads him. At yon gale 
I stopped CSalippoft, as with eager haste 
He bent this way to seek thee. — Oh ! my soYereiga> 
My king, my iDjor'd master, will yoa pardon 
.The wrongs IVe done thee ? IKneeU to £toa9dtT. 

Evan. Virtue SQch as thine. 
From the fierce trial of tyrannic powV* 
Shines forth with ■adde4 lostre. 

PhiL Oh! forgive 
My ardent zeal : there is no time to waste. 
Von roast withdraw; trust to your faithfal firiepds. 
Pass bqt another day, and lAonjuua 
Falls from a throne asarp'd, 

Evan. Baterebep^ys 
The forfeit of liis cnmes, what streams of blood 
Shall flow in torrents round! Melhinks I nught 
Prerent this waste of nature — ^I'U eo forth. 
And to my people show their righluil king. 

Euph. JMnisb that thought; forbear: therasb attempt 
Were fatal to our hopes; oppressed, dismay'd. 
The people look aghast, and, wan with fear. 
None will espouse your cause. « 

Evan, Yes, all will dare 
To act like men;— their king, I gave myself 
To a whole people. I made no reserrell 
My life was theirs ; each drop about my heart 
Pledg'd to the public cause; devoted to it; 
That was my compact ; is the subject's less? 
If they are all debased, and willing Maves, 
The yonne but breathing to erow grey in bondage* 
And the old sinking to ignoble graves, 
Of such a race no matter w|io is king. 
And yet 1 will not think it; no ! my people 
Are brave and genVous; I wilt trust their vakror. 

Evnh* Yet sUy^ yet be advisU 

PkU, As yet, my liege,.-. 
Ifo i^an is nk'd* and no oonoerted roeasnrei 
Tnurt to my truth and honour. Witness^ gods^ 
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Here in the Wrople of Olympian Jove 
PJiilotas sweara 

Efxm. Forbear: the man like thee, 
^ho feels the best emotions of the heart, 
IVoth, reason, jdstice, honoor's fine exoitemeDts, 
lots by these laws» and wants no other sanction. 

Euph. Again, th* alarm approaches; soredestrnolion 
To thee, to all wilt follow:— hark ! a soand 
Jomes hollow mnrm'rinf through the vaolted aisle, 
t gains upon the ear. Withdraw, my father^ 
klPs lost if then art seen. 

PhiL And, lo ! Calippos 
9arts with the lightning's speed across the aisle. 

Evan. ThoQ at the senate-hoose convene my friends.* 
tf elanthon, Dion, and their brave associates, 
iVill show that liberty has leaders still, 
knon ril meet 'em there: [Exit Philotas] my child, 

farewell ; 
Thon shalt direct me now. [Exit into the Tomb. 

Euph. [Coming forward} How my distracted heart 
throbs wild with tear ! 
^iiat brings Calippus^ wherefore? Save me, heav'n! 

Enter Calippus.^ 
Cal. This sullen musing in these drear abodes 

Jarms suspicion : the king-knows thy plotllngs, 

liy rooted hatred to the state and him. 

lis sov*reign will commands thee to repair 

.^bis moment to his presence. 
Euph. Ha! what means 

^he tyrant?— I obey. [Exit Calippuit] And, oh! ye 
pow'rs, 

Ce ministers of heav'n! defend my father; 

lupporl his drooping age; and when anon 

Lven'ging jastice shakes her crimson steel, 

)h ! be the ^rave at least a place of rest; 

[*liat from his covert in the hour of peace, 

ikirth be may come to bless a willing people, 

Lnd be your own just imagp bere on earth. [Exit. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENE I. The Citadel, 
Enter Dionysius, Calippus, and others. 
Dion. And means Ihe Greek to treat of terms of 
peace? 
By heaT'n, this panting bosom hopM to meet 
His boasted phalanx on th' embattled plain. 
And doth he now. on peaoefnl coonoils bent, 
Disjpatoh his herald? — ^Let the staTe approaoh. 

Enter Herald. 
Now speak thy par|KMe; what doth Greece impart ? 

Her. Timoleon, sir, whose great renown in arms 
Is eqnall'd onlj by the softer Tirtoes 
Of mild homanity that sway hb heart. 
Sends me his delegate to offer terms. 
On which ey'n foes may well accord ; on wliiali 
The fiercest nature, though it spam at justioe. 
May sympathise with his. 

Dion. Unfold thy mystery ; 
Thon Shalt be hearl 
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Her. The gen'roas leader sees. 
With pity seei, the wild, destniotire havoo 
Of rntbless war; he hats sorrey'd around 
The heaps of slain that cover yonder iield. 
And, tooch'd with gen'roos sense of human woe. 
Weeps o'er his Tietories. 

Dion. Your leader weeps! 
Then let the author of those ills thou speak'st of, 
Let tb' ambitious factor of destruotioD, 
Timely retreat, and dose the scene of blood« 
Why dotb affrighted peace behold his standard 
Uprear'd in Sicily? and wherefore here 
The iron ranks of war, from which the shepherd 
Retires appall'd, and leaves the blasted hopes 
Of half tne year, while closer to her breast 
Tlie mother clasps her infant? 

Her. *TiB notmine 
To plead Tirooleon's cause; not mine the b£Soe * 
To justify the strong, the righteous motives 
That urge him. to the war : Uie only scope 
My deputation aims at, is to fix 
An interval of peace, a pause of horror. 
That thev, whose bodies on the naked shorn 
Lie well'ring in their blood, from either host 
May meet the last sad rites to nature due. 
And decent lie in honourable ^ves. 

Dion, Go tell your leader his pretexts are vain. 
Let him, with those that live, embark for Greece, 
And leave our peaceful plains ; the mangled limbs 
CH those he murder'd, from my tender care. 
Shall meet due obsequies. 

Her. The hero, sir. 
Wages no war with those who bravely die. 
'TIS for the dead I supplicate ; for them 
We sue for peace; ana to the living too 
Timoleon would extend it, but the groans 
Of a whole people have unsheathed nis sword. 
A tingle dav will pay the funeral rites. 
To-morrow's sun may see both armies meet 
Without hostility, and all in honour; 



Imn 
Illame 



38 THE GRECIAN ACT 4. 

Yon lo inter the troofw, who brarely fell^ 
We, on oor put, to |^e an homble sod 
To tliose who gain'd a footing on the isle, ■ 
And by their death hare oonqoer'd. 

Dien. Be it so; 

mnt thy soil: soon as to-raorrow*s dawn 
Irame the world, the rase of wasting war 
lo vain shall thirst for blood : and now farewell. 
Some careful officer, conduct him forth. [Exit Herald. 
By heay'n the Greek hath offered to my sword 
An easy prey ; a sacri6ce to glut 
My great revenge. Away, ray friends, disperse. 
Philotas, waits JBopbrasia as we order'd i 

Phil. She's here at hand. 

Dion. Admit her to our presence. . 
Rage and despair, a thousand warring passions. 
All rise by turns and piecemeal rend my heart ; 
Yet ev'ry means, all measures most be tried. 
To sweep the Grecian spoiler from the land. 
And fix the crown unshaken on ray brow. 

Enter Euphrasia. 
Eupk. What sodden cause requires Sophraaia'a fire- 



Dion. Approach, lair mourner, and dispel tby fears: 
Thy grief, thy tender duty to thv father, 
Has.tooch'd me nearly. In his lone retreat. 
Respect, attendance, evVy lenient care 
To sooth affiiclion, and extend his life, 
Bvander has commanded. 

Eaph. Vile dissembler! 
Detested homicide! [Aside] And has thy heart 
Felt for the wretched? 

Dion. Urgencies of state 
Abridged his liberty; but to his person 
All honour bath been paid. 
~ Euph. The righteous gods 
Have mark'd thy ways, and will in time repay 
Just retribution. 

Dion. If to see yow father. 
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ir here to meet him in a fond embrace. 

Will calm thj breast, and drj those beaoteons tears, 

A moment more shall brinr him to jonr presence. 

Euph. Ha! lead him hiAer! Sir, to more Urn noW„ 
Ased, infirm, worn oat with toil and yeanK- 
No, let me seek him rather — ^If soft pity 
Has toooh'd jour heart, oh ! send me, send me to him.. 

Dion. Control this wild alarm ; with pmdent care 
Philotas shall conduct him ; liere I grant 
The tender interview. , 

Eu^h. Disastrous fate! 
Rain impends ! — This will discoTor all ; 
I'll perish first: provoke his dtmost rage. lAside, 

Though maoh I languish to behold my father, 
Yet now it were not fit^the son goes down; 
Niflrht falls apace ; soon as returning day — 

Dum, This night, this very hour, you both must meel. 
Together you may serve the state and me. 
Thoa seest the havoc of wide-wastiug war ; 
And more, full well you know, are still to bleed* 
Thoa may's! Prevent their fate. 

Eupk, Oh f give the means, 
And 1 will bless thee for it 

Dion. From a Greek 
Torments have wrung the troth. Thy hasband, Pho- ' 



Euph, Ob ! say, speak of my Pbocion. 

Dion» He; 'tis he 
Hath kindled up this war ; with treaobVoos arts 
Inflam'd the states of Greece, and now the traitor 
Comes with a foreign aid to wrest my crown. 

Euph, And does my Phocion share Timoleon's glory ? . 

Dion. With him investe oar waUs, and bids rebellion 
Ereot her standard here. 

Euph, Oh! bless him, godsl 
Where'er my hero treads the paths cf war, 
List on his side; against the hostile jav'liu 
Uprear his mighty bookler; to his sword 
Lend the fierce whirlwind's rage, that he may eome 
With wreaths of triumph, and with oooqneals orown'd» 
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And a whole iiation's yoice 

Appland vij hero with a lore like mine! 

Dion. IJngrateful fair! Has not oar •ov'reiga will 
On thj descendants fix'd Sicilia's erown? 
Have not I vow'd protection to Toor boj? 

Euph. From thee the crown! Fr^m Ihee! Baphrm- 
aia's children 
Shall on a nobler basis found their rights. 
On their own virtue, and a people's cnoioe. 

Dion, Misguided woman 1 

Euph, Ask of thee protection ! 
Hie iather'B valonr shall protect his boy. 

Dion, Rush not on sure destruction ; ere too late 
Accept our proffer'd grace. The terms are theae : 
Instant send forth a message to your husband ; 
Bid him draw off his Greeks, unmoor his fleet. 
And measure back his way. Full well he knows 
You and your father are my hostages ; 
And for his treason both may answer. 

Euph. Think'sl thou then 
So meanly of my Phocion? — Dost thou deem him 
Poorly wound up to a mere fit of valour, 
To melt away in a weak woman's tear? 
Oh ! thou dost little know him ; know* st but little 
Of his eaulted soul. With gen'rous ardour 
Still will he urge the great, the glorious plan. 
And gain the ever hononr'd, bright reward 
Whion fame entwines around the patriot's brow» 
And bids for ever flourish on his tombf 
For nations freed and tyrants laid in dust 

Dion. By heav'n,1iii8 night Bvander breathes kia last. 

Euph. Better for him to sink at once to rest* 
Hian linger thus beneath the mpe of fiunine^ 
In a vile dungeon scoop'd with parVrons sluU 
Deep in the flinty rock ; a monument 
Of that fell malice and that black sospicion 
That mark'd your fiither's reign. . 

Dion. Obdurate woman! obstinate in ill I 
Hmendsallpariey. Now yonr Caber's doom^ 
Is fix'd, irrevocably flz'd. 
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Euph, Thy doom, perhaps. 
May lint be 6x'd : the doom that erer waits 
The fell oppressor, from a throne nsnrp'd 
< Hnrl'd headlong down. Think of thy Other's late 
At Corinth, Dionydas I 
Dton. Ha! this night 
' Brander dies; and thou, detested fiiir! 
Thon shalt behold him, while inventive omelty 
Pursues his wearied life throngb ev'ry nerve. 
I scorn all dull delay. This very night 
Shall sate m^ great revenge. [£rtt« 

Euph. This night perhaps 
Shall whelm thee doWn, no more to blast creation. 
My father, who inhabil'st with the dead. 
Now let me seek thee in the lonely tomb. 
And tremble there wUh anxious hope uid fear. [Exit^ 

SCENE II. The InHde of the Temple. 
Ertter Phocion and Melanthok. 

MeL Summon all 
Thy wonted firmness ; in that dreary vault 
A living king is numbered with the dead.' 
I'll take mv post, near where the piltar'd aisle 
Supports the central dome, that no alarm 
Surprise you in the pious aot« [ExiU 

Fho. If here 
They both are found; if in Bvander*s arms 
Kuphrasia meets my search, the fates atone 
For all my suiTrings, all afflictions past. 
Yes, 1 will seek them-^ha! — the gaping tomb 
Invites my steps — now be propitious, heaven ! 

lErUen the Tomb. 

£nier Euphrasia. 
Euph. All hail, Jo eaves of horror !-— In this gloom 
Divine content oan dwell, the heartfelt tear. 
Which, as it falls, a father's trembling hand 
Will catch, and wipe the sorrows from my eye* 
Who's there?— Evander?~Answer-~teU me-^speak— 
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Re-enter Phocion fiem the Tomh^ 

Pho. What voice is that?— Melantiioa ! 

Eiiph. Ha! those, soands — 
Speak of Bvander; tell me that he lives. 
Or lost Euphrasia dies. 

Pho, Heart-swelling transport! 
Art thoa Euphrasia? His thj Phocion, lore ; 
Thy husbana comes. ' 

E/uph, Support me; reach thy hand. 

Pho, Once more 1 clasp her in this food ensbnioe? 

Euph. What miracle has brought thee to me? 

Pho. Lo?e 
Inspired my heart, and goided all my ways. 

Eujfh, Oh! thou dear wand Ver! But wherefore here? 
Why in thi» place of woe ? My tender little one. 
Say, is he safe? oh! satisfy a mother; 
Speak of my child, or I grow wild at once, 
l^ll me his fate, and tell me all th^r own. 

Pho, Your boy is safe, Euphrasia ; lives to reign 
In Sicily ;.Timo1eon*s gen'rous care 
Protects him in his camp ; dispel thy fears ; 
The gods once more will give him to thy arms. 

Eu])h. My &ther lives, sepulchred ere his tlmo 
Here in Budocia's tomb; let me conduct thee. 

Pho, I came this mbment thence. 

Euph. And saw Bvaoder? 

Pho. Alas ! I found him not 

Euph,, fiot found him there? 
And have they then — have the fell mord'renK- Oh ! 

l^rauitt, 

Pho. I've been too rash ; revive, my love, revive! 
Thy Phocion calls ; the gods will guard Evander, 
And save him to reward thy matchless virtue. 

Re-enter Melanthon, with Evandeb. 

£iMni. iiead me, Melanthon, gaide ray aged atena; 
Where is he? Let me «ee him. ^ 

PAo. My Euphrasia, 
Th V &Uier lives ;•- tJiou venerable man I 
whold— I cannot fly to thy embraoe. 
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Evan. Eophrasia! Phooioo too! Yes, both are here: 
Oh ! let me thas, thas itniii joa to m j heart. 

EupK Whj, mj fiither, 
Whj thus adveiitiire forth? The slroDg alarm 
O'erwhelmM mj spirits'. 

Evan. I went forth, my child. 
When all was dark, and awful silellce round. 
To throw mie prostrate at Ihe altar's foot, 
A.nd crave the care of heav'n for thee and thine. 
MelanthoB there 

Enter Phi lot as. 

Phil, Inevitable ruiif hovers o'er yon : 
The tyrant's farv raoonts into a blase;' 
[Jnsated yet with blood he calls alond 
Por thee, Evandar; thee his rage hath ordered 
This moment to his presence. 

Evan, Lead me to him : 
His presence hath no terror for Evander. 

Euph, Horror ! it mast not be. 

Phil, No; never, never: 
ni perish rather. His policy has granted 
A day's suspense from arms; yet even now 
His troops prepare, in the dead midnight hour, 
With base surprise, to storm Timoleon's camp. 

Evan, And doth he grant a false insidious truce, 
To turn the hour of peace .to Mood and horror? 

Eupk. I know the monster well : when ,specious 
seemine 
Becalms liis looks, the rankling heart within 
Teems with deslruction. 
Mountains buri'd up in air, and moullen rocks> 
And all the land with desolation oover'd. 

Melon, Now, Pbooion, now on thee our hope depends. 
Ply to Timoleon ; I can grant a passport : 
Rouse him to vengeaooe; on the tyrant torn 
His own insidious arts, or all ia lost 

Pho, Evander thou, and thou, my best fiophfisia, 
Both shall Attend my flight. 
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Melon, It were in Tain : 
Th' attempt wooid hazard all. 

Euph. Together here 
We will remain, safe in the care of death ; 
And wait oor freedom from thj ooaqa'ring arm. 

Evan, Oh ! woaid the gods roll back toe sireBni of 
time, 
And give this arm the sinew that it boasted 
At Tauromeniiim, when iU foroe resistless 
Mow'd down the ranks of war; I then might guide 
The battle's rage, and, ere Bvander die. 
Add still another laarel to mv brow. 

Euph. Enough of lanreli'd ▼ictory yoar sword 
Hath reap'd in earlier days. 

£iMm. And shall my sword. 
When the great canse of liberty invites, 
Remain inactive, unperforming qaiteP 
Yooth, second youth rekindles in my veins :^ 
Though worn with age, this arm will know iU office; 
Will show that victory has not forgot 
Acquaintance with this hand. — And yel-~0 afaame! 
It will not be: the momentary blaae 
Sinks and expires: I have snrviv'd it all: 
Survived my reign, my people, and myself. 

Euph. Fly, Phooion, fly : Melanthon will oondoot thee. 

MeUm, And when th' assaaltbegins,my faithful oohorU 
Shall form their ranks around this saored dome. 

Pho. And my poor captive friends, my brave com- 
panions 
Taken in battle, wilt thou guard their lives? 

PfctX Trust to my care: no danger shall assail tbeai. 

Pho, By heaven, the glorious expectation awelb 
This panting bosom ! Yes, Euphrasia, yes; 
Awhile I leave you to the care of heaven. 
Fell Dionysius tremble; ere the dawn 
Timoleon thunders at your gates; the rage. 
The pent-up rage of twenty thousand Greeks, 
Shall burst at once: and the tmnullnoos rear 
Alarm th' astonish'd world. 
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Evan. Yet, ere Uioa go's!, ;foaiig man, 
Uleod mj words: though gailt ma^ oft provoke^ 
\» now it does, jast vengeance on its head, 
n mercy panisb it. The rage of slaughter 
ytM add no trophy to the victor's triumph ; 
Ilonquest is proud, inexorable, fierce; 
l U nuraanity ennobles all. 

Pho» Farewell; the midnight hour shall give you 
freedom. [£rit, with Melanthon andPhilotas, 

Euph, Ye gnardmn deities, watch all his ways. 

Eoah, Gome^ my Euphrasia, 
Together we will poor 
>ur hearts in praise, in tears of adoration, 
?or all the wondrous goodness iavish'd on us. [Exeumt. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 




SCENE I. 
Enter Diomysius and Calippu8« 

Diem. Ere the daj dos'd, while yet the busy ey© 
Might view tlieir oamp, their stations, and their g^uards. 
Their preparations for approaching night, 
Didst thoa then mark the motions of the Greeks ? 

Cal. From the watch-towY I saw them : all things 
spoke 
A foe secore, and discipline rdax'd. 

Dion. Their folly gives them to my sword : are all 
My orders issued? 

Cal. Air. 

Dion. The troops retired 
To gain recruited vigour from repose P 

CaL The city round lies hush'd in sleep. 

Dion, Anon 
Let each brave officer, of chosen valour. 
Meet at the citadeU An hour at furthest 
Before the dawn, 'tis fix'd to storm their eamp ; 



SCENE 1. THE GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 47 

Haste, Calippus, 
Fly io tfaj post, uid bid Euphrasia eater. 

_ , , [Exit Calipput, 

Evander dies this night : Euphrasia too 
Shall be disposed of. Curse on Phocion's fraud. 
That from my pow'r withdrew their infant boy. 
In him the seed of future kings were crush'd. 
And the whole hated line at once extinguished. 

Enter Euphrasia. 

Dion, Oooe more approach and bear me; 'tis ool now 
A time to waste in the vain war of words. 
A crisis big with horror is at hand. 
I meant to spare the stream of blood, that soon 
Shall deluge yonder plains. My fair proposals 
j Thy haughty spirit has with scorn rejected. 
And now, by heav'n, here in thy very sights 
JSvander breathes his last. 

Euph, If yet there's wanting 
A crime to fill the measure of thy guilt. 
Add that black murder to the dreadful list ; 
'With that complete the horrors of thy reign. 

Dion. Woman, beware: Philotas is at band, 
And to our presence leads Evander. All 
Thy dark complottings, and thy treacherous arts, 
Have prov'd abortive. 

Euph, Ha!— What new event! 
And IS Philotas false ?— Has he belray'd him i [AUde, . 

Dion, What, ho! Philotas. 

Enter Philotas. 

Ettpk. How my heart sinks within tne! 

Dion. Where's your pris'ner? 

PhiU Evander is no more. 

Dion. Ha ! — Death has robb'd me 
Of half my great revenge. 

PhiL Worn out with anguish, 
I saw life ebb apace. With studied art 
We gave etch oordial drop^ alas I in vaii^; 
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He heav'd a sig^h ; inTok'd his daoghter's name, 
Smird and expir'd. 

Dion, Briojc me hU hoarj head. 

PhiL YoQ*lT pardon, sir, mj over-hastj seal. 
I gkwe the bodj to the foaming surge 
Down the steep rock despisM. 

Dion, Now then thon leel'st my Tengeanoe. 

Euph. Glory in it: 
Bxult and trii^mph. Thy worst shaft is sped. 
Yet still the unconqner'd mind with soom can view theii 
With the calm sunshine of the breast can see 
Th? pow'r unequal to subdue the soul. 
Which virtue form*d, and which the gods protecL 

Dion. Philotas, bear her hence ; she shall not live; 
This moment bear her hence ; vou know the rest; 
Go, see our will obey'd : that done, with all 
A warrior's speed attena me at the citadel ; 
There meet the heroes whom this night shall le«d 
To freedom, victory, to glorious havoc, 
And the destruction of the Grecian name. [£iit> 

Euph. Accept mv thanks, Philotas ; generong maji! 
These tears attest th' emotions of my heart. 
But, oh! should Greece defer 

Phil. Dispel thy fears ; 
Phocion will bring relief; or should the tyrant 
Assault their camp, he'll meet a marshaU'd foe. 
liet roe conduct tbee to the silent tomb. 

Euph, Ah ! there Bvander, naked and disarm'd, 
Defenceless quite, may meet some ruffian stroke. 

PhiL Lo ! here a weapon : bear this dagger to kirn. 
In the drear monument should hostile steps 
Dare to approach him, they must enter singly^ 
"* * pe ; man by man they die. 



This guards the passage ; man by man they die. 
There may'st thou dwell amidst the wild oonunotioa. 
Enph, Ve pitying gods, protect my father there! 
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SCENE II. The Citadel. 

Enter Dionysxvs, Calippus, and tevenU Offieen, 

Dion, Ye brave asBociatds, who to ofl have abarM 
Our toil and danger in the field of glory, 
IVf J fellow-warriors, what no god conld proynitfti 
Portane has giv'n as. In his dark embrace, 
Lo! sleep envelops the whole Grecian camp* 
Against a foe, the ootcasls of their oonntry, 
freebooters, roving in pnrsoit of prey» 
Socceis by war, or covert stratagem, 
fllike is giorions. Then, my gaUant friends, 
^hat ne«d of words? The gen'rons call of freedoni, 
ifoor wives, yoor children, yoar invaded rights, 
111 that can steel the patriot breast with vakNiry 
BxMnds and rooses in the swelling heart. 
E^oliow the impulsive ardour: follow me, 
iToor king, yoar leader : in tne friendly gloom 
>f night assault their camp: yoar coontrf's love, 
ind fame eternal shall attend the men 
^ho march'd tfaroagb blood and horror, to redeem, 
7rom the invader's pow'r, their native land. 

Cal. Lead lo the onset; Greece shall find we bear 
learts prodigal of blood, when honour calls, 
lesolv'd to conquer or to die in freedom. 

Vion. Thas I've resolv'd : when the declining moon 
lath veil'd her orb, our silent march beg^na. 
The order thus :->Calippus, thou lead forth 
beria's sons with the Numidian bands, 
Lnd line the shore^-Perdiccas, be it thine 
[*o march thy cohorts to the mountain's foot, 
Vbere the wood skirts the valley ; there make Italt 
:*ill brave Amyntor stretch along the vde. 
>ar8elf, with the embodied cavalrv 
/lad in their mail'd cuirass, will circle ronnd 
^o where their camp extends its furthest line ; 
Jiinamber'd torches there shall blaae at onoe, 
''he aigoil of the charge ; then, oh ! my (Hends, 
>n every side let the wild uproar looae^ 
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Kd masnora ud oaroage sUlk aroood. 
Unsparing, anre1entin|^ ; drench yonr swords 
In hostile blood, and not in destrootion. 

Enter an Officer^ 
Ha! speak; onfold thy purpose. 

OffL Instant arm; 
To arms, mj liege ; the foe breaks in upon as; 
Hie sobterraneons path is theirs ; Uhat waj 
Their band invades the citv sank in sleep. 
Dion, Treason's At work; detested, treaoh'roos vil- 
lains! 
Is this their promised truce? Away, my frieiids» 
Ronse all the war ; fly to yonr scT'ral {MMts, 
And instant bring ail Syracase in arms. 

lExewa. Warlike Mmoc 

SCENE III. 

The intide of the Temple; a Monument in the MiddU, 

Enter Euphrasia, Erixene, and Female Atten- 
dants. 
Euph, Which way, Erixene, which way, my vir- 

Sins> 
ireot oar steps? What sacred altar 
Clasp on oar knees? 

Erix. Alas! the horrid InmnU 
Spreads the destroction wide. On ev'ry side 
The victor's shoots, the groans of marder'd wretohes, 
In wild confusion rise. • Onee more desoend 
Sndocia's tomb ; there thoo may'at find a aheller. 

Euph, Anon, Erixene, I mean to visitt 
Perhaps for the last time, a mother's urn. 
Hus aarger there, this instrument of death. 
Should fortune prosper the lell tyrantfs anas, 
This dagger then may firee me from has powV. 
And thatdiear vault entomb us all in peaoeu iS'Umri^ 

E^L The din ** 
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Of arms with clearer loitnd adranoee. Hark ! 

That sadden burst ! Again! They rash otion oa! 

The portal opens; lo! see thei^; behold! 

War, horrid war, invades the saored fkne ; 

No altar g^ves a sanotaary now. [ Warltke Mutie. 

Enter Diontsius and Calippus, with teveral 

Soldien, 

. Dion* Here will I mock their siege; here slaiid at 

Uy, 
And brave 'em to the last. 
Euphrasia here! Detested, treaofa'roos woman! 
For my revenge preserved ! By heav'n 'tis well } 
Vengeanoe awaits thy gnilt* and this good sword 
Thos sends thee to atone the bleeding victims 
This nirht has massacred. 

CaL lUMine Dimytiut^s Armi] My lie|^, forbear; 
Her life preserved may plead yoor oanse with 6reeo0> 
And mitigate yonr ikte. 

Dion, Presnmptnoas slave! 
My rage is np in arms ; by heav'n she dies. 

Enter Evamdek from the Tomb» 
Evan, Horror! forbear! Thoa mard'rer, hold thy 
hand! 
The gods behold thee, horrible assassSn! 
Restrain tiie blow ; it were a stab to heav'n ; 
All Batnre shodders at it ! Will no friend 
Arm in a cause like this a father's hand ? 
Strike at his bosom rather. lio! Bvander 
Prostrate and groveling on the earth before thee^ 
He begs to die; exhaust the scanty drops 
That 1^ about his heart; bnt spare my child. 

IHon. Evander! — ^Do my eyes once more behotf 
him? 
May the fiends seise Philotaa! Treach'roas slave! 
'Tn well thoo liv'st; thy death were poor revenge 
From any hand bnt mine. IPJ[^' *^ itrike^ 

Euph. No| tyrant, no; l^mhingbgore Evtmder, 
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I hAve provok'd joor veageMioe ; throagii iJiia bomm. 

Opeo a fMsage; iirat on me, on me 

EExbaost yoor fory; er'ry powV above 

Commands tbee to respect that aged bead ; 

His wither'd frame wants blood to glut ihw rage ; 

Strike here } tbese reins are full ; here's blood enongh; 

Th» purple tide will gnsb to glad tbj sight. 

Vim, Ha! the fieree tide of war 
This way oomes rashing on. [Exit» vntk OfficeT$. 

Evah, [Embracing Evanderl ^^ ^°*» ^J fiitA>V» 
We'll pensh thus together. 

Dkn, [H^afc<na] Bar the gates^ 
Close every passage, and repel their force. 

£van. Ana most I see thee bleed? Oh ! for a aword! 
Bring, bring me daggers! 

ESpk.itK\ 

He-enter Diontsius. 
XKon. Goards, seixe the slave, 
And give him to my rage. 
£iMn. r^'sed 6y tht Guords] Oh! spare ber, i|paie 
her, 
Inhnman villaiosl 
Ewph. Now, one glorious effort! 
Dwn, iiet me dispatch \ thou traitor, thoa mj mnt— 
Emah, A daughter's arm, fell monster, strikes the 
blow. r&ois iUm. He/oils <c9ki dies. 

Behold, all Sicily behold!— The point 
Glows with the tyrant's blood. Ye slaves, [To the 

G%uBrdi\ look there ; 
SLneel to your rightful king: the blow for freedom 
Gives yoQ ll|p ridits of men! And, oh! my fistlier« 
My over honour^ sire, it gives thee lifi). 
Ewm.- My ohild^ my daughterl sav'd again by tbeel 

lEmhracnktT. 
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A flourish rfThimpets, Enter PBocrpN^MsLANTHON, 
Phi LOTA 8, ^f-c. 

Pho, Now let the monster yield. Mj best Eaphra- 

fia! 
Euph. Mj lord! my Phocion! welcome to my 
heart 
liO ! there the wonders of Eaphrasia's arm ! 
Pho. And 18 the prond one fallen P The dawn shall 
see him 
A spectacle forpgblio yiew. Baphrasia! 

Bvander too! Thos to behold yon both 

Emm. To her direct thy looks; there fix thy praise. 
And nze with wonder there. The life I gave her, 
Ob, sne has os'd it for the noblest ends ! 
To fill cash duty : make her fiither feel 
The pnrest joy, tne heart-dtssolyipg bliss 
To have a gratefal child. Bat has the rafe 
Of slanghter ceas'd? 
Pho. It has. 

Evan. Where is Timoleon ? 
Pho. He guards the citadel ; there gires his orders 
To calm the oproar, and recall from carnage 
Hia oonqn'ring troops. 

Euph. Oh! once again, my fiither, 
Thy sway shall bless the land. Not for himself 
Timoleon con^oers; to redress the wrongs 
Of bleeding Sicily the hero comes. 
Thee. goodMelanthon, thee, thou gen'rons man, 
Hia Jnstice shall reward. Thee too, Philotas, 
Whose sympathizing heart coald feel the toaoh 
Of toft homanity, the hero's bounty, 
Hb brightest honours, shall be lavish'd on thee. 
Bvander too will place thee near his throne ; 
And show mankind, ey'n on this shore of being. 
That yirtoe still shall meet its sare reward. 

PhU. I am rewarded ; feelings such as mine 
Are worth all dignities ; my heart repays me. 
Eoan, Come, let as seek Timoleon; to his care 
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I wilt eomnend ye both: for now, alas f 

Thrones and dominions now no more for me. 

To thee I give ray crown : yes, thon, Bnphraua, 

Shalt reign in Sicily. And, oh! ye pow'rs. 

In that bright eminence of care and peril. 

Watch over all her ways ; conduct and gnide 

The goodness yoo inspired ; that she may prore» 

If e'er distress like mine invade the land, « 

A narent to her people; stretch the ray 

Or filial piety to times unborn, 

That men may hear her unexampled rirtne. 

And learn to emulate the Grecian Disnghter! [£xamt. 



EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY DAVID GARRIGK) ESQ. 

The Grecian Daughter*t complimeDts to all | 
Bogs that for epilogue joo will not call ; 
For leering, giggling* would be out of aeason^ 
And hopes by me you'll bear a little reason. 

A father rais'd from death ! a nation tar'd ! 
A tyrant's crimes by female spirit brav'd! 
That tyrant slabbed, and by her nerveless arm, 
While virtue's spell surrounding guards oould charm i 
Can she, this sacred tumult in m breast. 
Turn father, freedom, virtue, all to jest? 
Wake you, ye fair ones, from your sweet repose, 
As wanton zephyrs wake the sleeping rose? 
Dispel those clouds which o'er your eye-lids crept. 
Which our wise bard mistook, and swore you weptr 
Shall she to macaroniet life restore. 
Who yawn'd, half dead, and curs'd the tragic boref 
Dismiss 'em smirking to their nightly haunt. 
Where dice and cards their moon-struck minds enchant? 
Some muffled like the witches in Macbeth, 
Brood o'er the magic circle, pale as death ! 
Others the caldron- go about— about! 
And ruin enters, as theyb^es run out. 

Bubble, bubble. 

Toil and trouble. 

Passions bum. 
And bets are double! ^ 

Double, double ! 

Toil and trouble. 

Passions bum, 
And all is bubble. 
But jest apart, for scandal forms these tales ; 
i'alseliood be mute; let justice hold the scales. 
Iritons were ne'er enslav'd by evil pow'rs : 
?o peace and wedded love th^y give the midnight hours. 
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From nlombers pore no rattling dice can wake 'em : 
Who make the laws, were never known to break 'en. 

Tis false, ye fair, whatever spleen maj fiay. 
That yon down folly's tide are l>orne away. 
You never wish at deep distress to sneer ; 
For eyes, thong^h bright, are brighter through a tear. 

Shonla it e'er be this nation's wretched fate. 
To laugh at all that's good, and wise, and great : 
Let genius ronse, the friend of huniankin<L 
To break those spells which charm and sink the mind : 
Let comedy, with pointed ridicule. 
Pierce to the quicK each knave and vidons fool : 
Let tragedy — a warning to the times. 
Lift hian her dagger at exalted crimes; 
Drive from the heart each base, anmanly pasaon* 
Till virtue triumph in despite iff fashion. 
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THE HYPOCRITE, 

An alteration of Gibber's Nonjuror, with the 
addition of the character of Maicwarm (intro- 
duced to display the actiof^.of Mr. Weston), was 
first produced at Drury Lane in 1768. The truth 
and excellence of its satire have never been 
better pourtrayed than by the masterly acting of 
Mr. Dowton, whose talents have given to the 
revival of the Hypocrite all the force and 
attraction of a snccessfal new play : nor could it 
have been revived at a more apropos period than 
the present, when pretended sanctity is under- 
mining genuine virtue, and artfully spreading dis- 
affection under the assumed garb of piety, and the 
mask of toleration. A critic has well observed, 
that one of the most valuable characteristics of 
this play, is, that while it severely satirizes hypo- 
crisy, fanaticism, and outrageous pretences to 
sanctity, it pays the highest respect to sincere 
and rational piety. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Dnrjf Lam, 194 

Sir John Lambert . • • Mr. PowelJ. 

Doctor Cantwell Mr. Dowtcn. 

CotonaLambert Mr. Wreneh. 

Damhif Mr. HoUand. 

Seyward Mr. Barnard. 

Mawworm Mr. Oxbeirj. 

Old Lady Lambert Mrs. Sparks. 

Young Lady Lambert Mra. Orger. 

Charlotte , Mrs. Bdwm. 

Betty V Mrs. Clwtterivj. 



ACT THB FIRST. 




SCENE I. A Hall in Sir John Lambert's House, 

Enter Sir John ItAMBUJiT, followed by Colonel 
Lambert. 

CoLL. Prat ooosider, nr. 

Sir J, So I do, sir, Uwt I am her fiither, mod will dis- 
pose of her as I please. 

CoL L. I do not dispate ^nr aoihoritj, sir ; bat as 
I am joar son too, I tnink it mj daty to be oonoened 
for yonr honour. Hare not joo coantenaneed his 
addresses to my sister? Has not she received them? — 
Mr. Damtej's birth and fortnne are well known to 
you; and I dare swear, he may defy the world to lay a 
blemish on his oharaoter. 

Sir J. Why then, sir, since I am to be catechised, I 
most telt yon I do not like his eharacter; be is a 
world-server, a libertine, and has no more religion 



than Ton have. 

Col. L. Sir, we neither of us think it proper to make 
a boast of our religion ; but, if you please to inquire, 
you will find that we go to church, aa orderly as the 
reat of oar neighbours. 



6 THE HYPOCRITE. ACT 1. 

Sir J, Oh, yon go to chiireli! yon to to church ! 

Wonderful ! wonderful ! to bow, and grin, and conglit 
and gleep : a fine act of deTOtion indeed. 

CoLL, Well but, dear ftir 

Sir J, Colonel, yon are an Atheiat. 

Col, L, Pardon me, sir, I am none: it is a character 
I abhor; and next to that, I abhor the character of an 
enthusiast. 

Sir J, Oh, you do so: an enibusiast! — this is the 
fashionable phrase, the by-word, the nickname, that 
onr pleasure-loving generation gif e to those few wh» 
have a sense of true sanctity. 

Col L. Say canting, sir. 

Sir J. I tell you whaf, son, as I have told yon more 
than once, you will draw some heavy judgment on your 
head one day or other. 

Col L: So says the charitable doctor Cantwell ; yoa 
have Iriteit Bin into your house, and in retom he 
gives over half your family to the devil. 

Sir J. Do not abuse the doctor, colonel ^ it is not 
the way to my &vour. I know^ you cannot bear him, 
because he is not one of your mincing preachers. — ^He 
holds up the glass to your enormities, shows jon to 
yourselves in your genuine colours. 

ColL, I always respect piety and virtue, sir; but 
there are preten<iers to religion, as well as to coarage; 
and a4 we never find the truly brave to be soeh as nsue 
much noise about their valour; so^ I apprebeod, the 
truly good seldom or never deal much in grimaoe. 

6'ir J. Very well, sir ; this is very well. 

Coi. L. BerideSfSir, 1 would be glad to know, by what 
authority the doctor pretends to exercise the clerieai 
function. It does not appear cleariy to me that he 
ever was in ordenu 

Sir J, That is no business of yoors> sir..-*Bbt, I am 
better informed .«•«*— However, be has the call of aeal. 

ColL.JatiW 

Sir J. Why, colonel, you are in a passion. 

Cd, L. I own I cannc»t see with temper, sir, so mmBj 
religious, moontebaaka impose on the unwary malti- 
tode; vrretches, who make a trade of religioBy and ahow 
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an anoommoB oon«)em for the next vrorld, only to raise 
their fortanes with g^reater seoority in this. 

Sir J. Colonel, let me hear no more; I see yon are 
too hardened to be converted now : hot since yon think 
it ^oar doty» as a son, to be concerned for my errors, I 
think it as mooh mine, as a finther, to be concerned for 
years. If yon think fit to amend them, so ; if not, take 
the oonseqnence. 

CoL L. Well, sir, may I ask you, without offence, if 

the reasons yon have gpiven me are yoor only reasons for 

disconntenanciBg Mr. Darnley's addresses to mv sister? 

Sir J. Are they not flaffraotP Woald yoa hare me 

marry my dan^^hier to a ngan ? 

CoL L. He intends this morning^ paying his respects 
to yon, in hopes to obtain year nnal consent; and 
desired me to be present as a mediator of articles be- 
tween yon. 
Sir J. I am glad to hear it. 
Col. L. That's kind indeed, sir. 
Sir J. May be not, sir; for I will not be at home 
when he oomes : and because I will not tell a lie for the 
matter, V\\ go out this moment 

CoL L. Nay, dear sir 

5tr/. And, do yon hear — ^because I will not deceive 
bim either, tell him I would not have him lose his time 
in fooling after yoor sister — In short, I haye another 
man in my head for her. [Exit* 

CoL L. Another man ! It would be worth one's while 
to know him : pray heayen this canting hypocrite has 
not ffot some beggarly rascal i n his eye for her. I must 
rid tae house of him at any rate, or all the settlement I 

can hope for from my fother is a castle in the air. 

' My sister may be mined too — here she comes. If there 
be another man in the case, she, no doubt, can let mo 
into the secret. 

Enter Charlotte. 
Sister, good morrow ; I want to speak with yoo. 

Char. Pr'ythee then, dear brother, don't put on that 
wise, politic iaoe, as if yoor regiment was going to be 
disbanded, or sent to Che West Indies, and you obliged 
to follow it. 
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(^ L. Gome, oone, a trace witb yoar ndllerj : what 
1 have to ask of joo is serious, and I beg yon would be 
BO ID jonr answer. 

Char. Well then, proTided it is not open the anbject 
of lore, I will be so->bot make baste too^4br I faa?e 
not had mj tea yet 

Col. L, Whr it is, and it is not, apoB that aabjeet. 

Char. Oh, I \ove a riddle dearly Come letli 

bear it. 

Col. L. Nayi pshaw ! if yoo will be serious, ssy so. 

Char. O lard, sir! I beg yoor pardon— there — there's 
my whole form and features, totally disens^aged and life- 
less, at yoar senrioe ; nowj pat them in wnat poatore of 
attention yoo think nt. 

[Leaning against him awkwardly. 

Col. L. Was there ever soch a gidd^ devil! 

Pr'vtbee stand ap. I hare been talking with m^r iather, 
and he declares positively you shall not reoelTe any 
farther addresses from Mr. Damley. 

Char. Are yoa serioas? 

Col. L, He said so this minute, and witb some warmth. 

Char. 1 am glad on't, with all my heart. 

Col.L. How! glad! 
• Char. To a degree. Do joa think a man has any 
more charms for me for mT ntther's liking him ? No, 
sir, if Mr. Darnley can make his way to me now, be is 
obliged to me, and to me only. Besides, now it may 
baye the face of an amour indeedr now one has acme- 
thing to straggle for ; there's difliculty, there's dancer, 
there's the dear spirit of contradiction in it too— On! I 
like it mightily. 

Col. X. I am dad this does not make yoo think the 
worse of Darnley — bot father's consent might haTe 
olapp'd a pair of horses more toyonr coach perhaps, 
and the want of it may pinch yoor fortane. 

Char. Born fortune; am not I a fine woman? and 

haye not I twenty thoosand pounds in my own hands ^ 

Col. L. Yes, sister; bnt with all your charms, yon 

have had Ihem in yonr hands almost these fonr years. 

Char. Pshaw ! and have not I had the foil swinff off my 

own airs and humours these four years? But if I bv 



/' 
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mj father, I wanunt he'll make it three or four thou- 
sand more, with some unlickM lout — a comfortable 
equivalent, traly ! — No, no; let him lifcht his pipe with 
kis consent, if he please. Wilfal against wise for a 

Col. L. But pray, sister, has my fiither ever proposed 
any other man to yon? 

Char. Another man! let me know why yon ask, and 
I'll tell TOO. 

Cot, L. Why, the last words he said to me were, that 
he had another man in his head for yon. 
> Char. And who is it? who is it P tell me, dear brother. 

Col. L, Why, yon don't so mnoh as seem surprised. 
. Char. No; but Tm impatient, and that's aa well. 
* Col, L, Why how now, sister? 

Char, Why sure, brother, you know very little of 
i)»Biate happiness, if you suppose the surprise of a new 
lover ought to shock a woman of my temper — don't yon 
know that I am a coquette? 

Col. L. If you are, you are the first that ever was sin- 
cere enough to own her being so. 

Char, To a lover, I grant yon ; but not to you ; I 
make no more of you than a sister : I can say any thing 
to you. 

Col, L, I should have been better pleased, if yon had 
not owned it to me — ^it's a hateful character. 

Char. Av, it's no matter for that, it's violently plea- 
sant, and there's no law against it, that I know of. 

Col. L, Darnley's like to have a hopeful time with 
you. 

' Char. Well, but don't you really know who it is my 
father intends me? 

^ CoLL. Not I, really ; but I imagined yon might, and 
therefore thought to advise with vou about it. 

Char. NajjT, be has not opened his lips to me yet— are' 
you sure he is gone out? ^ 

Col, L. You are very impatient to know, methinks; 
tf hat have yon to do to concern yourself about any man 
butDamley? a 

Char, O lud! O Ind! IVythee, brother, dont be so 
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wise; if yov had «ii empty home to let, winild yoa be 
displeMedl to bear there were two people aboot it? 
Besklet, to be a little aerious, Darnley has a tinctore of 
jealoasj in his temper, which nothing bnfc a substantial 
rirai can cnre. 



Col, L, Oh, your aenraat, madam ! now yoa talk rea- 
son. 1 am (Had yon are concerned enough for Damlef^ 
fanlUy to think them worth yonr mending- — ^ha! faa! 



Char. Concern*d! why, did I say that? — ^look yoo, 
V\\ denjr it all to him— well, if ever I'm serioas with 
him again 

CoL L. Here he comes; be as merry with him as yoa 



Char. Pshaw! 

Enter Darnley. 

[Charlotte taket a Book^ mnd reads. 

Dam. My dear oblonel, Tonr servant. 

CoL L, I am flad yon did not come sooner; for is 
the hmnour my nther left me, 'twould not have been a 

proper time for yon to have pressed your afiair 1 

touched apont — but— I'll tell yon more presently ; ia 
the mean time lose no ground with my sister. 

Dam. I shall always think myself obliged to yoor 
friendship, let my snooess be what it will — Madam— 
yonr most obedient — what have von got there, pray? 

Char. IReading] << Her lively looks a sprightly mind 
disclose ; 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixM as those—'' 

Dam. Pray, madam, what is't? 

Char. ** Favours to none, to all she smiles extends — " 

Dam. Nay, I will see. 

Char. « Oft she rejects, but never once offends." 

CoL L. Have a care : she has dipp*d into hor own 
character, and she'll never forgive you, if yon don't let 
her go through with it. 

Ihm, I bw voor pardon, madam. 

Char. " Bngbt as the sun her eyes the gaaen strike. 
And like the son they shine on all alike." 
Um — una 
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l>am» That is somelhiog like indeed. 
Col, L. Yoa woald saj so, if you knew all. 
Dam, All what? pray what do yoa mean? . 
Col. L. Hare a little patienoe : I'll tell yoa imme- 
diately. 

Char. ** If to ber share sonie female errors (all, 
liook ou her face — and you'll forget them all/' 
Is not that nataral» Mr. Darnley F 

Dam. For a woman to expect, it is indeed. 

Char. And can you blame ber, when, 'tis at the same 

time a proof of the poor man's passion and her power? 

Dam. So that yoa think the greatest compliment a 

lover can make his mistress, is to giye up his reason to 

her. 

Char. Certainly ; for what hare yoar lordly sex to 
boast of but your understanding, and till that*8 entirely 
sorrendered to her discretion, while the least sentiment 
holds out against her, a woman must be downright vain 
to think ber conqoest completed ! 

Dam. There we differ, madam ; for, in my opinion, 
nothing bat the most excessive vanity coold value or 
desire such a conquest. 

Char. Oh, d'ye hear him, brother? the creature rea- 
sons with me ; nay, has the efiirontery to think me in 
the wrong too ! O lad I he'd make a horrid tyrant— 
positively I won't have him. 

Dam. Well, my comfort is, no other man will easily 
know whether yoa'U have him or not 
Char. Am I not a vain, silly creature, Mr. Darnley? 
Dam, A little bordering upon the baby, I must 
own. 

Char, Laud! how can yoo love a body so then? but 
I don't think yoo love me though — do you? 

Dam. Yes, fidth, I do ; and so sharaefally, that I'm 
in hopes you doobt it 
Char, Poor man! he'd fain bring me to reason. 
Dam, I would indeed.— Nay, were it but possible to 
make yon serious only when you shoold be so, I should 

think yoo the most amiable 

Char. Olud! he's civil 



IC THE HYPOCRITE. ACT 1. 

Dam. Gome, come, yoa have j^ood lenae; me hk 
bat with Uiftt. and make me what yon please. 

Char. Lana ! I don*t desire to make any thing oC yoe, 
not I. 

Dam. Gome then, be generons, and swear at least 
yon'II nerer mairr another. 

Char, Ah, land 1 now yon have spoiled all again :— 
besides, how can I be snre of that, oefore I haVe seea 
this other man my brother spoke to me of? 

Dom. What riddle's this? 

Col. L. I told yoa yon did not know all. To be 
serioos, my father went oat bnt now, on pmrfMMe to 
avoid yoa. — ^In short, he absolutely retracts hie pro- 
mises; says he would not hare you fool awaj joer 
time after my sister; and in plain tenns told me, he 
had another man in his head for her. 

Dam, Another man! who-? what is he? did notht 
name him? 

C0I.L. No; nor has he yet spoke of him to my 
sister. 

Dam. Hiis is nDaooonntable! — what oan hare giTia 
him this sadden turn? 

- CoL L. Some whim oar oonscientioaB doctor baa pat 
in his head, I'll lay my life. 

Darri. He ! he oanH be such a TiHain ; be 
friendship for me. 

Col. L. So muoh the' worse. 

Dam. But on what pretence, what grounds, what 
reason, what interest, oan he haye to oppose me? 

Col. L. Are yon rmlly now as onconoerned aa yoa 
seem to be? 

Char. Yon are a strange donee, brother — ^yoa know 
no more of love than 1 do of a regiment — ^Yoa ahall see 
now how I'll comfort him — ^Poor Damley, ha, ha, ha! 

Dom. I don't wonder at your good hnmoor, madamr 
when yon haye so substantial an opportonity to make 
me uneasy for llto. 

Char. O lud! how eentimentions be is! well, hb 
reprtmobes have that greatness of soni the eoaliisioa 
they giye is iosupportabloi-.- 
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Enter Betty. 
Bett J, ii Ibe tea ready i 

Bit. Yw, humImii. 

Char, Mr. Daralejr, joor lervant^ 

lExeuMt CharUftte and Betty. 

CoL L. So; Toa have made a fine pieoe of work on't, 
indeed! 

Dam. Dear Tom, pardon me if I speak a little 
freely ; I own the levity of her beha?ioar» at this time* 
g^Tes me harder thoughts than I-onoe beUeTed it 
possible to have of her. 

Col. L. Indeed, my friend, yon mistake her. 

Dam, Nay, nay ; had she anv real conoem for me, 
the apprehensions of a man's addresses, whom yet she 
never saw, must have alarmed her to some degree of 



CoL L. Not at all ; for let this man be whom he will, 
1 take her levity as a proof of her resolution to have 
nothing to sav to him. 

Dam. And prav, sir, mav I not as well suspect, tl»t 
this artful delay of her gooo nature to me now, is meant 
as a provisional deienoe against my reproaches, in case 
when she has seen this man, she should think it con- 
venient to prefer him. 

C0I.L, No, Bo; she's giddy, but not capable of so 
studied a fidsehood. 

Dam. But still, what could she mean by going away 
so abruptly? 

CpL L, Von grew too grave for her. 

Dam^ Why, who could bear such trifling? 

Cot L, Yon should have laughed at her. 

Dam. I can't love at that easy rate. 

CoL L. No-— if you could the uneasiness would lie 
on her side. 

Dam. Do you then really think she has any thing in 
her licartfor me? 

Cd. L. Ajr, marry, sii^-^ ! if von could but get her to 
own that seriously now— Lord! how you coold love her ! 

Dam. And so I could, by heaven! 

CoL L. Well, well, I'll undertake for her; if my 
father don't stand in the way we are well enough* 
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Dam. WhAl says my Iwly? you don't think sbc'i 
ainuost us? _ 

Coi. L. I dare say she is not. She's of so soft, » 
sweet a disposition-: — . 

Dam. Pr*ytbee, how oame so fine a woman to raartr 
Toor &ther, with soeh a vast ineauality of jears ? 

CoL L. Want of fortune, Frank: she was poor uA 
beantiful-4ie, rich and amorous— she made bun happy, 

and he her 

Dam. A lady— , , .u . - a- 

Col L. And a jointore— now she's the only one m lie 
family that has power with our precise doctor ; and. I 
dare ensafre, she'll use it r-itb him to persuade my fcttjr 
from any thing that is aaainst your interest. B^ tfc 
way, you must know 1 have some shrewd snspidof 
that this sanctified rogue is in lore with her. 
Dixm. In love! 

Coi. L. You shall judge by the symptoms W 

hush!— here he comes with my grandmoUier — step Ub 
way, and Til tell you. [Eiwotf. 

Biter Doctor Cantwell catd oJd Lady Iiambebt, 
followed by Seyward. 

Dr. C. Charles, step up into my study; brin^ dowai 
dozenmora of thMe manuals of devotion, witii the hd 
hymns I composed ; and, when he calls, give then t« 
Mr. Mawworm ; and, do you hear, if anv one inquires 
for me, say I am gone to Newgate, and the Mwshabes, 
to distribute alms. , [l!4Pit ^«fiiwr<{. 

Old Lady L, Well but, worthy doctor, why will 

you go to the prisons yourself canftot you send tbe 

money ?— ugly distempers are oRen catohed there-^have 
' a care of your heallhj let us keep one good mas, at 
least, amongst us. . _ 

Dr, C. AJas, madam, I am not a good man; I ama 
guilty, wicked sinner, full of iniquity; the greatest 
villain that ever breathed; every instant of my hie is 
clouded with slains yit is one continued series of onmes 
and defilemento ; von do not know what I am oapahle 
of; yott indeed Uke me for a good man ; but tbe troth 
15, f am a worthless creature. 
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Old Lady L. HtLve yoa then rtombled? alas! if it 
be so, who shall walk upright i What liorrid <;rime 
have yon been hnrried into, that calls for this severe 
I self accrimination? 

Dr, C, None, madam, that perhaps hnmanity may 
t call very enormous ; yet am I sure, that my thoughts 
I never stray a moment from celestial contemplations^ do 
I they not sometimes, before I am aware, turn to things 
I of this earth? am I not often haity, and surprised into 
wrath P nay, the instance is recent ; for last night, being 
snaried at and bit by Minxy, your daughter-in-law's lap- 
f dog, I am conscious I struck the little beast with a 
I degree of passion, for which I have never been able to 
I forgive myself since. 

Old Lady L, Oh! worthy, humble soul! this is a 
I slight offence, which your suffering and mortifications 
mav well atone for. 

- Dr. C. No, madam, no; I want to suffer; I ought to 
r be mortified ; and 1 am obliged now to tell you, that, 
I for my soul's sake, I must quit your good son's family ; 
1 I am pamper'd too much here, live too much at my ease. 

Old Lady L, Good doctor ! 
' Dr, C, Alas, madank ! it is not you that should shed 

tears ; it is I ondit to weep ; you are a pure woman. 
I Old Lady L, I pure! wno, I? nst^Mo'^ sinful, sinful 
I — ^bnt do not talk of quitting our nmily ; what will 
I become of us — ^for friendship— for charity— 
I Dr,C. Bnoogh; say no more, madam; I submit; 
i while I can do good, it is my duty. 

I EfUer Colonel Lambert and Darnley. 

I Col L, Your ladyship's most humble servant 
I Old Lady L. Grandson, how do Von? 

Dam. Good day to yoa, doctor f 

Dr. C. Mr. Darnley, I am your most humble servant ; 
I I hope yon and the good colonel will stay and join in 
' the private duties of the family. 

Old Lady L. No, doctor, no ; it is too early ; the sun 
' has not risen upon them ; bat, I doubt not, the day will 
' ooine< 
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Dr, C. I warrant, tbey woald so to a plaj now? 
Old Ladn L, Woald thej ^TaiB afhad ilieT woaU. 

Bam. Wbj, 1 hope it is no rin, madam; if I am not 
mistaken, I liave seen joor ladyship at a play. 

Old Ladv L. Me, sir! see .me at a play! yod maj 
haye seen tne prince of darkness, or .some of kis impi, 
in mj likeness, perhaps — 

Dam. Well bnt, madam-*- 

Old Lady L. Mr. Daroley, do yon think I wooU 
oommit a murder? 

Dr. C. No, sir, no; these are not the plants usnilT 
to be met with in that rank soil ; the seeds €»f wickeih 
ness indeed sprout ap every where too last ; but a pkij* 
house is the aevil's hotbed — ^ 

CoL L. And yet^ doctor, I huTe known aooM of the 
leaders of your tnbe, as scrupulous as they are, whi 
haTC been willing to gather fruit there for the oae of tk 
brethren — as in case of a beneit — 

Dr. C. The charity covereth the aia; and it may k 
lawful to turn the wages of abominalion to tbe oomftrt 
of the righteous. 

CoL L. Ha, ha, hal 

JDr.C. Reprobate! reprobate! 

Col. L. What is that you mutter, sirrah? 

Old Lady L. ^heavens! 

Dam. Col him go, colonel. 

Col. L, A canting hypocrite! 
- Dr. C. Very well, sir; your fiOher shall know mj 
treatment. [ExiU 

Old Lady L. Let me run out of the house; I shall 
have it fiill upon my head, if I stay among such wicked 
wretches. O grandson ! grandson ! [Exii, 

Dam. Was there ever such an insolent rascal .' 

Col. L, The dog will one day provoke me to best 
his brains ouL 

Dam. But what the devil is he? whence comes he?^ 
what is his original ?— how has be so ingratiated him> 
self with your father, as to get footing in the hoase? 
. ^^* i- ^^9 ^f he is here in omuity of obaplaia; 
ne was first introdiioed by the gooa old Isdy "w r sjn# 
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gone oat. Yoa know she has been a long time a fre- 
i <]iienter of odr modern' couTenticles, where it seems 
^ she {(ot acquainted with this sanetified pastor. His 
' disciples beliere him a saint ; and my poor father, who 
'i lias been for some time tainted with their pernicions 
I principles, has been led into the same' snare. 
f Dam. Hah ! here's yonr sister again. 

Re-enter Chablotte and Doctor Ca^twell. 
^ Char, Yoa'U find, sir, I will not be nsed thus; nor 
^lall your credit with my father protect joar insolence 
I to me. 

^ Col. L. What's the matter? 

' Chan Nothing ; pray be qaiet. — I don't want yon — 
Btand oot of the way — how dnrst yoa bolt with sach 
' aathority into my ciiamber, withoat giyiog me notice? 
' Dam. Gonfasion! 
' Col. L. Hold— if my father won't resent this, 'tis then 

time enongh for me to do it. 
' Dr. C. Compose yourself, madam ; I came by yonr 
' father's desire, who being informed that yoa were 
entertaining Mr. Darnley, grew impatient, and gave his 
nositiye commands that yon attena him instantly, or he 
himself, he says, will fetoh yoa. 
Dam. Ay, now the storm is rising. 
Dr. C, So, for what I have done, madam, I had his 
aathority, and shall leave him to answer yon. 

Char. 'TIS false. He gave yon no aathority to insalt 
me ; or if he had, did yoa soppose I woold bear it from 
yotf? What is it yoa presume upon? your fanotion? 
does that exempt you from the manners of a gentle- 
man? 

Dr, C. Shall I have an answer to yoor father, lady P 

Char, I'll sead him none by yoo. 

Dr. C. I shall inform him so. [ExtL 

Char. A saacy pappy! 

Col. L. Pray, sister, what has the fellow done to yon ? 

Char. Nothing. 

Dam. I beg yoa woald tell os, madam. 

Char, Nay, no great matter — bat I was sitting cart- 

B 
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lenly io my dreflnnfp-rooai — •—• Su*emng mj garter, 
and tbit impiHleiit oar comes boonoe in upon me 

Dam, The rog^e mii»t be oorveoted. 

CoL L. Vet, ^e^ad, I eaonot help laughing at Uieaoei- 
dent; what a ridiculons figorashe mast muce — **a! bl 

Char, Hah! you're as impudent as he, I think. 

Dam. Now, dear Tom, speak to her before sike goes. 

Char. What does he say, brother? 

Cot L, Why, be wants to have me speak to yoa; and 
I would hare him do it himself. 

Char. Ay, oome, dOf D»roley ; I am in a gpood hnnov 
now. 

Dam. Oh, Charlotte ! my heart u borstiiig-r* 

Char. Well, well ; oiit with it then. 

Dam, Your father now, 1 see, is b«it on parting n 
— nay, what's worse perhaps will give yoa to nnotln-rf 
I cannot speak — imagine what I want trom yon — 

• Char. Well— O lud! one looks fo silly thpngb wki 
one is so serious — O dear,-^in short, | cvuiot get it out 

Col. L. I warrant you ; try again. 

Char. O lud— well— if one most be teamed, then- 
why, he must hope, I think. 

Dam. IsU possible! — thas — 

CoLL. Baz not a suitable; she has flone verr 

well. I bar all Jieroics; if you press it too ^, 111 
hold six to fonr she's off again in a moment. 

Dam. I'm silenced. 

Char. Now am I on tiptoe to know what odd felk>« 
my father has found out for me. 

Dam. I'd j||iye something to know him. 

Char. He's in a terrible fuss at your being here, I find. 

CoL L. .'Sdeath ! here he comes. ^ 

Char. Nnw we are all in a 6ne pickle. 

^nter Sir John Lambert hastilyy and looking tiemlt 
at Darn LET, takes QHAnhorrz under his Arm. m 

carries her off". 



ACT THE SBGOND. 




SCENB L 

An AfUichamber in Sir John Lambert's Houte* 
Enter Seyward, toith a Writing in his Hand. 

Sev, Tis i(K«-I hare long raspected wiiere hii seal 
woufd end, in the making^ of his private fortune. But 
then, to found it on the ruin of his patron's children !~- 
I shudder at the villanj ! What desperation mar a son 
1»0 driven to^ so barbarous] j disinherited ! Besi des, 
bis daughter, fiur Charlotte, too is wronged ; wronged 
io the tenderest point : for so extravagant is this settle- 
nient, that it leaves her not a shi)iiii|^, unless she nuuries 
with the doctor's consent^ which is intended, by what 
I have heard, as an expedient to oblige her to marry the 
doctor himself. Now, 'twere but an honest part to let 
Charlotte know the snare that's laid for her. This 
deed's not signed, and may be yet prevented. It shall 
be so. — ^Yes, charming creature!— I adore you! — ^And 
thoush I am sensible mv passion is without hope, I may 
indulge it thus far at feast ; I may have the merit of 
serving you, i|nd perhaps the pleasure to know yon 
think yourself obliged by me. 
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Enter Sm John Lambert, Lady Lambert, md 
Charlotte. 

Sir J. Oh ! Seyward, joar uncle wants joo to tns- 
ficribe Bome hymnft. 

&u. Sir, ril wait on him. [£nf. 

Cfcar. A preUy, well-Wed fellow that. 

Sir J, Ay, aj; hot he has better qoalHies than his 
good breeding. 

Char. He's always clean too. 

Sir J. 1 wonder, daughter, when yon will take notice 
of a man's real merit. Hamph — well-bred and elesi, 
forsooth. 'Would not one think now she was describ- 



ing a coxcomb? When do you hear my wife talk st 
this rate.^ and yol she is as young as your fisnlaslicil 
ladyship. 

Lady L. Charlotte is oT a cheerful temper, my dev; 
but 1 know you don't 4hink she wants discretion. 

Sir J. I shall try that presently; and yoa, mjdev, 
shall judge between us. In short, daughter, your coone 
of life is but one continued round of playii^^ tlie kd 
to no purpose ; and therefore I am resofyed to mski 
you think seriously, and marry. 

C/br. That 1 shall do before I marry, sir, yon nsj 
depend upon it. 

jSirJ, Urn— — ^nrhat I km not so sure of; but yos 
nay depend upon my having thought seriooaly, ni 
that's ai well ; for the person I intend you is, of all tk 
world, the only man who can make you truly happy. 

Char. And, of all the worid, nr, that's the only msi 
ril positively marry. ..,. . 

I^dy L. Von hare rare courage, Charlotte; if I hsd 
such a game to play, I idionld be frightened out of mr wils. 

Char. Lord ! madam, he'll make nothing of it, depeaii 
upon it. 

Sir J. Mind what I say to you. This wonderfb) mait 
I say— first, in his public character, is religions, aealoof, 
and<d»aritable. 

Char. Very well, sir. 

Sir J. In his private character, sober. 

Char, 1 should hate a sot. 
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: Sir J, Cbaste. 

Char. Ahem! [Stifling a laugh. 

Sir J, What U it yoa tneer at, maoam? Yon waot 
.one of your fioe gentlemaa rakea, 1 sappoie, that are 
•oappion^ at every womam they meet wito. 

Cmt. No, no, sir ; I amrvery well satisfied.—- 1-— — I 
aboold not care for such a sort of a man, no more than I 
ahonid for one that every woman was ready to snap at. 

Sir J. No, youMl be secnre from jealousT ; he has 
eiLperienoe, ri^ness of years — he is almost forty-nine. 
Yoor sex' Tamty will have no charma for him. 

Char. Bot all this while, sir, I don't find that he has 
obfrms for our sex' vanity. How does he look? Is he 
tall, well made? Does he dress, sing, talk, laugh, and 
danee wellf Has he good hair, good teeth, fine eyes? 
Doth he keep a chaise, coach, and vis-a-vis? Has he 
six prancing ponies ? Does he wear the prince's oniform, 
and sobsorihe to Brookes'? 

Sir J. Was there ever so profligate a creature? What 
will this age come to ! 

Lady L. Nay, Charlotte, here I mast be against yon. 
Now yoa are blind indeed. A woman's happiness has 
little to do with the pleasure her hosband takes in his 
own person. 

Sir J. Right 

Ladif L. It is not how he looks, bat how he loves, is 
the point. 

Str J. Good again. 

Lady L. And a wife is much more secnre that has 
charms for her husband, than when the husband has 
only charms for her. 

Sir J, Admirable! ||^ on, my dear. 

Lady L. Do yon think a woman of five-and-twenty 
may not be much happier with an honest man of fifty, 
than tAm finest woman of fifly with a young fellow of 
ilve-and-twenty ? 

Sir J, Mark that! 

Char, Aj, but wlien two fiv^nd-twenties come 
together— 4Mar papa, you must allow they have a chance 
to be fifty times as pleasant and frolicsome. 

Sir J. Frolicsome! Why, you sensual idiot, what 
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hare frolies to do witb solid happioeit? I am ashaaMd 
of yoa.--^, TOO talk wone than a girl at a boarding- 
■oliool.F-^FroliosoiBe ! at if marriage was onW a lioeoM 
for two people to plaj the fool aooordior to law. Me^ 
thinks, madam, jon have a better example of bappiaeii 
before yoor fiioe^— Here's one has ten times yoar mider- 
•tanding, and she, yoa find, has made a diflbrent eboioe. 

Char, Lord, sir, how you talk! yoq doni oonnder 
people's tempers. I don't saj my lady is not in the 
right; bnt tben yoa know, papa, she's a pmde, and I 
am a coquette ; sne becomes ner character very well,-! 
don't deny it; and I hope yon see every thing I do, is 
as consistent with mine.— Your wise people nmT talk 
what they will, but 'tis constitntion goTerns as all ; and 
be amored, yoa will no more be- able to bring me ts 
endore a man of forty-nine, than you can persomle mj 
iady to dance in church to the organ. 

Sir J. Why, yoa wicked wretch! coald anj tiling 
persoade yoa to do that? 

Char, Lord, sir^ I won't answer for what I might dt^ 
if the whim was in my head; besides* yoa know, I 
always loved a little flirtation. 

Sir J. O horrible! flirtation!^ My poor sister hsi 
rained her : leaving her fortune in her own hands, hm 
turned her brain, in short, Charlotte, your sentinMnb 
of life are shameful, and lam resolved upon yoar instant 
reformation : therefore, as an earnest of your obedienoe^ 
I shall first insist that vou never see young Dansky 
more; for, in one word, the good and pious doetor 
Cantwell's the man I have decreed for yoar boabond. 

Char. Hoi ho! ho! 

Sir J, Tu very well ; this laogh yoa think beooiMS 
yoo, ba't I shall spoil your mirih^no more — give am a 



Char. I ask your pardon, sir; I should not have 
smiled indeed, could I suppose it possible that yoa 
were serious. 

Sir J. You'll find me so. 

Char. I'm sorry for it; bnt I have an objeelion ft 
the doctor, air, that MM>st lathers think a sabstantial oMk 

StrJ, NaoMil. 
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Char, Why, sir, we know nothings of his fbrtaoe -, 
lie's not wortn a gtotA, 

Sir J. That's more than yoa know, madam: I am 
able lo give him a better estate tlian 1 am afraid jou'il 
deserre. 

Char. How, sir? 

Sir J, 1 have told yoa what's my will, and shall leave 
you to think on't. 

Enter Ssywahd. 

Set/. Sir, iC/^ou are at leisorci the dootor desires to 
apeaK with you, upon bosiness of importance. 

5ir J. Where is he^ 

1^. In his own chamber, sir. 

Sir J. I will come to him immediately. — [Exit Sey- 
vford} — Daughter, 1 am called away, and therefore have 
only time to tell yon, as my last resolation, dootor 
Cantweli is yonr husband, or Vm no more your father. 

[Exit. 

Char. .0 madam 1 I am at mv wit's end; not for Uie 
little fortune 1 may lose in disobeying my father, but it 
startles me to find what a dangerons influence this fel- 
low has over all his actions. 

Lady L, Here's your brother. 

Enter Colonel Lambert. 

CoL L. Madam, your most obedient WeH, sister,. 

if the secret out? Who is this pretty fellow my father 
liaa picked up for yoa i 

Cnar, Even our agreeable dootor. 

CoL L. Yon are not serious? 

LadyL. He's the very man, I can assure you, sir. 

CoL L, Confnsion ! wKat would the cormorant devour 
the whole family ? Your ladyship knows he is secretly 
in love witfayou too. 

LadvL. Fie, fie, colonel. 

CoLL* I ask your pardo 
freely ; bat I am sure, by what 1 have seen, your lady- 



CoLIj* I ask your pardon, madam, if I speak too 

• ■ • bywhatll ^ 

il 

eise^has seen it; but, 



afaiD most suspect so'metninff of iL 
Lady L. I am sorry any body eii 
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I must own, his beharionr to ne of late, both in private 
and before oompan^r, has been Bomething warmer than 
I tlioueht became him. 

Coi.%*- How are Uieae opposites to be reconciled? 
Can th^rascal have the awurance to think both points 
, are to be carried? 

'- . Char, Trulj, one would not saspeot the gentleman 
to be so termagant. 

Col. L. Especially while he pretends to be so shocked 
at all indecent amoClls. In the country he used to make 
the maids loak op the tupkey-cocks ever? ^Kvturdaj night, 
for fear they should gallant the hens on a Sunday. 

Ladyij' Oh! ridiculous! 

Col. L. Upon my life^ madam, ray sister told too so. 

Char, I tell you so, impudent 

Lady L. Pie, Charlotte ; he only jests with jon. 

C^. How can yen be such a monster to stay ph|T- 
kig the' fool hi^^when you have more reason tone 
frightened 09|t.if your wits? You don't know perhaps, 
that my %Uien,declares he'll settle a fortune upon tnis 
fellow too*r** 

\^LL. What do you mean? 

i^dyii, 'Tis too true; 'tb not three minutes sinoe 
he saidf so» 

Col. L. Nay then, 'tis time indeed his eyes were 
opened; and give me leave to say, madam, 'tis only in 
your power. _ 

Laay L. What is't ^ou propose? 
. CoL L. Why, if this fellow, which I'm sure of» is 
really in love with yon, give him a fair opportanitj to 
declare liimself, and leave me to make my advantage 
of it* 

Lady L. I should be loath to do a wron[( thing — 
Char, Dear madam, it is the only way in the world 
to expose him to my father. 

LadyL. I'll think of it 

Col.L, Pray do, madam ; hot in the mean time I 
must leave von — ^poor Bamley slays for me at the 
Smyrna, and will sit upon thorns tiUh I bring him an 
account of his new rival- 
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Char, Well, well, gei yoo gone then; here is mj 
grandmother. [Exit Colonel Lambert, 

Enter old Lady Lambert. % 

LadyL, This is kind, niadiui; I hope jpur iadj- 
ship's oopae to dine with as. 

Old LadyL, No; don'( be afraid: only in my. waj 
from Tottenham-oourt, I jost called to see whether any 
dreadful aooident happened to the family since 1 was 
here last. ^^ 

LaduL. Accident! did y^madyship saT ^ 

Old Lady £<• 1 shall be sc^, daughter, but not sor- 
prised, when I hear it; for there are goings on under 
this roof, that will bring temporal pnuisbments along 
with them. 

Lady L. Indeed, madam, you astonish me ! 

Old LadyL. We'll drop tlie subject: and I beg leaTC 
to address myself to you, mita Charlotte : I see you 
have a bit of lace upon yonr neck ; 1 desire to know 
what you wear it for. 

Char. Wear it tor, madam ! it*s the ISi^on. 

Old Lady L. In short, I have been at my4ineHr.dra- 
per's to-day, and have boufht you some thick nwslin, 
which I desire you will maae handkerchiefs of— for 1 
must tell you that slight covering is indecent, and gives 
much offence. 

LadyL. Indecent, did yoor ladvship say? 

OutLadyL. Yes, danghter^in-faw, doctor Cant well 
plains to me that he can't sit at table, the sight of 
oare neck disturbs him so ; and he's a good man, 
and knows what indeoencv is. 

Char. Yes, indeed, I believe he does, better than 
any one in this house. But you may tell the doctor 
from me, madam, that he is an impudent coxcomb, a 
poppy, and deserves to have his bones broke. 

Old LadyL. Fie, Charlotte, fie! He speaks bat for 
yonr good, and this is the grateful return you make. 

Char. Grateful return, madam ! — how can you be so 
partial to that hypocrite P~«The doctor is one of those 
who start at a feather.— Poor good mao ; yet he has his 
vices of the graver sort- 



complains 
her oare i 
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Old Lady L, Come, ooaie; I wiili you woold follow 
his precept, wbose practice is confomiable to wliat he 
teftcbes. — ^Virtnoas man ! — ^Above all feDsnal regards, 
he eonsiden the world irt«%reW as a collection c? dirt 
and pebUe-stones. — ^H >• uas he weaned me from tern- 
poral connexions! Mj beart is now set apon nothing* 
sublunary 3 and. I thank heaven, I «n so inseiuiible to 
e?ery thing- in this vain world, that 1 oonld see Toa,'nT 
aon, mj danghters, my brothers, mrj grandohildreD, all' 
expire before me ; and mind it no more than tiM gmng' 
oat of so many snoffs of candle. 

Char. Upon my word, madam, it is a very liiunane 
dis|MMition yon have been able to arrive at, and your 
fiunily is much obliged to the doctor for his instractiOBS. 

Oid Lady L, Weil, child, I have nothing more to say 
to yon at present; heaven mend yoo, that°s all. 

LadnL, Bat pray, madam, stay and dine with us. 

Old Lady L, No, daughter, I have said it, nnd yov 
know I never tell a lie ; bat here's my son, if yonll 
give me leave, I'll stay and speak to him. 

Lady L. Year ladfship's time is your own. 

Char. Ay, here's that abominable dector.-^This fel" 
low puts me beyond my patience. 

[Exeunt Lady Lambert and Charlotted 

"Enter Sir John Lambert and Doctor Cantwell. 

SfirJ, Ob, madam, madam! Fm glad you're here to 
join me in solicitations to the doctor. — ^Here b m v nso- 
ther, friend, my mother ; a pious woman ; you will hear 
her, more worthy to advise you than 1 am. 

Dr. C. AUs I the dear Kood huiy, I wiU kiss her haMi ! 
•—but what advice can she give me? The riches of this 
world, sir, Iwve no charms for me; I am not dasled 
with their false glare; and was I, 1 repeat it, to aeoepC 
of the trust you want to repose in me, heaven knowa| 
it would only be lest the means should fall into wicked 
hands, who would not lay it out as I would do, for the 
glory of hea?en, and the good of my neighbour. 

OldLad^L What's tfo matter, aon? 

pr, C. NoUung, madam : nothing. ^Bot you w«re 

witness how the worthy colonel treated me this 
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ing-— Not that I upeak it onmy own aocount — for to be 
reviled is my portioo. 

Sir J, OtheTillain! the villain! 

Dr. C. Indeed, I did not think he had so hard a natare. 

Old Lady L, Ah! voar charitable heart knows not 

the ranoonr that is in his. His wicked sister too, has 

been here this moment abusing this jj^ood man. 

Dr. C. O sir, 'tis plain ; 'tis plain ; joar whole family 
are in a combinatioti against me — ybnr son and daogh- 
ter hate me ; they think I stand between them and yonr 
Ikvour : and indeed it is not fit I sboald do so : for, 
fallen as they are, theTmre still ;roar children, and I an 
alien, an intruder, who ought in oonscienoe to retire 
and heal those anhappy breaches.. 

OidLadyL. See; if the good man does not wipe hia 
•yes! 

Dr. C. Oh heavens! the thought of their ingratitude 
wounds me to the aniok bat TU remove this eye- 
sore — ^here, Charles f 

Enter Seyward. 

5tr J. For goodness sake— 

Dr. C. Bring me that writing, I gave yon to lay up 
this morning. 

Sir J, Make haste, good Charles; it shall be signed 
this moment [Exit Seyward, 

Dr. C. Not for the world, sir John — every minute 
taods to corroborate my last intentions — I must not, 
will not take it, with the corses of your children. • 

Sir J. But consider, doctor— shall my wicked^ son 
then be heir to my lands, before repentance has entitled 

him to &vour ^No, let him depend upon you, whom 

he has wron^; perhaps, in time he may reflect on bin 
father's justice, and be reconciled to your rewarded 
virtues. — ^If heaven should at last reclaim him, in you 
I know he still would find a fond, forgiving father. 

Dr» C, The imagination of so blest an hour, softens 
joe to a tenderness I cannot support! 

Old Lady L. Oh ! the dear, good man. 

Sir J. With regard to my daughter, doctor, you know 
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she IS not wronged hj it; becaase, if she proves not 
obstinatOi slie maj still be happj. 

Old Lady L. Yes, bat the pervene wretch sligbts the 
blesuns jou propose for her. 

X>r. C. We mast allow, madam, female^ modesty a 
time, which often takes the likeness, of distress: the 
commands of voor good son might too soddenlj Bar> 
prise her^— Maids most be gently dealt with — and 
might I homblv advise 

Sir J, Any thing yoa will ; you shall goTem me and 
her. 

Dr. C. Then, sir, abate of yonr aathority, and let the 
matter rest awhile. 

Sir J. Suppose we were lo get my wife to speak to 
her ', women will often hear from their own sex, what 
sometimes^ even from the man they like, will startle 



Dr. C, Then, with yonr permission, sir, I will lake 
an opportunity of talking to my lady. 

Sir J. She's now in her dressing-room; 1*11 go and 
prepare her for it. [Exit, 

Dr. C. Yoo are too good to me, sir — too iKHUilifiil. 

Enter Seyward. 

Sey. Sir, Mr. Maw worm is without, and woold bo 
glad to be permitted to speak with yon. 

Old Lady L. Oh pray, doctor, admit him ; I have 
not seen Jflr. Mawworm this great while ; he*s a pioot 
man, though in an humble estate; desire the worthy 
creature to walk in. 

Enter Mawworm. 
—How do you do, Mr. Mawworm? 

Maw, Thank your ladyship's axing — ^I'm bat deadly 
poorish indeed ; the world and I can^ agree — I got the 
books, doctor and Mrs. Grant bid me give Mr ser- 
vice to yon, and thanks you for the eighteen-pence. 

Dr. C. Hush, friend Mawworm! not a word ttiore; 
yoa know I hate to have my little charities blaz'd aboat : 
a poor widow, madam, to whom I sent my mite. 
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Old Lady L, Gi?e her this. 

[Offers a Purse to Mawworm.^ 

Dr, C. I'll take care it shall be given ap to her. 

[Puts it up. 

Old Lady L, Bat what is the matter with yoo> Mr. 
Mawworm'p 

Maw. I don't know what's the matter with me 

Fm a breaking mj heart 1 think it*8 a sin to keep 

a shop. 

Old Lady L. Why if joo think it a sin, indeed — 
pray what's yonr business? "^ 

maw. We deals in grocery, tea, small-beer, charcoal, 
botter, brickdust, ana the like. ^ 

Old Lady L. Well, joo most consult with your 
friendly director here. 

Mmd, I wants to go a preaching. 

Old Lady L, Do yon? 

Maip. I'm almost sure I have had a call. 
. Old Lady L, Ay! 

Maw, I liaye made several sermons already ; I does 
them extrampery, because I can't write; and now the 
devils in onr alley says, as how my hsad's turned. 

Old Lady L, Ay, devils indeed but don't you 

mind them. 

Maw, No, I don't 1 rebukes them, and preaches 

to then, whether they will or not. We lets onr house 
in lodgings to single men ; and sometimes I gets them 
together, with one or two of the neighbours, and makes 
them all cry. 

Old Lady L, Did you ever preach in public ? 

Maw* I got upon Kcnnington-common, the last 
review day; but the boys threw brickbats at me^ and 
pinned crackers to my tail ; and I have been afraid to 
mount ever since. 

Old Lady L. Do yon hear this, doctor? throw brick- 
bats at him, and pin crackers to his tail! can these 
things be stood by? 

Maw. I told them so— ^says I, I do^s nothing clan- 
decently; 1 stand here contagious to his majest}''^ 
guards, and I charge you upon your apparels not to 
mislist me. 
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Old Lady L. And it bad no effeot? 

Maw, Ko more thui if I spoke to to miD j poslenei : 
bat if he adviset me to go a preachia;, and quit my 
ahop, I'll make an excressance raillier into the comitrj. 

Oid Lady L, An exconion, jou wonld saj. 

Maw. I am bat a sheep* but my bleatings aiwll be 
beard a&r off; and that sheep shall become a shepherd : 
nay, if it be only as it were a shepherd's dog, to bark 
the stray lambs into the fold. 

Old Lady L. He wants method, doetor. 

Dr. C. Tes, madam ; bat there is the matter, and I 
despise not the ignorant 

Maw. He's a saint till I went after him, I was 

little better than the devil ; mv oonsoienoe was tanned 
with sin, like a piece of neat's^ leather, and had no more 
feeling than the sole of my shoe ; always a roving after 
fantastical delights : I ased to go, every Sunday < 



ing, to the Three Hats at Islington ! its a pobUo-hoose ; 
mayhap, year ladyship may know it: I was a great 
lover of skittles too, bat now I can't bear them, 

OldLadvL. What a blessed reformation ! 

Maw, I believe, doctor, yoa never knowM as how I 
was instigated one of the stewards of the reforming 
society, t convicted a man of five oaths, as last Thara> 
day was a sen'night, at the Pewter^platter^ in the 
Borough I and another of three, while be was playing 
trap-ball in St Georse's-fields: I bought this waislooat 
out of my share of the money. 

Old Lady L, Bat how do yoa mind yonr boainoaa? 

Maw, We have lost almost all oar customers; beoanse 
I keeps extorting them whenever they oome into the 
shop. 

Old Lady L. And how do yon live? 

Maw, tietter than ever we did: while we were 
worldly-minded, my wife and I (for I am married to as 
likelv a woman as yoa shall see in a thoosand) eoold 
hardly make things do at all ; bat since tins good nmn 
has Iwoagfat os into the road of the rigfateoos, we have 
always plenty of every thing; and my wife goes aa 
well dressed as a gentlewoman— we haw had a child 
too. 
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Old Lady L, Meroifal! 

Mow. And between 70a and me, doctor, I belieTO 
SusVs breeding again. 

Dr. C, Thus it is, madam ; I am oonsUntlj told, 
though I can hardly believe it, a blesnng follows 
tvberever I oome. 

Maw. And jet^if yon would hear how the neighboara 
reviles m j wife ; saying as how she sets no store by me, 
beoaose we have words now and then ; bat as I says, if 
sacb was the ease, would ever she have out me down 
that there time as I was melancholy, and she found me 
hanging behind the door ; 1 don't believe there's a wife 
in the parish would have done so by heir husband. 

Dr. C. I believe His near dinner-time; and sir John 
will require my attendance. 

Maw, Oh! I am troublesome—nay, I only come to 
you, doctor, with a message from Mrs. Grunt. I wish 
your ladyship heartily and heartily farewell; doctor, a 
good day to you. 

Old Lady L. Mr. Mawworm, call on me some tune 
this afternoon ; I want to have a little private discourse 
-with you : and, pray, my service to your spouse. 

Maw. I will, madam; you are a malefactor to all 
goodness; I'll wait upon your ladyship; I will indeed: 
[pmngf returns] Oh, doctor, that's true; Susy desired 
me to give her kind love and respecU to you. {Exit. 

Dr. C. Madam, if yon please, I will lead yon into 
the parlour. 

pid Lady L. N.o, doctor, my coach waits at the door 

Enter Seyward. 

Dr, C. Chaises, yon may lav those papers by again, 
but in some place where you'll easily find them; for I 
believe we shall have occasion for them some time this 
afternoon. 

Sey, I'll Uke care, sir. [Eitwit Doctor Cantwell 
and old Lady Lam6ert]— Occasion for them this aflei^ 

noon! ^Then there's no time to be lost; the coast 

is clear, and this is her chamber.— What's the matter 
with me? The thought of speaking to her throws me 
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into a disorder. There's nobody wilhin^ Til knock 
Again. 

Enter Bettt. 
Is your lady bnsj ? 
Bel. I believe sbe*8 only reading, sir. 
Sey. Will yon do me the favour to let ber know, if 
she's at ieisnre, I beg to speak with her npon some 
earnest business. 

Enttr Charlotte. 
Char, Who's that? 

Bet. She's here. Mr. Seyward, madam, denres to 

•peak with yon. 

Char. Oh, yonr senrant, Mr. Seyward. — Mere, take 
.this odioos Homer, and lay him np again ; he tires me. 

— [Exit Belh^T How coold tlje blind wretch make 

sttoh an bomd fnss abont a fine woman, for ao noanj 
Totnmes together, and give as no aoconnt of her 
amonrs? li^a have read him, I suppose, in ibe Greek, 
Mr. Seyward ? 
Sey. Not lately, madam. 

Char. But do yon so violently admire him now? 
Sey. The critics say he has his beauties, madam ; but 
Ovid has been always my favourite. 
Char. Ovid — Oh, he is ravishing! 
5ey. So art thou, to madness! T Aside. 

Char. Lord I how could one do to learn Greeks — '— 
Were you a great while abont it i 
Sey. It has been half the business of my Mh, madam. 
Char* That's cruel, now; then you think one oonld 
not be mistress of it in a month or two? 
Sey» Not easily r madam. 

Char, They tell me it has the softest tone for love of 
any language in the world— I fiincv I could toon leain 
it I know two words of it already. 
Sey. Pray, madam, what are they? 
Char. Stay— let me see — Oh— av— Zoe kai pencke. 
Sey. I hope you know the Bngluh of them, madam. 

Chdr. Oh lud! I hope there is no harm in it !*)■ 

sore I heard the doctor say it to my lady— pray* wWt 
IS It? .f ^ r j» 
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Sey. Yoa most first imagioe, madam, a tender lover 
gimng on his mistress ; and then indeed they have a 
softness in them; as thns— Zoe kai psnche! — my liie! 
my soal ! • 

Char, Oh the impadent joung rogue! how his ejes 
spoke too ! What the deaoe can he want with me ! [Aside, 

iSey. I have startled her ! shemnses! lAnde, 

Char. It always mn in my head that this fellow had 
something in him above his condition ; Pll know imme- 
diately. fAside] Well, but your business with me, Mr. 
Sevward? You have something of love in your head, 
1*11 lay my life on*t. 

Sey. I never, durst own it, madam. 

Char. Why; what's the matter? 

^. My story is too melancholy to entertain a mind 
so much at ease as yours. 

Char. Oh, I love melancholy stories of all things: — 
pray how long have yon lived with your uncle, Mr. 
Sevward? 

Sey. With doctor Cantwell, I 'suppose you 



Char. Ay. 

Sey. He's no uncle of mine, madam. 

Char. You surprise me! not your uncle? 

Seu. No, madam ; but that's not the only character 
the ooctor assumes, to which he has no right 

Char, Lord ! I am concerned for you. 

Sev. So. you would, madam, if you knew all. 

Char, I am already ; but if there are any further 
particulars of your story, pray let me hear tliem ; and 
should any services be in my power, lam sure you may 
command them. 

Sev. You treat me with so kind, so sen tie a hand, 
that I will unbosom myself to you. — My father, madam, 
was the younger branch of a genteel family in the north ; 
his name Trueman — but dying while I was yet in my 
infancy, I was left wholly dependant on my mother ; a 

woman really pious and well-meaning, but In short, 

jnadam, doctor Cantwell fatally got acquainted with 

her, and as he is now your &ther*s bosom oounsellor, 

c 
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soon be became her*s. Shfe died, madam, when I was 
bat eight years old; and then I was, indeed, left an 
orphan. 

Chcar. Melancholy ! 

Sey. She left doctor Cantwell her sole heir and exe- 
cutor : but I must do her the justice to say, I believe 
it was in the confirmation that he would t«k;e care of, 
and do justice to me: and, indeed, he has so fair taken 
care of me, that he sent me to a seminary abroad ; and i 
for these three years last past has kept me mih him. I 

Char. A seminary! Oh, heavens! but why have yon 
not strove to do yourself Justice ? - 

Sey. Thrown so young into his power, as 1 waa 

unknown and friendless, but through his means, to 
whom could I apply for snccoUr^ Nay, madam, 1 wiU 
confess, that on my return to England, I was first tainted 
with his enthusiastic notions myself; and, for scnbo 
lime, as much imposed upon by him, as others; till, by 
degrees, as he found it necessary to make use of. or 
loUlfy discard me (which last he did not think prad^t 
to do), he was obliged to nnveil himself to me in hs 
proper colours— And I believe I can inform yoa of 
some parts of his private character, that may be the 
means of detecting one of the wickedest impostors that 
ever practised upon credulity. ' 

Char. But how has the wretch dared to treat yoe? 
Sey- In his ill »«<! insolent humours, madam, he has 
sometimes the presumption to tell me, that I am the 
object of his charily; and I own, madam, that lam 
bumbled in my opinion, by his having drawn me into a 
connivance at some actions, which I can't look back ' 
on without horror. , *. • • . 

Char. Indeed, you canH tell how I pity yoa; ud 
depend upon it, if it be possible to serve yon. by getting 
you out of the hands of this moqster, I will. 

6'cy. Once more, madam, let me assure yoa, that year 

generous inclination would be a consolation to me ia 

the worst misfortunes ; and, even in the last moment of 

painful death, would give my heart a joy. . 

Char. Lord! the poor unfortunate boy lores me, too 
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wlMt shall I do with him ? lAside] Pray^Mr. 

Sejrward, what paper's that you me in yoor hand ? — Is 
it relative to-— — 

Sey, Another instanoe of the conscience and grati- 
tude which animates oar worthy doctor. 

Char. Yon frighten. me! pray what is the palrport of 
it? Is it neither signed nor sealed 

Seu* No^ madam; therefore to prevent it, by this 
timely notice, was my basiness here with ^on; yonr 
father gave it to the doctor first, to show his coonsel ; 
who having approved it, I understand thii evening it 
will be execated. 

Char. But what is it? 

Seu. It grants to doctor Cant well, in present, foar 
hnncired pounds per annum,'of which this very house is 
part f and, at your father's death, invests him in the whole 
remainder of tiis freehold estate. — ^Por you, indeed, there 
is a charge of four thousand pounds upon it, provided 
you marry with the doctor's consent ; if not, 'tis added 

to my lady's ioinlure But ^^our brother, madam, is, 

without conditions, utterly disinherited. 

Char. I am confounded! — What will become of us! 
My father now I find was serious Oh, this insinuat- 
ing hypocrite 1 Let me see -ay — I will go this 

minute. Sir, dare you trust this in my hands for an 
hour only ? 

Sey. Any thing to serve you ^ [Bell rin^s. 

Char. Hark ! they ring to dinner: pray, sir, step in: 
say i am obliged to dine abroad ; and whisper one of 
the footmen to get a chair immediately ; then do you 
take a proper occasion to slip out after me to Mr. 
Double's chambers in the Temple; there shall I have 
time to talk further with you. lExm»(, 



ACT THE THIRD. 




SCENE I. A Dressing-room, vnth Table caid Chain. 

Enter Charlotte, with Betty, taking off her 
Cloak, 4^. 

Char. Has any one been to speak with me, Betty? 

Bet. Only Mr. Darnley, madam ; he said he wooM 
caU again, and bid his servant stay below to give ham 
notice when you came home. 

Char. You don't know what he wanted? 

Bet, No, madam; he seemed very uneasy at your 
beinff abroad. " 

C£ir. Well, go and lay np those things— [£nt Bdty] 
Ten to one but his wise nead has fotina ont somethiiiK 
to be jealous of; if he lets me see it, I shall be sme to 
make nim infinitely easy— here he comes. 

Enter Darklbt. 
Dam. Your humble servant, madam. 
Char. Your servant, sir. 
Darn. You have been abroad, I bear. 
Char, YeB, and now I am oome Jiome, joa see. 
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Dam. Yoa seem to tarn upon my words, madaoi! 
Is there any tliins^ partieaiar in tbemP 

Char. As maoh as tliere is in my bein|^ abroad, I 
believe. 

DartL Might I not say yotthad been abroad, without 
giving oflenoe? 

Ctuir. And might I not as well Jny I was come home, 
withoat yoor being so grave apon't? 

Dam, Do yon know-any thing that should make me 
grave? 

Char. I know if you are to, I am the worst person in 
the world you can possibly show it to. 

Dam. Nay, 1 don't suppose yon do any thing yon 
won't justify. 

Char. On, then I find I have dene something yon 
think I oan*t justify. 

Dam. I don*t say that neither; perhaps I am wrong 
in what I have said ; but I liave been so often used to 
ask pardon for your being in the wrong, that I am 
resolved henceforth never to rely on the insolent evi- 
dence of my own senses. 

Char. Yon don't know now perhaps that I think 
this pretty smart speech of yonrs is very doll ; but, 
since tliars a fault you can't help, 1 will not ta!ke it ill ; 
come now, be as sincere on ^our side, and tell me 
serionsly— Is not what real business I had abroad the 
verv thing you want to be made easy in '' 

Dam. if I thought you would make me easy, I 
would' own it. 

Char. Now we come to the point. ^To-morrow 

morning then I give yon my word, to let ^ou know it 
all ; till when, there is a necessity for its being a secret; 
and 1 insist upon you believing it. 

Dam. But pray, madam, wbat am I to do with pri- 
vate imagination iji the mean time? that is not in my 
power to confine ; and sure you won't be offended, if, 
to avoid the tortures that may give me, I beg you'll 
trust me with the secret now. 

Char. Don't press me; for, positively, I will not. 

Dam. Will not--«annot had been a kinder f 
Is my disquiet of so little moment to you? 
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Char, Of none, while yonr disqniei daies not trast 
the amaranoes I hare given too. If joo exped I 
•boold OQofide in yoa for life» dQn't lei ne ne yojn dare 
not take my word for a day; and, if you nr» «ri«et 
yoo'U think so fair a tr I a hfntur.-^^jane, CMiqie, 
there's nothing shows so jow a mind, as Uhhm gnve 
and insolent JMloosiet. 

Dam, However, madam, mine yon won't 6nd so low 
as jon imagine ; and sinoe I see yoor tyranny arises 
.from ^onr mean opinion of me, 'tis time to be myself, 
and disavow your power; yon nse it now beyond my 
bearing; not only impose on me to disbelieve my 
senses, bnt do it with snch an imperious air, an if 
my manly reason were your slave ; and this despicnble 
frame that follows you, dnrst show no signs of liie bat 
what yon voochsafe to give it. 

Char, Vou are in the right: go on--snspeet me still 
— believe the worst yon can*~'tis all true — I don't 

justify myself. ^Why do you trouble me with yonr 

complaints ? if |oa are master of that manly reason yoa 
have boasted, give a manly proof ef it j at once reanme 
your liberty; despise me; go off in tnnmpb now,- like 
a king in a trageoy. 

Dam. Is this the end of all then? and are tbosn 
tender protestations yon have made me (for sock i 
thought them) when, with a kind reloctanoe, yoa gave 
me something mote than hope — wkat all— Ob, C^aiw 
lotte! all come to tins? 

Char. Oh, lud! I am growing silly: if I hear on, I 
shall tell him every thing; 'tis but another straggle and 
I shall oonqner it — So, yon are not gooe« I see. 

Dam. Do yoo then wish me irone, madam? 

Char. Yonr manly reason will direoiyon. 

Dam. This is too mnch^-my heart can bear no 
more!-rvWhaty am I rooted here^ 

Enter Seyward. 

Char. At last I am relieved^Well, Mr. Seywnrd, ia 
it done ? 
iku^ I did not stir from the desk till it waa entirvly 
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Char. Where's the original? 

S^. This is it, raadam. 

Char, Very well; that, you know, jtoo most keep; 
bot oome, we mast lose no iime ; we will examiue this 
in the next room now I feel for him. [Exit^ 

Dam, This is not to be borne — Pray, Mr. Charles, 
what bnsiness have yoa wHh that lady? 

Sey. Sir! 

Dam. i must knoW, yoang man. 

Sey. Not quite so young, but I can keep a secret, 
and a lady's too-— youMI exovse me, sir ! [Exit, 

Dam. 'Sdeath! to be laugh'd at by every body — I 

shall run distracted ^this young fellow should recent 

his pertness, did not this hoose protect hiin^^-this il 
Charlotte's contrivance to distract me — but what?^ 
Oh! I have love enoogbto bear this, and ten limes ai 
moch. 

Enter Colonel Lahbevt. 

CoL L, What, in raptures! 

Dam* Pr'ytbee 1 am unfit to talk with yon. 

CoL L. What, is Charlotte in her airs again? 

Dam. I know not what she is. 

Col. L. Do you know where she is? 

Dam. Retired this moment to her chamber with the 
yonnr fellow therc — the doctor's nephew. 

Col. L. Why, yon are not jealous of the doctor, I 
hope? 

Dam. Perhaps she'll be less reserved to you, and 
tell you wherein I have mistaken her. 

CoL L. Poor Prank I every plot I lay upon my sister's 
iooliotftion for yon, yoo are sure to ruin by your own 
conduct. 

Dam. I own I have loo little temper, and too much 
real passion, for a modish lover. 

Cot. L. Come, come! make yourself easy once more; 
I'll undertake for jou i if ^oq'Ji fetch a cool turn in the 
Park, upon ConsUln lion-mil, in less than half an hour 
I'll come to you, and make you perfectly easy. 

Dam, Dear 'I>3m, you are a friend indeed ! 1 have 

a thousand Ihings^but yon shall find me Uiere. [iif t<* 
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Enter Charlotte and Setward. 

CeLL, How now, »i»ter; what have yoa done to 
Durnley ? the poor fellow looks as if he had killed your 
parrot. 

Char. Pshaw ! yon know him well enoa|(h! Pro only 
been setting him a love lesson ; it a little pozries him 
to get through it at first, bnt he*il know it all by to- 
morrow — ^yoa will be sure to be in the way, Mr. Scy- 
ward. 

Sey* Madam, yon may depend upon me ; I have my 
fuH instraotions. . f£nt. 

Cot. L, O, ho ! here's the bosinefls then ; and it aeems 
Darnley was not to be trusted with it; ha! ha! — and, 
pr'vthee, what is the mighty secret that is transacting 
between Seyward and yon ? 

Char, That's what he would have known, indeed; 
but yon must know, I don't think it proper to let yoa 
tell fiim neither, for all your sly manner of asking. 

CoL L. Pray take your own time, dear madam ; I am 
not in haste to know, I assure you. 

Char. Well, but hold ; on second thoughU, yon shall 
know part of this affair between Sey ward and me ; nay, 
1 give you leave to tell Darnley too, on some condi- 
tions; 'tis true, I did design to have surprised yoo 

bnt now my mind's altered, that's enough. \ 

Col. L\ Ay, for any mortal's satis&otion but bera 

eomes my lady« 

TmUt Lady Lambert. 

Lady L. Away, away, colonel and Charlotte ; both of 
yon away this instant. 

Chnr. What's the matter, madam? 

Lady L. I am going k> put the doctor to his trial, 
that's all. I have considered the proposal yoo have 
made me to-day, colonel, and am convinced it ought 
not to t>e delayed an instant: so just now I told the 
doctor, in a half-whisper, that I should be |^ad to have 
a word in private with him here ; and he said he would 
wait upon me presently : bot must I play a traitorous 
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pftrt now, and iiwtead of persntding yon to tlie doctor, 
persaade the doctor against yon P 

Char. Dear madam, why notP one moment's trace 
with the pmde, I be^r of yon ; donH startle^at bis first 
declaration, bat let him go on, till he shows the very 
bottom of bis ogly heart. 

Lady L. I warrant yon, Til give a good aocoont of 
faim bat, as 1 live, here he comes! 

Char. Gome then, brother, jou and I will be comode, 
and steal off. [Exeunt Char, and Col. L, 

Enter Doctor Cantwell. 

[The Colonel listening. 

Dr. C. Here I am, madam, at your ladyship's com- 
mand : how happy am I that yoa think me worthy — 

Lady L. Please to sit, sir. 

Dr. C. Well bat, dear lady, lia! Yoa can't conceive 
the joyoosness I feel at this so mnoh desired interview. 
Ah! ah! I have a thousand friendly things to say to 
yoa: and how stands yoor precious health? is your 
naughty cold abated yet? I have scarce closed my eyes 
these two nights with my concern for yoa. 

Lady L. Your charity is too far concerned for me. 

Dr.C. Ah! don't say so; don't say so; yon merit 
more than mortal man can do for you. 

Lady L. Indeed ^on overrate me. 

Dr. V. I speak it from my heart : indeed, indeed, 
indeed 1 do. 

Lady L. O dear! yon hart my hand, sir. 

Dr. C. Impnte it to my seal, and want of words for 
expression : preeions soul I I would not hurt you for 
the world : no, it would be the whole business of my 
life 

Lady L. But to the affair I would speak to you about. 

Dr. C. Ah ! thou heaTenW woman : 

Lady L. Your band need not be there, sir. 

Dr. C. I was admiring the softness of this silk. They 
are indeed come to prodigious perfection in all roann- 
fiMtures: how wonaerfnl is human art! Here it dis' 
pates the prise with nature : that ail this soft and gaudy 
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lustre should be wrooght from the labours of a poor 
worm! 

Ladi/ L. Bot our bosiaess, sir, is opon another sob- 
ject : ur Jobo infonns me^ that he thinks himself ander 
no obligations to Mr. Damlej, and therefore resolves 
to give his daughter to you. . 

Dr. C. Such a thing has been mentioned, madam ; 
but, to deal sincerely with yon, that is not the lMn»- 
ness I sigh after : there is a soft and serious exooUeace 
for me, very different from what your step-daoghter 
possesses. 

Lady L. Well, sir, pray be sinisere, and open jov 
heart to me. 

Dr. C. Open mj heart! ean yon then, sweet lady, be 
yet a stranger to it? Has no aoLion of my life been 
able to inform yon of my real thoughts ? 

LadyL. Well, sir, I tidce all this, as I sappoae yon 
intendit, for my rood and spiritual welfare. 

Dr. C. Indeed I mean your eordial service. 

Lady L. I dare say you do : you are above the low, 
momentary views of this world. 

Dr.C. Whv, I should be so; and yet, alas! I find 
this mortal cioathing of my soul is mad^ lUce other 
mens*, of sensual flesh and blood, and has its frailties. 

Lady L, We all have those, bot yours are well cor- 
rected by your di?ine and virtuous conteoiplatioiis. 

Dr, C. Alas j madam, my heart is not of stone : I 
may resist, call all my prayers, my fastings, tears and 
penance to my aid ; bnt yet, 1 am not an angel ; I am 
still but a man; and virtue may strive, but nature will 
bexuppermost. I love you then, madam. 

LaayL, Hold, sir J suppose I now should let my 
husband, your benefactor, know the favour you design 
him.^ 

Dr. C. You cannot be so cruel I 

Lady L, Nor wHL on this condition ; that instantly 
youTenouoce all claim and title to Charlotte, and use 
your utmost interest with sir John, to give Iwr, with 
her full fortune, to Mr. Darnley. 
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Enter Colonel Lambert. 

Col, L, Villain! moiistorJ perfidious and angratefnl 
traitor! Your bjpocrisjr, joor false zeal is discovered ; 
and. I am sent here by the hand of insulted heaven, to 
lay yon open to my fother, and expose you to the world. 

iA-.C^Hal 

Lady L. O, aDtbinking colonel ! 

CoL L, Well, ox, what have you to say for yourself P 

Dr. C. I have notltiiig to say to you, colonel, nor for 
you — but you shall have my prayers. 

Col, L, Why yoa. profligate Jiypocrite! do you think 
to carry off your villanv with that sanctified air ? 

Dr, C. . I know not what you mean, sir; I have been 
in discourse here with my good lady, by permission of 
your worthy father. 

CoL L. iiog! did my father desire you to talk of love 
to my lady? 

Dr. C Call me not dog, colonel : I hope we are both 
brother Christians. — Yes, I will own I did beg leave to 
talk to her of love : for» alas ! 1 am but a man ; yet if 
my passion for your dear sister, which I cannot con* 
tjrol, be sinfnl^ 

LadyL, Your noise I perceive is bringing up sir 
John ; manage with him as you will at present: 1 will 
withdraw, for I have an afler-^me to pifty, which may 
yet put this wretch effectually into our power. [£iit. 

Enter Sir John Lambert. 

Sir J. What uproar is this? 

Col, L, Nothing, sir, nothing ; only a little broil of 

the good doctor's here You are well rewarded for 

yonr kinduesses; and he woold &in my it back with 
triple interest to your wife: in short, i took him here 
in the very fact of making a orioodnal declaration of 
love to my lady. 

Di\ 0. Why« whvi sir John, would yon not let me 
leave yonr house? i knew some dreadful method would 

be taken to drive me hence O, be not angry, good 

colonel : but indeed* and indeed, you use me cruelly. 
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Sir J, Horriblei wicked ereature ! ^Doctory let me , 

bear it from 50a. 

Dr. C. Alas, sir, I am in tbe dark as mach as joo ; 
bat it should seem, for what purpose he best knows, 
your SCO hid liimself hereabouts ; aud while I was talk- 
ing to my ladjir, roshed in upon us — ^jou know the aah- 
jeot, sir, on which I was to eoterlain her ; and 1 migbt 
speak of my love for your daup^liter with more warmth 
inan, p<>rliaps, f ou^bt; which the colonel OTerbearinr, 
'be mi^ht |M>miblj imagine I was addressing mj my 
herself; for I will not suspeet, no, heaven forbid, 1 
will not suspect that he would intentionidly forge a 
falsehood to dishonour me. 

Sir J. Now, vile detracter of all lirtoe ! is yoar out- 
rageous malice confounded — ^what he tells you is trve; 
be has been talking to my lady by my consent, and 
what he said was by my orders — ^-good man, be not 
concerned ; for I see through their vile design—^ 
Here, thou curse of my life, if thou art not lost to con- 
science and all sense of honour, repair tbe injarv yoa 
have attempted, by confessing your ranooar, and throw- 
ing yourself at his feet. 

Dr.C. Ob, sir John! for my sake 1 will throw 

myself at the colonel's feet; nay, if that will pleas* 
liim, he shall tread on my neck. 

sir J. What, mute, defenceless, hardened in thy 
malice? ' 

Col L, I scorn the imputation, sir ; and with the 
same repeated honesty avow (however cunningly he 

may have devised this gloss), that you are deoeiTod 

what I tell you, sir, is true these e^es, these ears, 

were witnesses of his audacious love, without the men- 
tion of my sister's name! directly, plainly, groaaiy 
tending to abuse the honour' of your bed. 

Sir J. Villain ! this instant leave my sight, m j honae, 
my family for ever. 

Dr. C. Hold, good sir John ; I am now reoovered 
from my surprise; let me then bean humble mediator 
— on my aoeount this must not be — i grant it possible, 
your son loves me not; bat yon most gmt it too as 
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poMible, he mif^ht mistake me ; to accaie me then, was 
Dot the error of his yirtoe ; joa oaght to love him, 
thaok him for his watchful care. 

Sir J. O miracle of charitj ! 

Dr. C. Come, eome ; such breaches most not be 
betwixt so good a son and father; forget, fornve, 
embrace him, cherish him, and let me bless the hour 
I was the occasion of so sweet a reconcilement. 

Sir J. Hear this, penrerse and reprobate! Oh! 
cooldst thou wrong such mose than moral virtue? 

Col. L. Wrong bun ! the hardened impudence of this 
painted charitj 

£>tr/. Peace, g;raoeless infidel! 

CoL L. No, sir; thoogh I would hazard life to gain 
joo from the clutches of tl»t wretch; could die to 
reconcile my duty to your favour ; yet, on the terms 

his Ytllanv offers, it is merit to refuse it but, sir, 

I'll tronbie yen no more ; to-day is hb, to-morrow may 
be mine. [£xtt. 

Sir J, Gome, my friend, we'll go this, instant and 
sign the settlement; for that wretch ought to be 
puniahed» who 1 now see is incorrigible, and given 
over to perdition. 

Dr,y, And do |oa think I take your estate with 
such views? — No, sir — ^I receive it that 1 may have an 
opportunity to ronse his mind to virtue, by showing 
iiim an instance of the forgiTeness of injuries; the 
return of good for evil I — 

SirJ» O, my dear friend! my stay and my guide! 
I am impatient till the affair is concluded. 

Dr, C. The will of heaven bo done in all things. 

Sir J, Poor dear man ! l^xcwU. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 




SCENB i. A Parlour tii&tR Joh n Lambert's Houu. 
Enter Charlotte and Seyward. 

Char. You were a witnesSi then? 

SeV' I saf^ it signed, sealed, and delirered, madaM. 

Char. And all passed wilhont the least suspiaon? 

Sey. Sir John sirned it with sach ^amesliiaeB,- and 
the croctor received it wHh sack a seenrinif relnctanoe, 
that neither had the curiosity WeKamhie a line of it 

Char. Weil, Mr. Seyward, whether it ftocoeedt to our 
ends or not, we hare still the same obligations to you. 
— You saw with what friendly wai'mth- my brotlierlieard 
yonr story ; and 1 doat in the least doubt hiA being aUe 
to do something for you, 

Sey, What i nave done, m^r duty bound me to : bat 
pray, madam, give me leave, without offeaee, to ass yoa 
one innocent question. 

Char. Freely. 

Sey. Have yon never suspected, that in all this affur, 
I have had some secret, stronger motive than barely duty ? 

Char* Yes. — But have you been in no appreheoaions 
I should discover that motive ? 

Seu. Pray, pardon me ; I seealready I havej^ne too (ar. 

Char, Not at all ; it loses you no merit with me ; nor 
i« it my nature to use any one ill that loves me, t ' 
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1 loved that one again: then, indeed, there might be 
danger. Come, don'l look grave; my inclinatjoas to 
another shall not hinder me paving every one what'ii due 
to their merit: 1 shall therefore alwavs think mvself 
obliged to treat your misfortunes ^nd you^ modesty 
with the utmost tenderness. 

Sey. Your good opinion is all I aim at. 

Char. Ay; but the more I give it you, the better 
youHl think of me still ; and then I must think the better 
of you again ; and then you the better of me, upon that 
too ; and so at last I shall seriously, and you'll begin to 
think ill of me. But I hope, Mr. Sey ward, your good 
sense will prevent all this. 

^ Sey, I see my fotly, madam, and blush at iby presnmp- 
tion. Madam, I humbly take my leave. [l^tt. 

Char. Well, he's a pretty young fellow after all, and 
the very first sure that ever heard reason against himself 
with so good an understanding. 

Enter Lady Lam bbrt. 

Lady L. Dear Charlotte, what will become of usP — 
The tyranny of this subtle hypocrite is insupportable. 
He has so fortified himself in sir John's opinion, by his 
last misconduct of your brother, that I oegin to lose 
my power with him. 

Ctiar, Pray explain, madam. 

Lady L. In spite of all I could urge, he has consented 
that the doctor shall this minute come, and be his own 
advocate. 

Char. I'm glad ont; for the beast must come like a 
bear to the stake. I'm sure he knows I shall bait him. 

Lady L. No matter for that ; he presses it, to keep 

sir John still blind to hid wicked design upon me. 

Therefore I come to give you notice, that you might 
bejprepared to receive him. 

Char. I'm obliged to your ladyship. Our meeting 
will be a tender scene, no doubt on't. 

LadyL. But I think I hear the doctor coming up 
stairs. My dear gprl, at any rate keep your temper, l 
shall expect you m my dressing-room, to tell me the 
particulars of your conduct. lExit. 
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Char, He must have a greai deal of impudeooe, to 
come io thin manner to me. 

Enter Betty. 

Bet. Doctor Cantwell desires to be admitted, madam. 

Char, Let him come in. 

Enter Doctor Cantwell. 
Your senrant, sir, — Give os chairs, Bettj, and lemire 

the room.— -[Ksit Betty] — Sir, there's a seiA What 

can the ugl j cor saj to me ?— 4ie seems a little pasBled. 

[Hums a Tune, 

Dr. C. Lookje, young lady, I am alraid, notwitb- 
sUnding your good father's favour, I am not the man 
30U would desire to be alone with upon this occasioii. 

Char. Your modesty is pleased to be in the right. 

Dr. C. I'm afraid too, notwithstanding ail my eodea- 
Tours to the contrary, that yon entertain a pretty Imd 
opinion of me. 

Char. A worse, sir, of no mortal breathing. 

Dr. C. Which opinion is immoveable. 

Char. No rock so firm ! 

Dr. C. I am afraid then it will be a vain pursuit, wbeo 
I solicit you, in compliance with my worthy friend's 
desire and my own inclinations, to become my partner 
ill tbat blessed estate in which we may be a comfort 
and support to each other. 

Char, 1 would die rather than consent to it. 

Dr. C. In other words, you hate me. 

■ Char. Most transcendently. 

Dr. C. Well, there is sincerity at least in your confes- 
sion : you are not, I see, totally deprived \}f all virtue^ 
though 1 most say I never could perceive in you bat 
very little. 

Char, Oh, fie! you flatter me. 

Dr, C. No; I speak it with sorrow, because you are 
the daughter of my best friend. But how are we to 
proceed now ? arc we to preserve ten^per? 

Char. Oh! never fear me, sir, I snail not fly out, 
being convinced that nothing gives so sharp a point to 
one's aversion as good breeding; as, on the cootraiy, 
ill manners olleo hide a secret incUnalion. 
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Dr. C, Well then, yoHiog ]adj, be assured bo far am I 
from the unchristian disposition of returning injuries, 
that your antipathy to me causes no hatred in my soul 
towards you ; on the contrary, I woold willingly make 
yoa happy, if it may be done according^ to my con? 
science, with the interest of heaven in view. 

Char. Why, I can't see, sir, how heaven can be 
any way concerned in a transaction between you and 
me. 

Dr. C. When you marry any other person, my consent 
is necessary. 

Char, So I hear, indeed !^-— but pray, doctor, how 
coald your modesty receive so insolent a power, without 
patting my poor &tber out of countenance with your 
^.lushes? 

•^ Dr. C. I sought it not ; but he would crowd it amonp^ 
other obligations. He is good natured; and I foresaw 
it might serve to pious purposes. 

CMr. I don't understand you. 

Dr, C. I take it for granted^ tliat you would marry 
Mr. Darnley. Am I risht P 

Char. Oqce in your life, perhaps you may. 

Dr. C. Nay, let us be (ilain. Would yon marry him P 

Char. You're mighty nice, methinks. Well, I would. 

Dr, C. Then I will not consent. 

Char. You won'tf 

Dr. C. My conscience will not suffer me. I know you 
to be both luxurious and worldly minded; and you 
woold squander upon the vanities of the world, those 
treasures which ou^ht to be better laid out. 

Char, Hum ! — ^I oelieve I begin to conceive yon. — 

Dr.C. If you can think of any project to satisfy my 
conscience, 1 am tractable. You Know there is a con- 
siderable moietv of your fortune which goes to my lady 
in ease of our disagreement. 

Char, That's enough, sir. — ^You think we should 
have a fellow feeling in it. At what sum do you rate 
your concurrence to my inclinations? that settled, I 
am willing to strike the bargain. 

Dr. C. What do you think of half .^ 
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Char. Ho^r! two tbouMDd p^nds? 

Dr.C Why, yon know you gain two dioosand poonds; 
and really the seTerity of the times for the poor^ and 
my own stinted pittance, which cramps mj chanties, 
will not suffer me to require less. 

CItar. But how is my &ther to be broogl-^ into tUs? 

})r. C. Leare that to my management. 

Char. A nd what secority do you expect for the moner ? 

Dr. C. Oh! Mr I>arnley is wealthy : when I delivW | 
ny content in writing, he shall lay it down to me ia 
bank-bills. 

Char. Pretty g:ood security !— On one proTiso tbongk 

Dr.C. Name it 

Char. That you immediately tell my fatiier, that yoa 
are willing to give up your interest to Mr. Damiey. . 

Dr. C. Hum ! — stay — I agree to it ; bnt in the mean 
time, let me warn you, child, not to expect to torn that, 
or what has now jtassed between us, to mj confusioD, 
by sinister construction, or evil representation to yom* 
father. I am satisfied of the pietV of my own inten- 
tions, and care not what the wicked think of then ; bet 
force me not to take advantage of sir John's good opi- 



nion of roe, in order to shield myself from 
quences of your malice. 

Char, Ob ! 1 shall not stand in my own light : I know 
your conscience and your power too well, dear doctor! 

Dr. C. Well, let vour interest sway yon. Thank hea> 
▼en, I am actuated by more worthy motives. 

Char, No doubt on't. 

Dr. C. Farewell, and think me your friend. [Erit. 

Char. What this fellow's orifpnal was, I know not; 
bot by his conscience and cunning, he would make aa 
admirable Jesuit. 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. Madam, Mr. Damlejr. 

Char, Desire him to %valk in. « |[£rtt Servant, 

Enter Darn let. 
Dam. To find yon thus alone, madam, is an happiness 
I did not expect, Irom the temper of onr last partiaa. 
Char. I should liave been as well pleased now. to 
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have bnen thanked, as reproached, for mj g^od natare ; 
biitjoa will be in the right, 1 find. 

Darti. Indeed^ yoa take oie vron^. I literally mean 
that I was afraid joa would not so soon think I bad 
d0serred this favour. 

Char. Well, but were not yon sill^ now? 

Dam. Gome, yon shall not be serious : yon can^t be 
more agreeable. 

Char. Oh! but I am serions. 

Dam, Then Til be so.-^Do yon forgive me all ? 

Char. What? 

Dam. Are we friends, Charlotte? 

Char. O Lord ! but yoa have told me nothing of poor 
Seyward.l 
Jjam. Must yoa needsknow that,before yon answer me ? 
Char. Lord ! you are never well till yoa have talked 
one out of coontenance. 

Dam. Come, I won't be too particular; yoo shall 
answer nothing— ~Give me butyoar hand only. 

Char. Pshaw ! T won't poll off my glove, not I. 

Dam. V\\ take it as it is then. 

Char. Lord ! there, there ; eat ity«at it. 

Dam. And so I could, by heaven ! 

Char. Oh, my glove ! m^ glove ! my glove ! you are 
in a perfect storml Lord ! if yoo make snch a ront with 
one's band, what would you do if yon had one's heart? 

Dam. That's impossible to tell. — But you were ask- 
ing me of Seyward, madam? 

Char. Oh, ay! that's true. Well, now you are* very 
good agUn. — Gome, tell me all the affiur, and then you 
nhall see — how I will like vou. 

Dam, There is not much to tell — only this: We met 
the attorney-general, to whom he has given a very sen- 
sible aooount of himself, and tiie doctor's proceedings. — 
The attorney-general seems verv clear in hia opinion, 
that, as the ooctor, at the time of the death of Sey ward's 
mother, was entrusted with her whole affairs, the Court 
of Equity will oblige him to be accountable. 

Char. If Seyward does not recover his fortune, vou 
roost absolutely get him a commission, and bring him 
into acquaintance. 
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J^iini. Upon mj word, I will. 

Char» And show faxm to all the women of taste; and 
FU have joo call liim mj pr^ttj feUow, too. 

Darn. IwiU, indeed l^ot near ne-^ 

Char. Yon can't conceive bow prettily he makes love.. 

JDam. Not so well as yen makeyonr defence, Charlotte. 

Char, Lord ! 1 had forgot, he is tetoach me Greek, too. 

Dam. Trifling tyrant ! bow long, Charlotte^ do yos 
think yoa can find new evasions for what I say nnto yon ^ 

C^. Lord ! yon are horrid silly; bnt since 'tis love 
that makes yon sach a dunce — ^poor Damley, I fiorgive 
you. 

Enter Colonel Lambert, unohierved. 

Dam. That's kind, however.— But, to complete my 
joy, be kinder yet — and—' 

Char, Ok! I can't! I can't!— Lonl! did yon never 
ride a horse match ? 

Darn. Was ever so wild a question ! 

Char. Because, if jon have, it runs in my bead yon gal« 
loped a mile beyond the winning-post, to make sore onl. 

Dam, Now, I understand you. But since yon will 
have me touch eveiy thing so very tenderly, Glufflotie, 
how shall 1 find proper wcn-ds to ask yon the lover's last 
necessary aoeslionr 

C&or. Oh I there's a thousand points to be adjosled 
before that's answered. 

Col. L. [Advances] Name them this moment ; for, 
positively, this is the last time of asking. 

Char, Pshaw I who sent for you ? 

Col. L. I only came to teach yon to ftpeak plain Eng- 
lish, my dear. 

Char. Lord! mind your own business; oan't yon! 

Col. Z.. So I will;.. for i will make yon do more of 
yours in two minutes, than yon would have done vritb- 
ont me in a twelvemonth. Why,. how now! — do yon 
think the man's to dangle after your ridionloos nira for 
ever? 

Chaf\ This is mighty pretty ! 

CoLZ. You'll say so on Thursday se'snigfat (for let 
affwrs take what tmn they will in the famUv), tkal'a 
positively your wedding-day— Nay, you shan't stir 
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Char, Was ever such aMoraooe ! 

Dam. Upon my ]ife, madam, I'm oat of coantenanoe ! 
I don't know how to behave mjaelf. 

Char, No, no ; let him go on only — this is beyond 
whatever was known, sure ! 

Col, L, Ha ! ha ! if I was to leave yon to yoanelves, 
what a coapie of pretty ont of coontenanced firares you 
would make! humming and hawing opon the vulgar 
points of jointure and pin-money. — Come, come, I know 
what's proper on both sides ; you shall leave it to me. 

Dam, 1 had rather Charlotte would name her own 
terms to me. 

CoL L, Have you a mind to any thing particular, 
madam? 

Char, Why, sure ! what do you think I'm only to be 
filled out as vou please, and sweetened and sipped up 
like a dish of tea? 

Col. L. Why pray, madam, when your tea's ready, 
what have you to do but to drink it? — but you, I suppose, 
expect a lover's heart, like your lamp, should be always 
flaming at your elbow ; and when it's ready to go out, 
you indolehtly supply it with the spirit of contraoiction. 

Char, And so you suppose^ that your assurance has 
made an end of this matter? 

Col, L, Not till you have given him your hand upon it. 

Char, That then would complete it. 

Col, L, Perfectly. 

Char, Why then take it, Dwrnley.— -Now I presume 
70a are in high triumph, sir. 

Col, L, Hoj sister ; now you are consistent with that 
good sense I always thought you mistress of. 

Char. And now I beg we may separate; for our being 
seen together, at this critical juncture, may give that 
tlevil, the doct()r,'Buspiei<Mi of a confederacy, and make 
him set some engine at work that we are not aware of. 

CoLL. It's a very proper caution. Gome. along, 
Damtey; nay, yon must leave her now, whatever vio- 
lence you do yourself. 

Char. Aj, ay, take him with you, brother — or stay, 
Darnley; if yon please, you may come along with- me. 

lExeunt, 



ACT THE PIFFH. 




SCENB I. A ParUnirin Sir John Lambert's House, 
A Screen on the Stage, 

Enter Darnley and Charlotte. 
Char, Bat reallji will joa stand to tiw •greemeot 
thoogh, that I have made with tlie doctor? 

Dam. Why not? joa shall not break joor word opoa 
iny account, though he miebt be a villain you gave it to. 
Suppose I should talk wiUi sir John mjself ? — *tU true, 
he has slidited me of late. 

Char. No matter— here he comes— this maj open 
another scene of action to that 1 belie?e mj brother's 
preparing for. 

Enter Sift John and Lady Lambert. 
Sir J, Mr. 0M-nley, I am glad I have met jon here. 
Dam. I have endeavoured twioe t«>-dajy air, to pay 
mj respects to von. 

Sir J. Sir, Til be plain with you 1 went oat lo 

avoid you ; 1>ut where the welAre of a child ia con- 
cerned, you must not take it ill if we don't stand upon 
ceremony— However, ainoe I have^ reason now to be 
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more in temper ifaan perhaps I was at tliafc time, I shall 
be irlad to talk with joa. 

3am, I take it as a favoor, sir. 

Sir J. Yoa most allow, Mr. Darnley, that conscience 
is the rale which every honest man ought to walk by. 

Dam, Tb granted, sir. 

Sir J. Then gi?e me leave' to tell ]|roa, sir, that giving 

foamy daughter would be to act against that conscience 
pretend to, while I think yoo an ill liver ; and conse- 
qoently the same tie obliges me to bestow her on a better 
man — '-^ 

Dam, Well but, sLr, come to the point. — Suppose 
the doctor (whom I presume^oo design her for) actually 
consents to give me up bis interest? 

Sir J, But why do you suppose, sir, he will give up 
his interest? 

Dam. I only judge from what your daughter tells 
me, sir. 

Sir J. My daughter! 

Dam, I appeal to her. 

Char. And 1 appeal even to yoorself, sir Has not 

tlie doctor, just now in the g^den, spoke in favour of 
Mr. Darnley to you P Nay pray, sir, be plain ; because 
more depends on that than yon can easily imagine or 
believe. 

Sir J. What senseless insinuation hare you got into 
your head now ? 

Char, Be so kind, sir, first to answer me, that I may 
be better able to inform you. 

Sir J, Well, 1 own he has declined his interest in 
favour of Mr. Darnley ; but I must tell yoa, madam, he 
did it in so modest, so friendly, so good natured, so 
coosoientioas a manner, that I now think myself more 
than ever bound in honour to espouse him. 

Char, But now, sir, only for argument's sake, suppose 
I could prove that all this seeming virtue was artificial ; 
that his regard for Mr. Darnley was neither founded 
upon modesty, friendship, good nature, nor conscience ; 
or in short that he has, like a villain, bartered, bar- 
gained to give me to Mr. Darnley, for half the four 
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tfaootand fMands yon raloed hn comeiit at; I njr^ nr, 
suppose Uiis could be proyed, where would be bis Tirtae 
Uien? 

Sir J. II is impioQS lo suppose it. 

Char. Then, sir, from wimt principle must yon sap- 
pose that I accase him ? 

Sir J. Prnm an obsUtiale prejudice to all that's good 
and Tirtoous. 

Char. That's too hard, sir. Bot the worst your 
opinion can provoke me to, is to marry Mr. Darnley, 
without either his consent or yours. 

Sir J. What, do yon brate me, madam? 

Char, No, sir; but I scorn a lie; and willao far ▼in- 
dicate my intefrity, as to insist on your believinr bm ; 
if not. as a child you abandon, I have a right to Uirow 
myself into other arms for protection. 

Sir J. I am confounded. These tears cannot be ooon* 
terfeit ; nor can this be true. 

La4y L, Indeed, my dear, I fear it is. Give me leave 
to ask you one question. In all ovr notqal course of 
happiness, have 1 ever y«t deceived you with a ftlse- 
hood? 

Sir J. Never. 

Lady L. Would yon then believe me, should I aoeosa 
him even of crimes which virtue blushes but to menlioii? 
Sir J. To what extravagance would you drive se! 

Lady L. I would before have undeceived yrni, when 
his late artifice turned the honest duty of your son into 
his own reproach and ruin; bat knowing then your 

temper was inaccessible, I durst nc»t oAr it But 

suppose 1 should be able to let you see his viUany, make 
him repeat his odious love to me in your own hearing, 
at once throw off the mask, and show the bnrafiwed 
traitor? 
Sir J, Is it possible? 

Lady L. But then, sir, I must prevail on jon to 
descend to the poor shifts we are redooed to. 

Sir J. All; to any thing, to ease me of ny doubts: 
make me bat a witness of this ftot, and I shall soon 
accuse myself, and own my folly equal to his I 
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Lady L. Behind tiiat screeh you may euily conoeftl 
yonrself. 

Sir J, Be it so. 
- Lady L. Mr. Darnleyi shall we beg yoar leave; and 
jov, CJnarlotte, take the least suspeotM way to send the 
doctor to me directly. 

Char. I have a thought will do it> madam. 

SvrJ. Ob, Charlotte! Oh, Dkfr. Darnley ! 

Dam. Have hot resolotioti, sir, and fear nothing. 
[Exeunt Damletf and Charlotte, 

Lady L, Now, sir, yon tae to consider what a des- 
perate disease I have undertaken to cure : therefore, be 
sure keep close and still ; and when the proof is full* 
appear at yoar discretion. 

Sir J. Fear not ; I will conform myself-— Yet, be not 
angry, my love, if in a case like this, I have also charity 
enough to hope yqn mav yet be deceived in what yon 
charge him with, till the evidence of my own senses 
assure me of the contrary. 

Lady L. Tis just. 

Sir J. Hark! I tliink I hear him coming. 

Lady L. Now, my dear, remember your promise to 
have patience. 

Sir J. Rely upon*t. 

Ijady L. To your post then. 

[Sir John goet behind the Screen. 
Enter Doctor Gamtwell, with a Book, 

Dr. €. Madam, your woman tells me, that being here 
and alone, yon desired to speak with me. 

Lady L. I did, sii^-^ut that we may be sure that we 
are alone, pray shut the outward door— another surprise 
might min ns — ^is all safe i 

Dr, C. 1 have taken care, madam.' 

Lady L. But 1 am afraid 1 interrupt your meditations. 

Dr. C. No, madam, no ; I was cmly looking over 
some pious exhortations here, for the nse of a society of 
^jhosen brethren. 

Lady L. Ah, doctor^ what have you done to me? the 
trouble of my mind sinee our last unfortunate confer- 
ence is not to be expressed. Yon indeed discovered 
to me what, perhaps, for roy own peace 'twere better 1 
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KmI nerer been Mqnainled with ; bot I had not lalficieDl 
time to laj m^ heart open to joo. 

Dr. C. Wbilher, nuMiUun, would joa lead me? 

Lady L, 1 have been uneasy too, not knowing^ how 
ikt yoa might mistake mj behayioor on the laat accident 
thai happened, but 1 was really so shocked, so terrified, 
I knew not what I was doing : only had I joined in^our 
defence against the oolone(, it would have been evident 
that I was his enemy, and 1 have uses for his firiendafaip. 
Silence, therefore, was my own prudent part : and I 
knew your credit with sir John needed no support. 

Dr. C. Let me presume then to hope, that what 1 did» 
yon judge was seiMefeooe and pure necessity. 

hadyjj. And perhaps, after all, the accident was 
lucky^ for sir John, in order to obviate any ill con- 
structions that may be put upon it, insists now that we 
should be more together, to let the world see his confi- 
dence in us both. This relieves us from restraint ^ and 
1 now dare tell you — but no— -I won*^— 

Dr. C. But whv, madam ; let me beseech yoit« 

LadyL, No — besides — what need you ask me — 

Dr. C. Ah! do not endeavour to decoy my foolish 
heart, too apt to flatter itself. You cannot sure think 
kindly of mel 

Lady L. Well, well, I would have you imagine so. 

X^. C. JBesides, may I not with reason suspect, that 
this apparent goodness is bot artifice; a shadow of 
compliance, meant only to persuade me firom your 
daughter. 

Lady L. Methinks this doubt of me seems rather 
founded on your settled resolution not to resign her. — 
I am convinced of it 1 can assure you, sir, I should 
have saved you this trouble, had 1 known how deeply 
you were engaged to her. 

. Dr,C. Tears then I must beliere you but 

indeed you wrong me. To prove my innocence, it is 
not an hour since I pressed sir John to give Charlottei^ 
to young Darnley. 

LadyL. Mere artifice. You knew that modest nsig- 
oauoa woQld make sir John warmer in your interest. 

-t^. C. No, indeed, indeed. I had other bioUtm, 
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which yoo nay hereafter be made aoqaainted with, and 
will conrioce you 

Lady L. Well, sir, now 111 give you reason to gaesa 
the reason why, afc oar last meetiog, I pressed yoo so 
warmly to resign Charlotte. 

i>r.C. Ahdear! afadear! 

Lady L. You cannot blame me for baying opposed 
your happiness, when my own, perhaps, depended upon 

Dr, C. Spare me, spare me; yon kill me with this 
kindness. , , 

Lady L. But now that I have discovered my weak- 
ness, l>e secret ; for the least imprudence 

Dr. C. It is a vain fear. 

Lady L. GaU it not vain ; ray repotation is dearer to 
me than life. , , _. 

Dr. C, Where can it find so sure a goard ? The grave 
austerities of my life will dumb-found suspicion, and 
roars may defy detraction. 

Lady L, Well, doctor, 'tis you must answer for my 

Ih, C. I lake it all upon myself. , . , , 

Lady L, But there's one thing still to be afraid of. 
• Dr. C. Nothing, nothing. 

Lady L. My husband, sir John. 

Dr. v. Alas, poor man ! I will answer for him. Be- 
tween ourselves, madam, your husband is weak ; I can 
lead him bv the nose anv where. 

Sir J. IComing from hehtnd the Screen] No,ouUfi; 
Fm to be led n« further. 

Dr. C. Ah! woman. , ^ .a.. 

Sir J. Is this your sanctity ? this your doctrine i these 
your meditations? . ^ 

i>r. C. Is then my brother in a conspiracy against 

Sir J, Your bh>tberl 1 have been your friend, indeed, 
to my shame; your dupe; but your spell has lost Us 
hold : no more canting ; it will not serve your turn any 

LadyL. Now heaven be praised. 

Dr. C. It seems y oa waaied an e^ose to part with me. 
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Sir J, Unnrntefnl wrelohl bat wkjf do I reproach 
jou ! Had I not been the weakest of mankindy jon 
never coald iwire proved 'so great a villaiD. Ciet oat 
of my ai^ht; leave my booae : of all mj Iblliea, wiucb 
is it tells joo, that if yoa stay moch lcmger> I shall not 
be tempted to wrest yoa oat of the hands of the law, 
and ponish yon as yoa deserve ? 

Dr. C. Well ; bat first let me ask yoa, sir, who is it 
you menace? consider yoar own condition, and wfaera 
yoa are! 

Sir J. What wonld tlie villain drive at? leave sae. 
I forgive yoa: bat once more 1 teH yoa, seek aome 
other place ; oat of my hoase. This instant be- gone, 
and see my shamefal fiiuse no more. 

Dr. C. Nay, then, 'tis my duty to exert myself, and 
let yon know that I am master here. Tom yoa oat, 
sir ; this boose is mine ; and now, sir, at yoar peril, dare 
to insult me. 

Sir J. O heavens ! 'tis true *. whither shall I fly to Ude 
me from the world? 

Lady L. Whither are yoa going, sir? 

Sir J. I know not^bat here it seems I am' a lies- 
passer — the master of the boose has warnfed me benos 

and, since the right is now in him, 'tis jnst I sbooM 

resign it 

Lady L. Yoa shall not stir. He dares not act with 
saoh abandoned insolence. No, sir, possession still is 
years. If he pretends a right, let him by open ooorse 
of law maintain it. 

Dr. C. Ha! Here! Seyward! [£nt. 

- Enter old Laot Lambebt and Mawworm. 

Sir J. Who is this fellow? what do yon want, man? 

Maw. My lady, come op. 

Old Ladv L* How now! 

Maw, He wants to know who I be. 

Old Lady L. The gentleman is a irieod of mine, sod. 
I was carrying him in a coach to attend a oontroversy 
that s to be held this evening, at the Rer. Mr. Scraide's, 
5^?* *n affair of simony, and oaUed to Ulte np the 
doctor. BntwhatstraiigetaleaawtlieMlhearbSow? 
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Sir J, The doctor's a villain, madam ; I ha?e delected 
him ; deteeted him in the horrible design of aedacing 
mj wi/e. 

Maw. 1%*A QOMNuible. 

Sir J. What ao yon say, man? 

Maw. \ say it's unpossible. He has been locked up 
with my wife foriionra together, moniing, noon, and 
night, and I never found Iwr the worse for him. 

OldLadyL. Ah, son! sont 
. Sir J. What is year ladyship going to say now? 

Old Lady L. The doctor is not in mnlt. 

Sir J. 'I^ife, madam ! 

Old Lady L. Oh, he sw^rs! he swears! years in 
growing good, we beeonie profligate in a moment. If 
yoo swear again, I won't stay in the house. 

Maw, Nor I neither; arien't yon ashamed of yoor^ 
self? have yon no commeBserariion on yOor poor soul? 
. Ah! poor wicked sinner! I pity yon. 

Sir J. 'Sdeath!. and the devil! 

Maw, If you swear any more, I'll inform against yoo. 

Sir J. Why would t^ou brins this idiot, madam i 

Maw. Ay, do despise me, I'm the prouder for it; I 
likes to be despised»« 

Enter Charlotte. 

Char. Oh, dear papa, I shall faint away ; there's mar- 
der doing. 

Sir J. Who! when! what is it? 

Char. The doctor, sir, and Seyward, were at high 
words just now in the garden ; and, npon a sadden, 
there was a pistol fired between them. Oh ! I'm afraid 
poor Seyward is killed. 

Sir J. How? 

Char, Oh, here he comes himself; he'll tell you more. 

Enter Cantwell, Darnlet, Seyward, and 

Servanti. 
Dam, Here, bring in this ruffian; this is villany 
beyond example. 
Sir J. What means this outrage? 
LadyL. I tremble. 
Sey, Don't be alarmed, madam there is no mis- 
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chief done: what wu intended, the doctor here can 
best inform yon. 

Sir J, Mr. Darnlej, I am ashamed to see jou. 

Maw. So yon oaght ; bat this good man is ashamed 
of nothing. 

J}r,C. Alas! my enemies prevail. 

Sey. in short, gentlemen, the afiair is oircomstantially 
this— The doctor called me ont into the Davilion in the 
garden ; appeared in great disorder; told me here was 
a sudden storm raised, which he was not snfficiontly 
prepared to weather. He said, his dependanoe was 
upon me; and, at all events, 1 most be ready to swear, 
when he called upon me, 1 lisd seen him pay sir John 
several large snms of money. He tatkeo confusedly 
about giving value for an estate; but I boldly refused 
to perjure myself; and told bim, on the oontrary, I was 
satisfied he luid fleeced -sir John of several large snms, 
under pretence of charitable uses, which he secretly 
eonvert^ to his own. — ^This stung bim, and he fastened 
at my throat Theuj indeed, all temper left me ; and, 
disengaging myself from his hold, with a home-blow, 
I struck him down. At this, grown desperate, be ran 
with fury to some pistols that hung^above the chimney : 
but in the instant he readied one, I seined upon his 
wrist; and as we grappled, the pistol firing to tne ceil- 
ing, alarmed the family. 

Old Lady L. This is a lie, young man; I see tbo devil 
standing at your elbow. ' 

^ Maw, So do 1, with a great big pitchfork, pushing 
bim on. 

Dr. C. Well, what have ^ou more against me? 

Dam. More, sir, 1 hope is needless — but if sir John 
is yel unsatisfied*— 

oirj. Oh! I have seen too much. 

Dr, C, I demand my liberty. 

Sir J. Let him go. 

EtUer Colonel Lambert and AttendoHtt. 

^'•/'- ^*^^^» •««••' not so last; yon can't pass. 
Dr. C. Who, air, shall dare to stop me? 
Coi.L. Within there! 
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Enttr tipstaff. 

Tip. Is YoarnameCantwell, sir? 

Dr.C. Whatif itbe, sir? 

Tip. Then, sir, I have my lord chief jastice's warrant 
againstyoQ. 

Dr.V» Against me? 

Tip. Yes, sir, lor a cheat and impostor. 

Old Lady L. What does he say? 

Sir J. Dear son, what is this ? 

Col. L. Only some action of the doctor's, sir, which 
I bave affidavits in my hand here to prove, from more 
than one creditoble witness; and I think it my dnly to 
make the public acquainted with : if he can acqait him- 
self of them, so ; if not, he must toke the consec|oence.. 

Dr. C. Well, but stay ; let the accusations against me 
be what they will, by virtue of this conveyance I am 
still master here; and if I am forced to leave the house 
myself, I will shut up the doors— nobody shall remain 
behind. 

Sir J. There! there! indeed he stings me to the 
heart! for that rash act, reproach and endless shame 
will haunt me! 

Char, No, sir!— >becomforted.-^Bven there too his 
wicked hopes must leave him ; for know, the fatal deed 
which you intended to sign is here, even yet unsealed 
and innocent! > 

Sir J. What mean you ? 

Char. I mean, sir, that this deed by accident falling 
into this gentleman's hands, his generous concern for 
our family discovered it to me ; and that in concert we 
procured that other to be drawn exactly like it; which, 
in your impatience to execute, passed unsuspected for 
the original. Their only difference is, that wherever 
here you read tlie doctors name, there youMl find my 
brother's. 

Dr. C. Gome, sir ; lead me where yon plei^se. 

Col. L. Secure your prisoner. 

Old Lady L, I don't know what to make of all this. 

Maw. They'll all go to the devil for what they are 
doing— Come away, my lady, and let us see after the 
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eood dter doctor. Ajr, do laagb, you^ll go to the devif 
for all that. — Gome, my lady, joa ffo first 

[Eieunt lAawviQftm ana old Lady Lambert. 

Char. Nowy Darnlej, I hope I liaTO made atonement 
for your jealousy. 

Vam, You've banished it for ever! this was beyond 
jonr^lf sorprising. 

CoLL. Sister— 

Char. Come, no set speeches ;• if I detecreybur thanks, 
return them in friendsnip to your first preserver. 

Col. L. The business of my life shall be to merit it. 

Sey. And mine, to speak my sense of obIifl;ations. 

Sir J. Ob, my phild I for my deliverance I can only 
reward you here.— -^ For you, my son, whose filial 
virtue I have injured, this hqnest deed shall in every 

article be ratified. And for the sake of that bypo*^ 

critical villain, I declare* that from faenceCorwara I 
renounce all pious folks ; I will .have an ntter abhor* 
jenoe for every thing that bears the appearance . 

Char. Nay now, my dear sir, I must take the liberty 
to tell yoo» you go from one extreme to another.— «^ 
What, because a worthless wretch has im|>osed qpon i 
you, under t|ie fallacious show of suslere grimace, will ] 
yon needs have it every body is like him, confound >, 
the gjood with the bad, and conclude there are no tnilv 
religious in the world ?-^ — Leave, my dear sir, tmck 
rash coosec|uence8 to fools and libertines. — Let us be 
careful to distinguish between virtue and the appearance 
of iL Guard if possible a^;ain8t doing honour to h^po^ 
crisy. — ^Bnt, at the same time, let us allow there is no 
character in life, greater or more valuable than that of 
the truly devout — nor any thing more noble or more 
beautiful, than Uie fervour of a sinoere piety, 



Eieunt omnet. 



C. Whittingham, trinter, Chfawlck. 
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